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Evan Mok is getting married, much to his family’s surprise




Early in the pandemic, my longtime friend Jane Yin and I made a pact: if we were both single on her thirty-third birthday, we’d get engaged and plan a simple wedding. We were lonely, envious of people who weren’t isolated in apartments by themselves. 

More than three years have passed, and I’m ready. Even if I’m outgoing and optimistic on the outside, I’ve given up on romantic love, and it’ll be nice to build a life with my friend. With both of our savings, we can actually afford a house. Jane also longs to be part of a family, and I can give her that. It sounds convenient and comfortable, but we won’t have a physical relationship.

It turns out that married life is just what I want it to be. We buy a place in the suburbs and eat dinner together every day. Neither of us is attracted to the other, except…

Oh hell. I’m definitely starting to wish I could share a bed with Jane, and my feelings are much more complicated than I expected. Unfortunately, I doubt my serious, perfect wife feels the same way, and I don’t want to screw up this marriage of convenience by revealing the truth. 

But it’s getting harder and harder to hide my desire.



Content notes: COVID-19, depression, loss of parent (to cancer) in childhood








  
  

Prologue


Evan





A few years earlier…

“How are you doing?” Jane Yin asks. The video cuts out for a moment, but then her face is back on my computer screen. She’s wearing a gray T-shirt, her damp hair loose. 

I rub my eyes as I debate how to answer. She’s genuinely asking, not just saying it as a greeting. 

“I’m better,” I reply at last, and it’s not a lie. It also doesn’t say a hell of a lot because the past few weeks have been not good, to put it mildly. We’re in the middle of a pandemic. Outside of the essentials, the province has mostly shut down. 

And I’m pretty sure I had COVID-19. 

I got sick at the beginning of March, before a state of emergency was declared in Ontario, and at first, I assumed it was a cold. Most of the COVID-19 cases I’d heard of? They involved people who’d recently traveled, and I hadn’t been gone anywhere. Besides, I wasn’t all that sick. Yet I stayed home out of an abundance of caution, and I’m glad I did. Although I didn’t have any acute symptoms, I still don’t feel quite right, and it’s been a month. 

“I’m tired,” I say. “It’s a different sort of tiredness—hard to explain—but I’m slowly improving. Thank you for the groceries and toilet paper.”

“It was the last package. I nearly had to fight someone for it.”

The package was open by the time it arrived at my door. Jane had taken half of the rolls for herself before giving the rest to me. 

“Next week, I’ll do the shopping myself,” I say. “I can’t imagine I’m contagious anymore, right?” Though it feels like the information on the disease keeps changing. It’s just so new. “I’ll fashion myself a mask out of…something.”

Jane holds up her mask, made from an old shirt and hair elastics. 

“Very cool,” I tell her.

There’s a rather awkward silence. 

Normally, I’d fill it, but I’m just not on. Aside from going out on my balcony, I haven’t left my apartment in four weeks. I miss seeing people, and I’m not used to socializing only on Zoom. That, combined with being sick—and the fact that my girlfriend broke up with me in February—is putting a damper on my mood.

“I’m envious of people who don’t live alone,” I say. “Some men are complaining about how they have to spend all day with their wife and kids, but that sounds better than being by myself.” I punctuate this with a smile so it doesn’t sound like I’m whining…too much.

I don’t want to bring people down; I’m very conscious of my mood around others, especially now that my depression is getting worse. 

“Although, if I lived with someone, I probably would have gotten them sick,” I add. “Better this way, I guess, but it would be nice to have the company now.”

Jane takes a healthy sip from her glass.

“What are you drinking?” I ask.

“Vodka and grapefruit seltzer.” She shrugs. “It’s what I had. I thought drinking while on Zoom was better than drinking alone, although if you—”

“No, no,” I rush to say. “You’re welcome to drink while talking to me.”

I’m reminded of an article I saw the other day about a distillery that has switched to making hand sanitizer. The world has turned upside down.

She has another sip. “I wish I didn’t live alone, either.”

“Yeah?” I’ve known Jane since our first year of university, which was more than a decade ago, and she’s always liked her space. 

“Well, if I had someone else in this five-hundred-square-foot apartment? God, no.” She wrinkles her nose. “But it would be nice to share a house in the suburbs. To eat dinner and watch movies with someone in the evening.”

“And bake bread? I hear that stores are running out of flour.”

