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      Vanilla Frappe And Reasons To Stay

      Willow returns to Cauldron Coffee Shop alone, having left a newly uncursed Azíl behind at Sabine's dig site so he can translate for her. While she's lonely and struggles with whether the coffee shop is everything she wants it to be, she knows that she's made the right decision in letting him pursue his own thing at the dig site.

      Willow spends more time with her cousin, Clover, both inside and outside the coffee shop. Clover admits that she wants more from her career than just being part of her family bakery, causing Willow to admit that she's been feeling similarly about the coffee shop, though Clover announces that she wishes to write a cookbook, which Willow encourages her to do. The two of them attend self-defence classes together.

      Sabine returns from Morocco alone after Willow convinces Azíl that it is better if he stays in Morocco so the Sect don't learn that he's outside his teapot and his curse is broken. Sabine turns up at the coffee shop with tequila to drown her sorrows about not getting her permits for continuing the dig, at which point Willow suggests that she makes the argument for why her team is the best. She puts a very-drunk Sabine to bed and returns to the coffee shop to clear up to find an intruder there. Willow is attacked and ends up banging her head. The attacker leaves without doing anything, and Sabine makes Willow video chat with Azíl to keep her awake while she calls the authorities. Azíl announces he's returning, though Willow tries to convince him otherwise.

      Azíl returns to the coffee shop, both to Willow's delight and worry. The two of them spend time together, including talking about Sabine's official job offer to Azíl for his translation services, and Willow's uncertainty about what she wants. Azíl encourages her to look into what it will take to get her application for the Association of Magical Beverages after she gets jealous about the person who was accepted in her place.

      Sabine's permits get approved and Azíl accepts the job with her, even if it means returning to Morocco without Willow. She says goodbye to him at the airport and promises that they'll make Christmas really special, though they will see one another before then when he visits. When Willow is leaving the airport, she feels as if she is being watched and fears that the Sect are not done with them yet.

      If you wish to follow the Cauldron Coffee Shop & Broomstick Bakery series in chronological order, The Cupcake Witch (Oakley, Broomstick Bakery #1) takes place during the events of Vanilla Frappe And Reasons To Stay, with The Macaron Witch (Hazel, Broomstick Bakery #2), and The Pastry Warlock (Ash, Broomstick Bakery #2.5) happening between the end of Vanilla Frappe And Reasons To Stay and the beginning of Festive Drinks And Season's Hijinks. The Gingerbread Witch (Rowen, Broomstick Bakery #3) takes place during the events of Festive Drinks And Season's Hijinks. You don't need to have read the Broomstick Bakery series to understand the events of the Cauldron Coffee Shop series, but it does provide more backstory for Willow's cousins.

      For a recap of Cauldron Coffee Shop books 1-5, you can visit my website: https://www.authorlauragreenwood.co.uk/p/what-happened-before-cauldron-coffee.html
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      Boxes cover just about every available surface in the coffee shop, and there's a hint of dust in the air. I'm going to have to do a deep clean once I'm done putting up the Christmas decorations, but that's nothing new. There's very little that can be done about it when the decorations spend a good part of the year stuffed in boxes in the storeroom.

      Cheery music fills the air from the playlist I put on, though admittedly, it's mostly for the customers' benefit and not mine, it's getting me in the mood to decorate.

      I turn in order to grab the shiny orange tinsel, only to realise it's in a box on the other side of the room. I pull out my wand and flick it in that direction, bringing it closer to me without having to move. At times like this, I'm grateful for being a witch and able to make these things easier for myself. I wouldn't want to be without magic.

      A pang of guilt travels through me at the reminder that Azíl is still without his, even after months of being free of his curse. He keeps saying it isn't a problem, but I can't see how that's going to be true in the long run. He used magic for a good part of his adult life pre-curse, it's got to feel as if something is missing now.

      A rustle from one of the boxes freezes me in my tracks, the tinsel hanging from one hand, my wand still in the other.

      "Who's there?" My voice shakes as my mind starts to race. To my knowledge, there haven't been any break-ins since the one that ended up with me in A&E and Azíl on the first plane back from Morocco, but there's still a chance that's changed.

      Or I'm just not aware of all the times it's happened. Sometimes, these things aren't worth thinking about.

      "Meow?" A black and orange face pops up from a box of fake snow and I let out a sigh of relief.

      "How did you get in there?" I ask Spooky.

