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Foreword
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Readers, 

We’re back in Clair de la Lune! This is by popular request. Amory, Soyer, and everyone else in this small town have made their way to your hearts, and who am I to deny you more time in this very snowy place?

As always, I’d like to mention the Piperettes on Ream and Patreon, who support all my writing endeavors. Much of the encouragement for this new installment of Clair came from them.

Now, without further ado, get comfy, and join me for another trip to Clair de la Lune.

Alexa Piper

December 2025








  
  
Part Six






[image: image-placeholder]










  
  

Chapter One
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We were on our way back from the lake, and above us, the stars were shining brightly. The wind in our faces was cold, biting even, but it didn’t matter. I was filled with warmth, and I had the brightest thing in my life right next to me. Who would’ve thought I’d find  him in this small town?

“You really mean tomorrow tomorrow?” Amory asked for about the tenth time, dislodging the blanket in the back of the sled again.

“Yes, sweetie. Come on, sit still.”

“Okay.”

He calmed down, but he wasn’t fooling me. I could see the telltale shimmer of tears misting his eyes—also not the first or even the fifth time tonight.

Under the blanket, I patted his knee. “We need to get you home so you can get your beauty sleep. And you need to relax. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but you’re all nerves.”

He turned to look at me, his face illuminated by the lanterns in the front; the only light source out here.

“That’s because this is the eve of my wedding day. I’m allowed to have nerves.”

I sighed. “If you start crying again, I’ll take you back to Echo so he can put the gauze back in.”

One of his hands shot up to protectively cover his nose. “You wouldn’t. I’d set Elias on you.”

I had to remember how feisty he could be and to tread carefully when provoking that part of him, even if it was for his own good.

“Regardless, you should stop crying. Let everything heal properly.”

He lowered his hand. “It’s going to look okay in the photos, right? I mean, I look okay now, right?”

I pulled him close. “You look like the man I love and want to spend the rest of my life with, how’s that?”

He hiccuped before bursting into tears, and I definitely should’ve known better. I held him as he happy-cried, doing my best to stem the flow.


      [image: image-placeholder]We got back to the Village Green not much later, but it wasn’t as we’d left it. There were still a lot of people there, the lights were up, the tree standing tall and shimmering brightly, and clearly, the feast was still going on.

However, there was a lot more pink than was suitable for the holiday season. There were also more hearts than you typically saw at this time of year, in the shape of those flashlights you might get for a concert. They were all gathered around what had been the drop-off area the last time we’d taken this sled.

“Look!” Amory said, still sounding mildly congested.

“I see it. What fresh fuckery, Amory? Is this a sign that the human sacrifice failed?”

Our driver, Mr. Berg, turned in his seat. “Told me to go extra slow, fellas. Elias said there had to be an engagement party.”

“Fuck me.”

“Soyer, language!”

I huffed. “If you get to cry despite your broken nose, I get to use all the language I want.”

“That’s really not the same, and you know it. I can’t help crying if you make me this happy. It’s your fault, city boy.”

As I had learned in my previous job, when they tried responding with logic, you needed to have something a lot more logical or something emotionally loaded to counter them. But while there were things I could’ve said that would’ve done the job, the sight of Amory’s bright eyes and the bubbly joy in every fiber of his body stopped me from it.

“At least I’ll get to grab my pie plates,” I said, then did my best to keep Amory calm as the sled slowed.

When people started cheering, there was no keeping him calm anymore though. He actually started waving, which was not good. Then, he reached for my hand and raised it so we could wave together. That was also not good, but at least he was holding on to me. At least he was enjoying this. That meant it wasn’t exactly bad either.

As I sat there in the slowing sled, I rationalized that perhaps this was a good thing, giving Amory the chance to have the party that always came with getting married. I didn’t need any of that, but I was fine with giving him the experience.

The sled stopped, and people’s cheers grew louder as they clapped, forming a path for us to get out and walk all the way back to the Village Green instead of heading home like I’d wanted to do. My plan to get Amory into bed and close the door before Cherry could follow us and derail any chance of more than cuddling looked like it was ruined.

As Mr. Berg helped us with the blankets, someone threw confetti. There were still Christmas songs floating from the speakers across the Village Green, but as we got out of the sled, they stopped. Instead, the carolers started singing again.

But it wasn’t more holiday music they were doing. Oh no. They were trying their voices at an acapella version of “Signed, Sealed, Delivered.” That was a little much, although…after a moment of consideration, I decided I liked it.

