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Dedication
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Happy Thanksgiving. Don’t fuck your wicker objects. 


Or do, I guess—flared base and be safe… 


Laugh, cringe, and I double-dog dare you not to DNF this book. 
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Liz





After parking in Tasha’s driveway behind her truck, I grab the pie I bought after work and get out of the car. 

The slushy ice on the wheel wells begs me to kick it off, but I control myself and walk over the salted path to the front door.

Forrest opens it as my fist is about to knock and grabs the pie before leading me in. “How was your day?” His deep emerald eyes stare into mine, and we’re about the same height. 

“It was fine. People are jerks.” I shrug off my coat and hang it on the hook by the door, padding through the hallway until we reach the open-concept kitchen and living room.

Tasha has been my best friend for eons, and I’m glad to see her happily snuggled on the couch with Bruce and Ash.

 She’s been in a why-choose situation ever since she broke a curse upon her three holiday hotties awhile back. 

“Hey, bestie!” she beams up at me.

“Good to see you’re still with your trio of trees,” I say, and grab a bottle of water from the fridge. Tasha’s house has become super homey since she’s been with the guys; they just add an extra layer of comfort.

I plop beside her and lean in for a half-hug. Bruce rolls his emerald eyes, and Ash stretches, running his hand through his tousled brown hair before getting up and passing by me. 

He opens the oven door and peers inside, emitting the smell of a delicious home-cooked meal.

“You can just call them the guys, you know. The curse is broken, and we no longer call them the trees.” Tasha pats my leg.

“Does their jizz still taste like Winterfresh?” I whisper, and she blushes. 

That’s what I thought, but I’ll try to keep my tree jokes to myself.

“Going home for Thanksgiving?” Ash asks me, and I shake my head. They all have the same jewel-green eyes and brown hair, but Bruce has a moustache and Ash has been growing out a beard. 

“No, the family decided they’re doing a pie-eating contest in a different province. I have to work, so it’s not worth my time. What are you guys doing?”

The clatter of plates on the kitchen counter catches our attention. 

Bruce is plating shepherd’s pie, and Forrest is working on a salad. The sleeves of their Henley's are rolled up, and the men wear different colours of denim. I wonder if she colour-coordinates them on purpose or if it’s just a funny accident. “Dinner’s about ready,” Bruce says, pointing out the obvious. 

Tasha and I always had a Monday where we ate junk food and watched trashy TV, but now she’s got her happily ever after and we do dinners instead. Sometimes I wish I had what she did over at my silent apartment, but then I remember what most men are like and, yeah, no, don’t need their bullshit. 

I have neighbours upstairs who apparently wear clogs and I never feel alone when they’re bowling at two a.m.—at least that is what I suspect they’re doing. God only knows. Maybe the noise is to put up with my vibrator, which sounds like a lawn mower.

We move from the couch and sit at the long wooden dining table. 

“I brought apple pie,” I say with a smile. “The stores are selling all different kinds. I think this one has caramel.” I only ever have to bring dessert, and it’s so much more fun than dinner.

“How’d your date go?” Tasha asks me. The guys bring the dishes to the table and settle in to eat.

“Lame. He was on his phone for most of it and kept complaining about his ex-girlfriend being a crazy bitch. You know what that means.”

Tasha nods, and the guys stare at me. “He was the problem,” she clarifies.

“Bingo. I do not need to rush into something toxic.” I’d rather be alone than settle for less than I deserve.

Forrest clears his throat. “We could set you up.”

“I’d rather not date a sapling, but maybe in time when I’m root-bound and frail I’ll look into an old oak?” I deadpan.

Ash chokes and coughs on his mouthful as his shoulders heave from laughing, and Bruce smirks at me before smacking Ash’s back. They both have jawlines that could cut glass, and cheekbones made for sculptures. 

“No, I meant Nathan,” Forrest explains. He places his fork down and runs his hand over his stubble as he stares at me, as if waiting for my response.

“He seems like a fuddy-duddy.” I scoop mashed potatoes into my mouth.

Tasha takes a drink and stares at me. “He’ll be here for Thanksgiving. Maybe you could see if you click?”

“Is this my invite?” I don’t want to sound too eager, but damn these boys can cook.

“Duh, bitch. If you’re not going with family, you know you’re welcome here.” She goes back to eating, and I do the same as the guys chatter about work and what they’ve done around the house.

After pie, I lean back in my seat. “What do you want me to bring?”

“Yourself,” Bruce says. “We have everything covered.” 

Ash picks up our plates, and he and Forrest work together on the dishes. Tasha is spoiled as fuck, and I love that for her. I’m not even jealous of their muscular bodies and piercing eyes.

“I need to find a dude who will do all this for me.” I lift my chin in the guy’s direction.

“I thought you were fine being alone?”

Nodding, I toy with my napkin. “Maybe I just meant a maid.”

Tasha plays with her curly red hair. Soon she’ll dye the other side green for Christmas; it’s what she does.

“See you next weekend?” she asks as we walk down the hall to retrieve my coat. “Nathan is nice, but I can’t promise anything.”

“I won’t hold my breath.” Smirking, I give her a hug and wave to the guys before heading out into the crisp night air.
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 I twist my blonde hair into a braid and pull my hoodie over my head before slipping into some black knee-high boots and heading to the car. 

Tasha told me not to bring anything to Thanksgiving, but that seems wrong, and I am trying to get into the spirit.

Driving to the Christmas-tree lot, I park and head into the new barn-type store they added on. Forrest and Bruce have been working here a lot, and everything looks great. 

I’m glad that they have built a life around Tasha instead of putting her second. She deserves the world, and now she has three men at her beck and call.

Walking into the building, I smell cinnamon, apple, and freshly chopped wood. There are displays of candles, crafts, and other decor. Browsing through the aisles, I study a holiday-themed vase, but it’s not right.

“Hello, can I help you?” A voice from behind me almost makes me drop the fucking thing.

“Jesus Christ,” I whisper-shout as I set the breakable item back on the shelf, “ya took about ten years off my life there.”

“Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you. I’m Nathan. Can I help you find anything?”

The famous Nathan, who helped the guys break their curse, in the flesh. He is wearing a blue suit with a pumpkin tie.

“Just browsing. Never been here before.”

“Everything marked with a green tag is on sale. Thanksgiving is this weekend, and we want to make room for everything to explode into Christmas cheer.” He talks with enthusiasm, and I squint but look away before he sees.

Most people love Christmas, but it’s not for me. How Tasha and I have been best friends for so long is beyond me. She lives and breathes holiday cheer, but for me it is basically a cold stretch of depression from Halloween until Easter.

“Thanks so much. I’ll take a look around,” I tell him and walk out of the aisle.

Glancing around at all the Thanksgiving-type stuff, I reach a large table filled with gourds and different pillows with pumpkins on them. 

It looks like Mother Nature vomited fall in here. Who decorates their entire house for a passing holiday?

Something pulls me to the table next to it, and I stare at a large cornucopia. It has a thick horn and is constructed entirely of wicker. 

I graze my hand over the rough texture and think about the vegetables I can fill it with for the centrepiece at Tasha’s. The green tag tells me it’s ten bucks off, and I can’t walk away without it.

As I bring it to the till, Nathan nods at me and smirks, and I tap my card before heading out to the car and putting it in my trunk. 

On my way home, I figure I will grab the vegetables before heading to dinner tomorrow.

A wave of exhaustion comes over me—the week must be catching up. A frozen dinner and some wine have my name written all over them, and after having walked into my apartment and gotten my pajamas on, I realize I left the damn horn in the car. 

Fuck it. 
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