      She cocks her head to the side, but doesn't say anything. Not that I can understand her when she does.

      I set the tinsel down, but make sure to replace my wand in my pocket. It hasn't left my side since the moment I forgot it by Sabine's bed. I may have made that mistake once, but I'm not going to again.

      "Come on, let's get you out of there," I say, slipping my hands under her and pulling her from the box. I'm half surprised that she lets me do it, but after the months she's spent visiting the coffee shop, she's grown to trust me enough. "Here, make yourself at home on the chair." I set her down and pat her head.

      Spooky looks at me, and for a moment, I think she's going to jump right back into the box of snow and make a mess of everything, she doesn't, and curls up to sleep instead.

      Out of habit, I pull out my phone and snap a photo, sending it straight to Azíl even though I know he won't be able to see it until he lands and gets off the plane. But he loves seeing what Spooky gets up to, and I suspect I'd still be doing the same if he was upstairs in the flat or running an errand.

      A smile pulls at the corners of my lips as I think about it. Ever since learning about Spooky's owner, it's felt much more like she's properly part of the coffee shop, and that it's okay for us to act as if she's sort of our cat.

      A knock sounds on the coffee shop door and I look up to find Clover on the other side with a paper bag slung over her arm. I gesture for her to come inside, and she quickly undoes the spells around the lock on the door. I appreciate that she let me know that she'd arrived before doing that, but it's probably more for her benefit than mine. I may have fired a defensive spell or two at her over the past few months.

      "Hey," she says as she slips inside. "Wow, it's festive in here. I thought we had it bad at the bakery with the icicles on the counters."

      "It'll look better once I'm finished," I promise.

      "I'm sure it will." She sets the bag down on the counter. "I'm guessing Azíl is coming home tonight."

      "How did you guess?"

      "Because you've never been one to eat your feelings, but you ordered enough cake to serve a seven-year-old's birthday party."

      "It's not that bad, and very little of it is cake."

      "It is that bad. I believe your exact instructions were one of everything Christmassy."

      "It's Azíl's first ever Christmas, I don't know what he likes, or I'd have just ordered that."

      She chuckles and makes her way around the counter to make herself a drink. "Want one?"

      I nod. "Whatever you're having."

      "Why don't you have a favourite drink?" she asks.

      "What?"

      "Most people have a favourite drink, but you don't seem to."

      "I'm not sure what you're talking about, Clo." I pick up the tinsel and begin draping it around the tree before giving up and going for my wand to do it with magic. The result won't be as good doing it that way, but I can fix it by hand once it's up.

      I wave my wand in the direction of the tinsel and it lifts into the air, wrapping itself around the tree. From up close, it doesn't look too bad.

      My cousin heads back to me and hands me a mug. "Gingerbread latte."

      "Oh, thanks. I love those, but I haven't had one in a while."

      "And that's my point. You don't have a go-to hot drink. I'd have thought that someone who runs a coffee shop should have one of those."

      I shrug. "But there are so many good drinks. Gingerbread lattes are nice, and I love them, but they're no good for a pick-me-up in the morning. At least not for me."

      "You're weird."

      "If you're only just figuring that out, then perhaps you should ask Grimalkin to take back your degree."

      Clover lets out an amused snort. "No way, I worked hard for that, even if I don't use it."

      "You can put Clover Parks, BSc on your cookbook."

      "I can't, and you know it." She reaches up and straightens out the tinsel. "This is a truly awful colour."

      "Hey, it's custom tinsel."

      Clover raises an eyebrow.

      "It's hard to find in orange outside of Halloween, and I didn't want tinsel with little bats in it. There's nothing wrong with it in October, but not for December."

      "That's fair. But you could choose not to brand your Christmas tree to your coffee shop."

      "What colour is the tree at the bakery?" I ask.

      "Blue," she mutters.

      "Mmhmm. And the baubles are..."

      "Cakes. Fine, I see your point," Clover concedes.

      "And I can see yours. Our tree upstairs won't have a hint of orange in sight," I promise.

      "That's definitely a good thing."

      "But you're deflecting." I pick up one of the coffee cup baubles and hang it on the tree. "How's your cookbook going?"

      "Well, I think. I'm almost at the point where I'm ready to tell Rowen."

      I raise an eyebrow. "That's gone fast."