Still, it made me wonder when they’d practiced this. Perhaps I’d fallen victim to Clair de la Lune’s subliminal messaging about getting hitched to the most eligible and cutest of them all. That would be bad. It would definitely mean this was a cult out to catch all the nubile men who happened to cross the town limits in their net. I’d gotten lucky with my villager and had no complaints, but then, I didn’t need other nubile men in this town who might invertedly distract him.

“Are they singing for us?” Amory asked as we stood to get out of the sled.

He was so perfectly innocent, and he was going to be mine. I smiled in a way that would give all my emotions away, especially if Olivia saw it. I glanced around at the gathered crowd, but she wasn’t in the immediate vicinity, so that was good.

The moment we got off the sled, people moved in to clap Amory and me on the shoulders and congratulate us. No fewer than three strangers insisted on shaking my hand. There was more confetti. Perhaps I should have been worried about these people. They didn’t appear to have private lives of their own they could go and mind.

We hadn’t even made it halfway to the food by the time the carolers started winding down. I’d been hoping for the crowd to thin out once we got there, once everyone had clapped Amory on the shoulder. Obviously, watching him smile like he did when people came to talk to him was like fire, brightening this holiday eve and lifting my spirit, but… I couldn’t even really think of a “but” in the moment.

Once the music was done, I heard the mayor’s voice over the microphone, and in among the crowd, I caught a glimpse of a white winter onesie; Elias had returned from the lake to create more mayhem. I hoped the heart flashlights were the worst he could do, but I had a feeling of foreboding.

“A Christmas miracle, no matter whether you celebrate the holiday or not, should be something that reminds us of the courage of love, and we’re all getting that reminder today, or so I’ve been told. Everyone, if you could make room for Soyer of the Flowers and Amory, I think we’d all like to hear from them, wouldn’t we?”

I hated it when people, empowered by the temporary ownership of a microphone, did this—used their audience to create pressure. I especially didn’t like it when I was the target of that pressure, and Amory was very much still in danger of continuing to cry until we’d finally formed a union beneficial to both our tax statuses.

He turned to me. “The mayor called you Soyer of the Flowers. I think that’s my fault. We have to go over there and tell him.”

Oh, but he was bright. He glowed, there in the middle of the crowd, all those boring townspeople around him. Amory shone. He was in love with me for some inexplicable reason, and he was happy, that happiness radiating out of him.

He was not a star, much less a shooting star, but even so, in that very moment, that unquiet moment, that moment we shared with so many other people, I made a vow to myself: I’d never do anything to darken that brightness, to make him lose his colorful self, his smile, his lovable personality. I’d guard it. The way I had worked for others, I’d work for us from now on, him and me, and I’d make sure to put his happiness before anyone else’s.

Not that I was going to tell him that. He’d cry, and if he kept that up, he might really reinjure his nose, and then we’d have no choice but to ask Echo for more gauze.

“It’s all right. You gave me that name. Let them have it.”

He tilted his head. “Okay, then let’s go up there now.”

I felt tricked, but I took his hand regardless and walked with him. We allowed ourselves to be lured up there and sacrificed at the height of our joy.

I fucking loathed speeches.








  
  

Chapter Two
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We made it to the gazebo, where the carolers were waiting to send us off to their dark god so he would grant them wealth and health and all the other shit for another year. My belly should’ve been full of dread, except…I was feeling something akin to elation. That was Amory’s fault. With his hand in mine, seeing the wide smile on his face, I couldn’t feel anything else. 

Elias was waiting for us at the foot of the stairs to the gazebo, right next to a big candy cane. Ant was there as well, wrapping the Christmas lights around him.

“Listen up,” Elias said when he looked up from typing on his phone. “Amory! Stop waving at people and listen to me. We’re going to do a little schedule adjustment for tonight and turn this into your engagement party. I only barely managed to make sure the leftovers from our Valentine’s party got passed around, but I’ve got this. Ant will—Ant, are you touching my butt?”

The mayor glanced over at us before turning back to the crowd. “Just a little while longer, folks. Gather around, refill your drinks while you’re at it. The Moonlight Café has you covered with hot and cold, boozy and virgin.”

“Sorry, boss, but can you move your leg?” Ant asked.

Elias sighed, then he raised his left leg and stood on his right. His sense of balance was pretty good, and you didn’t normally see that in the sedentary secretary type. Hmm.

“Ant will set up the bar once he’s done making my butt shiny. Anyway, Mr. Bennet, the flowers are an obvious problem. You cannot do your own wedding flowers. In terms of luck, it might be worse than if you saw your own wedding dress.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress, Elias,” I informed him.

“Don’t be so afraid of gendered clothing, Mr. Bennet. At any rate, it cannot happen. I’m finding a solution. We’re going to have the reception at Silken Chains, and then for the wedding night, I got Vico to put you in a cabin.” He switched on his lights. “This is going to be a work of both art and precision, like parallel parking or folding fitted sheets. I’ll send you each a schedule.” He took a step closer and stared each of us down like a bedazzled drill sergeant. “If either of you decide you need to deviate from my schedule, you’ll have to deal with the consequences. You two will not have an average wedding. Not on my watch.”

“Oh…” Amory started tearing up again.

I sighed. “Elias, Amory’s a little overwhelmed, so keep your threats to yourself. We have to give a speech now. If you want to, I can show you how to fold a fitted sheet later.”

His eyes glazed over, indicating he’d shifted gears. “Would you, Mr. Bennet? Truly? But I’m very bad with my hands.”

“Hey!” Amory said. “You can’t have him.”

Hmm. My fiancé had a possessive streak, it seemed. “That. Also, we’re wanted up there.”

Elias shifted gears right back and gave us leave to go with a regal wave of his hand. “As you say, Mr. Bennet. Just keep in mind, I do not threaten. I give out information as needed. Remember that.”

“W-what do we even say?” Amory asked, still sniffling a little next to me on the stairs. He went to wipe his nose with the back of his hand, and I had to reach out and grab his wrist.

“Careful, sweetie. Remember the gauze.”

His eyes shimmered with fresh tears. “I don’t want to remember that. Thanks. You’re so… You’re going to be all mine.”

I closed my eyes for a second to collect myself. Then I turned. “Ant! Can you get Amory a tissue, please? Several, maybe.”

Ant looked up from where he was taking instructions from Elias. “Sure thing.”

Valentin had handed off the mic to one of the carolers and come over. “Just a quick announcement to let everyone know who proposed will do. Elias suggested that you should mention who’s keeping you from eloping too, which—just so we’re on the same page—he says he’s doing and is very proud of the fact. The carolers are going to do ‘Like a Prayer’ right after, and then a few more holiday songs while Elias updates the playlist.”

I nodded. “I see how it is. Your secretary is running this town.”

Valentin cackled while Ant came up the stairs and gave Amory a handful of tissues. “You could say that. Well, you’re marrying his best friend. We cannot have you eloping.”

“We wouldn’t do that.” Amory carefully dabbed at his nose.

I turned to him, gently touched his elbow. “Do you want me to do that for you?”

He shook his head. “Go do the speech, city boy. You’re probably used to that kind of thing.”

I wasn’t, but I was going to enter into a legal union with this man, so I was going to have to learn to fake at least some things to make sure he continued to be impressed with me and my worldly ways. Impressed enough that he’d never look to learn any other worldly ways from anyone else.

I straightened my cap. “Let’s get this over with.”

The caroler with the mic—another teenager, by the looks of it—handed me the device with an obnoxious grin, and with Amory still quite leaky next to me, I stepped up to the railing. From up there, I spotted Olivia.

Fuck-shit, Olivia. She had her arm around a townie’s shoulder and another drink in her hand, which she was raising in salute to me. She wasn’t sober, but her expression told me I was going to hear from her, and that her not being sober might be the only reason she’d not bill me for it.

I straightened and put on my face, the one that was agreeable and kind and all that shit. The fake face.

I put my arm around Amory’s shoulders and raised the mic to my lips. “Thanks, everyone, for waiting. Honestly, I feel like we should apologize for crashing everyone’s holiday party. That wasn’t our intent. It’s just that I asked Amory to marry me out on the lake earlier—”

With the precision and speed of a ninja trained from birth, the menace who was now my fiancé reached for my wrist to get the mic closer to him.

“And I said yes! We’re getting married tomorrow!”

Then he kissed me. It started out half on my lips, but he moved. I didn’t, mindful that he was still healing, and while I was happy to threaten him with gauze, I didn’t actually want him to need it.

At the sight of our kiss, the boozed-up villagers broke into cheers all over again.







OEBPS/images/25432a34-cb89-45e0-bde3-4466528b39bf.png





OEBPS/images/5c6dc129-05ec-4f30-b04f-0c7dc3acd83a.png
lair
de la

lune

OOk six: ink & VOWS

ALEXA PreER





OEBPS/images/216d7946-b200-4d74-84be-cbda988732ad.png





OEBPS/images/3eeeec83-405a-4f0e-a32c-18503c2d558c.png