      "Yeah, well Oakley and Hazel have been busy with their boyfriends. I've had a lot of time to work on it."

      "Is that why you've been spending more time here?" I ask.

      "Not really. I guess it just felt different to be here. At the bakery I sometimes feel like one of the Parkes, here I feel like Clover."

      "The problem with being part of a family business."

      "Mmm. Maybe it'll be better once I talk to Row about the recipe book. I'll feel like I have something of my own inside the bakery, and that's what I really want."

      "You should talk to her once she's done with the Christmas Fayre, she's always in a good mood after that's done well." I hang another bauble on the tree and straighten out a piece of tinsel.

      "If it does well."

      "It's done well every other year, I don't see this being the one where she doesn't have a good year. Besides, didn't Ash say that he was going to offer to help out the entire time this year?"

      Clover nods. "I'm not sure what's gotten into him to offer that."

      "He loves the bakery," I say simply. "He gets the same look in his eyes that the others do when they talk about it. Or like Sabine when she's talking about a dig."

      "Do you think we have that?" Clover asks.

      "Sometimes," I answer honestly. "But you already said that you want more."

      "And you?"

      "I'm still working on what I want."

      "You're putting a lot of thought into Christmas decorations for a coffee shop you're not even sure you want."

      "I do want the coffee shop," I respond. "I'm just not sure that it's enough for me. You say you don't want to lose the bakery, you just want more. I guess that's how I'm feeling at the moment. I just don't have the advantage of siblings to rely on when I chase the rest of my dreams."

      "Just cousins," Clover quips.

      "Cousins I'm very grateful for, but don't want to burden too much."

      "You're never a burden, Wils."

      "Hmm, I'm not sure I believe you there. Will you hand me the fairy lights?"

      She nods and holds up the end of the string. "Shouldn't you have put them on first?"

      I shake my head. "I have a trick Dad taught me." I pull out my wand and tap the string of fairy lights. The cord running them all together disappears, and the lights themselves start to twinkle. With another flick of my wand, they disperse neatly over the tree, spacing themselves out perfectly without me having to do anything.

      "Well that's one way to save on electric," Clover says, clearly impressed.

      "And avoid extra tripping hazards."

      "Meow."

      My gaze pulls back to Spooky who has uncurled from her spot on the chair and is looking at the baubles with a little too much interest for my liking. As if she hears my thoughts, she reaches out and bats one of the baubles with her paw, making it swing back and forth.

      Spooky stares at it, her eyes wide and intrigued.

      An amused chuckle comes from Clover in response. "You're going to have your work cut out for you with her and Azíl this Christmas."

      "I wouldn't want it any other way." I already have the feeling that this is going to be my best Christmas in years.
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      The crunch of tires outside the coffee shop perks me up almost immediately, and I pull out my phone to check the time, only to find a message from Azíl ready for me.

      < We are arriving now. >

      My grin widens and I hurry towards the coffee shop door, undoing the locks quickly with my wand and pulling them open before he's even opened his car door.

      I wave to Sabine and Sawyer, and they return it, but don't make any move to get to see me. They're probably tired from the flight and just want to sleep. Besides, they don't live far away and I'm sure I'll see plenty of them over the next few weeks.

      Azíl hurries over and pulls me into his arms, kissing me deeply.

      "I'm glad you're home," I say once we've broken apart.

      "Me too. I missed you. But I have not missed the weather. Why is it so cold here?"

      "It's December," I point out. "What did you expect?"

      "I have never had a December in England," he reminds me.

      "Right. It's warmer inside." I take his hand and pull him through the door, locking up behind us.

      "You decorated," he says, looking around the room and taking in everything from the garlands, to the Christmas tree and the little snowmen sitting along the counter.

      "I did."

      "I have to admit that I am a little disappointed."

      I frown. "Does something not look right?"

      "I was hoping I could help."

      "Oh. I thought you might, that's why I didn't put up any decorations upstairs yet. We can do it together."

      His whole face lights up. "With the tree and everything?"

      I nod. "I normally use a fake one like this." I gesture to the coffee shop's tree. "But I thought with it being your first Christmas, you needed to experience the joy of pine needles everywhere."

      "And this is why I love you."

      I raise an eyebrow. "Because I buy real Christmas trees?"

      "Because you always make me feel thought of."

      "Oh."

      He leans in and pulls me back closer. "I have been speaking with Sabine about working from here," he says.

      "You have?" I go up on my toes and kiss his cheek. "Let me make us a drink while you tell me about it."

      He nods and moves over to the counter and leans against it, his suitcase practically abandoned by the door of the coffee shop.

      I head to the coffee machine and start steaming some milk for a spiced hot chocolate. It feels like the kind of weather for it, especially if he's already complaining about the cold. Not that it's surprising, I imagine it's much warmer in Morocco than it is here.

      For good measure, I grab a shot of warmth from the shelf to add to Azíl's mug. He doesn't often have magical additions to his drinks, but I think it's going to be needed while he re-acclimatises to the climate here. And I don't blame him. I'll probably end up using it myself before the end of the season.

      "So, working from here," I prompt.

      He nods. "The dig is not going as quickly as she would like it to, she says that there is going to be a lot of time doing the things like before we first arrived to break my curse."

      "Ah, so you're not needed."

      "There is still plenty for me to do," he admits. "But Hannah is remaining here when the dig resumes next month, so it is possible for me to do the same."

      "You don't want to go back to Morocco?"

      "It is not the place I left," he points out. "The mountains may not have changed, but everything else has. And I have too. I am no longer the warlock who used to live there."

      "That's true." I can't help but feel a little relieved that he doesn't want to move there completely, and that he sees this as home. I'm willing to do a lot for him and for our relationship, but I'm not sure I'd be able to do that.

      Or that I'd be able to live with the separation of the past few months for the rest of my life. Even with frequent visits, it's been hard.

      "When I am here, I do not feel like Morocco is missing," he says. "But when I am there, I feel like something is."

      "Something?" I hand him a mug of hot chocolate.

      "I believe it is not customary for me to say that it is you, and that I must be cagey and vague about it."

      I chuckle. "Then I will take that as an admission of great feeling."

      "Greater than when I tell you I love you?"

      "Oh, definitely." I gesture for us to move to one of the low sofas by the window. We could go upstairs, but I like the atmosphere the Christmas decorations give the coffee shop and there's none of those upstairs yet.

      Azíl sits next to me and puts an arm around me, the gesture both familiar and a little foreign. It's always so comfortable to be around him, but the prolonged absences make me a little self-aware of my own body when we get to start showing one another physical affection again. But I know it's just a consequence of our current situation and isn't anything I need to worry about.

      "So you're going to be working from here?" I ask.

      He nods. "That is what I have requested."

      "Here as in we need to set up an office in Sabine's old room, or here as in at an office in town?"

      He frowns. "I do not believe that I have asked that. Hannah works out of an archive near here, but I did not ask if that was where I am to work from too. We only talked about it on the plane."

      "Are you sure you've thought this through?" I take a sip of my hot chocolate, though it's mostly because I need something to do while I wait for him to respond. Warmth explodes in my stomach the moment it hits. "I got them the wrong way around." I take his mug from him and give him the one I'm holding.

      "What is the difference?"

      "Yours has an extra shot of warmth. I thought you saw me put it in."

      "I did, but I did not realise you were not having it as well."

      "Ah. Now, working from here and not Morocco," I prompt.

      "I know you believe that I am being hasty with this decision..."

      "That's not what I said," I correct him. "I just want to make sure it's what you actually want and you're not doing it because of me."

      "But I do want this because of you," he points out. "If you were not part of my life, then I probably would choose to stay in Morocco."

      "Forever?"

      He shrugs. "I do not know. I suspect I would grow discontent with life in one place if I was living it alone."

      "Ah, the nomadic lifestyle has followed you even through the years." I try not to keep the disappointment out of my voice. If that's what he wants from life, then I'm not sure it's something I can give him.

      "I do not think that's what it is," he admits. "But I do not know. There is very little point in dwelling on what might have been when this is the reality that I am living." He takes a drink and makes an appreciative hum.

      "That's very philosophical of you. Did you find wisdom in Imane's tomb?"

      He chuckles. "I did not, but I did have time to reflect on what might have been."

      "Right, the fact that you might have ended up married to her."

      "I do not believe her father would have wanted that. I thought on it after we talked and I found myself wondering whether the decision was not to do with my father, but to do with me."

      "Surely your chief would have wanted his daughter to marry the most powerful warlock? That would be advantageous to him, surely?" At least, that's what I'd do. Then again, all I know of Azíl's tribe is what he's told me about them, and it doesn't paint any of them in a particularly good light.

      "I believe that is what most men in his position would wish to do. But I wonder whether he was aware that I would support Imane in her own decisions more than he would wish me to."

      "Ah, I see."

      "You do?"

      I nod. "Imane was your friend and you respected her thoughts and feelings. If she said something against her father, you would have stood by her side, and that wouldn't have been acceptable to him. He wanted control, both over you and Imane, and the easiest way to do that was to make sure that you weren't a unified front against him."

      "He may have been a more intelligent man than I gave him credit for," Azíl admits.

      "I wouldn't go that far, he did curse you."

      "And that worked out just fine for me," Azíl points out. "I am drinking something I would never have had the chance to taste otherwise, with a beautiful woman I would never have met, and opportunities I would never have dreamed of just waiting for me. I have no complaints."

      "Just the Sect," I mutter.

      "Have they bothered you again?"

      I shake my head. "I haven't heard or seen anything of them for months."

      "But you do not believe they're gone."

      "No. I don't see how they can be."

      He nods his agreement. "It would be foolish of us to think that we had escaped without them trying something."

      "Precisely. But we have to keep on living, you said that."

      "I did. I am very wise."

      I let out a soft snort. "Sometimes." I lean my head against his shoulder and simply enjoy his presence, and the fact I have a whole month of it before he has to go anywhere.

      But if what he and Sabine have concocted between them comes to fruition, then perhaps he won't ever have to leave for as long again.

      I know I won't be complaining if that's the case.
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      I can feel a definite lift in my mood from having Azíl back in the flat with me. I've been managing fine on my own, but even so, it's nice to have the company again.

      "Willow?"

      "Mmm?"

      "What is this?" He points up at the door frame where I hung a fake mistletoe branch that Sabine once bought me because she thought it would help my love life back when we were at the academy. I'm not sure why I kept it for as long as I have.

      A blush rises to my cheeks. I hadn't thought about having to explain it to him.

      "That's mistletoe."

      "Oh, I believe that I saw this in a Christmas movie."

      "You've been watching Christmas movies?" I ask, heading over to him.

      "Of course I have. Did you expect me to return unprepared?"

      "I knew I shouldn't have set you up with streaming."

      He lets out an amused laugh. "I wanted to make sure I understood what Christmas was all about."

      "You're so cute." I step closer and place a hand on his chest, bringing us under the mistletoe. "When you find yourself under mistletoe, you're supposed to kiss the person you're under it with."

      "Even if they do not want to?"

      "No, you shouldn't kiss anyone that doesn't want it," I respond. "You know that."

      "I do, but I wish to be sure of these things. The rules are confusing."

      "They're not hard and fast rules," I promise.

      "So if I am standing under mistletoe with someone I want to kiss, then I should do that?"

      "Mmhmm."

      He reaches out and cups my cheek in his hand, his gaze becoming intense as he looks into my eyes. I'm overwhelmed with the sheer amount of affection I feel for him. Azíl may have brought a lot of complications into my life, but standing in front of him now, I'm certain that it's all worth it. Though I've been aware of that for a long while.

      The air grows full of promise as he leans in closer. His lips press against mine and I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him closer and deepening the kiss. It's moments like these where I completely forget every worry I have about the future and am certain that this is what it's going to be for me.

      I still don't know what I'm going to do with my career, but I do know that I'll work it out, and that makes the uncertainty just fine.

      We break apart, and I touch my lips, grinning widely.

      "I do believe that I am going to move this mistletoe around the flat," Azíl announces.

      I let out a small laugh. "I don't think you're supposed to tell me about devious plans like that."

      "But how else will you know?"

      I shake my head in amusement. "What else did you learn from your Christmas films?"

      "Remarkably little. They all seem to be the same."

      I smother a laugh. "Yes, that's a common complaint this time of year."

      "Then why does no one change it?"

      "Because people like to feel a certain way at Christmas," I explain. "They want to feel warm and fuzzy and like they could find the love of their life..."

      "When they return to their hometown from their busy city life."

      "You really have watched a lot of Christmas movies."

      "I had a lot of time to myself in the evenings, and they are strangely addictive."

      "As addictive as cupid dating shows?"

      "You know they are not."

      A small smile lifts at the corner of my lips. "They'll probably have a Christmas special, you know."

      His face lights up. "What will happen differently to normal?"

      "Not much, the hosts will make terrible Christmas jokes, and there'll be holly everywhere."

      "Strangely, I still like the sound of that."

      "Why am I not surprised?"

      "Because you know me."

      "And yet I didn't guess that you were going to try and learn about Christmas from TV." I really should have guessed, that's how he's tried to work through a lot of how the modern world works, even if it's never quite accurate.

      "I did not know about the TV specials, just the movies. I searched Christmas on the streaming service you set me up with."

      "Okay, then I'm going to go downstairs and make some peppermint mochas, and then we're going to watch past Christmas specials of all your favourite shows," I promise. "The reality TV ones, I don't have time to get sucked into Fang Me."

      "I believe the internet says that no one has time for it. I found a list of all the reasons it is a bad show."

      I raise an eyebrow. "Did you agree with them?"

      "Yes. But it did not stop me from watching the new episode."

      "That happens," I assure him. "We've all ended up too invested in something we shouldn't be."

      "Mmm."

      "Why don't you choose from the cakes Clover brought over and I'll go make the drinks," I say, already heading towards the stairs.

      His eyes light up at the mention of food and he hurries over to the side. A small smile spreads over my face.

      "There are presents," he says, gesturing to the side.

      "Of course. It isn't properly Christmas without presents."

      A strange expression crosses his face.

      I abandon my attempt at going to get drinks and make my way over to him. "What is it?"

      "I have not gotten you a present."

      "That's okay, I don't need one," I assure him, meaning the words.

      "Did you get one for me?"

      "Yes."

      "Then I wish to get one for you."

      "Okay."

      Surprise flits across his face. "I thought you would argue more."

      "This isn't about me," I point out. "If you want to get me a present, then you can. I'm not going to stop you."

      He nods. "I would like to get you something."

      "Then I look forward to seeing what it is."

      "What are the other presents?" he asks, gesturing to the small pile.

      "One is for Spooky," I admit. "And the others are from Mum and Dad. I think they sent you a small one."

      "They have never met me."

      "They know you mean a lot to me, and they want to show me that they accept that, hence the present," I say. "It'll only be small. I don't know what it is."

      "That is very thoughtful of them. I did not get them anything."

      I shuffle slightly uncomfortably. "I put your name on the hamper I sent them too," I admit. "Though there's still time to change that if you want."

      "I do not think you need to change it. But why did you not tell me?"

      "Honestly, I forgot. I intended to when we called after I ordered it, but then you started talking about something to do with the dig and it just flew right out of my head."

      He chuckles. "That is fair."

      "But if you want to change the fact you haven't met my parents, then we can go see them. Not now, they'll already be in Spain."

      "Could we not visit Spain?"

      "Trust me, you don't want that. I love my parents, but in small doses. I dread to think what they'll be like when they're trying to impress someone. But once they're back, we can go for dinner or something?"

      He nods. "I would like that."

      "Me too. I should have thought to do it before, but we've just been so busy, and you've already met the family I'm closest to."

      "I have," he agrees, an interesting tone entering his voice.

      "You're thinking."

      "About which of your cousins to ask for help with your Christmas present. Will they tell you what I am planning?"

      I shrug. "No idea, I've never had a boyfriend who consulted them on gifts before. But I imagine if you ask them not to say anything they won't."

      "Boyfriend does not seem like a serious thing," he muses.

      "I can call you my partner, if you prefer." I hadn't thought about whether or not he had a preference in the word I use, which is an oversight on my part, I should have done better.

      "I do not know. We did not have a word for what we are in my tribe."

      "I'm sure they'd just be saying that we were having an affair or something."

      "But that is not what we are," Azíl says softly. "An affair would imply that we share something that other people are not supposed to know about. But I wish everyone to know that I am with you."

      "Same." I lean in and rest my head against his chest.

      "Then it is settled, I will get you a present for Christmas."

      I let out a small laugh. "I'm not sure how you got to that."

      "If we are serious, and not a secret, then I should be giving you a present," he announces, seeming satisfied and as if he's out-smarted me.

      "You can get me a present if you want, but I don't need one."

      "But I need to give you one, and that is a good reason."

      "Yes," I agree, feeling very loved despite my words. "That's a good reason."

      There isn't even the smallest part of me that thinks he's going to let me down. This is Azíl. He's going to do exactly what he says he will, and he'll find me the perfect present, even if I have no idea what it'll be.
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