“They are,” Jane confirms. “There was only whole wheat at the grocery store today.” She pauses. “I don’t want to make bread or pies or whatever people are doing, though I’d be happy to do the eating if someone else was baking. Now that you’re feeling better and shouldn’t be contagious, you could live with your parents for a bit?”

“True. Might do that.”

It’s not an option for Jane, though—and not just because her dad lives on the other side of the country.

She drums her fingers on the desk. “It’s a pity we’re not married and living in a house in the suburbs together. With both of our salaries, we might even be able to buy something.”

“Two people don’t need to get married to live together.”

“But if I’m going to buy property with another person, I’d want some kind of commitment, and since I don’t see any romance in my future…”

“No?” I say. We haven’t talked about Jane’s love life in a long time.

“Dating is such a minefield, and how am I going to meet anyone on an app? How can I swipe left or right when I have no idea who I might eventually find attractive, once I know them better? Plus, there’s the pandemic.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of rough.”

“Maybe it’s the vodka talking, but I wish I could have an arranged marriage. Even though I literally haven’t had a relationship in five years, I think I’d like to get married, and that sounds so much simpler.”

“I guess your dad wouldn’t—”

“Ha!”

“You could arrange it yourself,” I suggest.

“Who would go for that? Would you?”

It’s certainly not what I imagined for myself. But relationships haven’t worked out well for me, have they? I’m tired of getting my heart broken.

I can’t give up hope, though. Not yet.

An acquaintance once said it should be easier for me to find someone because I’m not limited by gender, but it’s not that simple.

“In three years,” I say, “if neither of us has found anyone, we can have a small wedding and buy that house in the suburbs.” I’m not sure how serious I’m being. Everything is kind of weird these days. 

“What about kids?” she asks. “I’d like one or two.”

I nod. “Sounds good.”

“But I, uh, won’t want to have sex, except for procreation purposes. Or we could have kids another way. You could sleep with other people, as long as it’s fairly discreet. I don’t want friends coming up to me and telling me that my husband is having an affair.”

It’s strange—in a nice way—how matter-of-fact this is. In my last relationship, we still hadn’t had a discussion about children by the six-month mark, and the idea of bringing it up made me anxious. But ultimately, that had nothing to do with why the relationship ended.

While not having sex in a marriage might not be my ideal situation, this does sound appealing. I mean, I know we get along—and for long periods of time, too. There are some friends I enjoy in small doses but nothing more. Jane, however, has traveled to Europe with me, and we weren’t about to murder each other at the end. 

“That’s fine,” I say.

“I thought you were too much of a romantic to go for this.” She taps her finger against her chin. “Let’s make it more than three years. How about if we’re both still single by my thirty-third birthday, we’ll get engaged?”

About three and a half years, then. Her birthday is in early December.

I hold out my hand, my pointer finger touching the screen, and she holds out hers. We pretend to shake on it.

“Do you think handshakes will ever come back,” she says, “after this is all over?”

“I don’t know, but surely the pandemic won’t last beyond the end of the year, right?”








  
  

Chapter 1


Jane





It’s here. The day I thought might never come.  

My thirty-third birthday.

It’s not like I expected to die young, but there’s some small part of me that couldn’t fathom living to be thirty-three when my mom didn’t make it to this age. How can I be older than she ever was?

It seems impossible, yet it’s now reality.

As I get ready for the workday, my thoughts drift to the spring of 2020. When we were more or less locked down, Evan Mok and I made a marriage pact. I was a little drunk, and somehow, it just made sense. We even shook on it, as best we could.

I didn’t expect anything to come of it. I figured Evan—who’s objectively more lovable than I am—would be in another long-term relationship by this point. When he started dating Graham a year ago, I assumed this was it. 

I was more disappointed than I ought to have been. 

I knew I should be glad that my friend was happily in love. It’s not like I’m in love with Evan; I’ve known him for fifteen years, and in all that time, I’ve never had a crush on him. But marrying a friend really does seem like a solid plan. Dating is far too painful, yet for some reason, I’ve always secretly thought I’d get married. And it’s not because I have some old-fashioned notion that this is what you do if you’re a woman. 

No, I just like the idea of long-term companionship and commitment, and nothing made it clearer to me than the well of loneliness that consumed me early in the pandemic.

I’m tired of being alone.

So, after Evan and his boyfriend broke up, I start thinking more about that Zoom call. In October, when we were enjoying lunch outside on an unseasonably warm day, I reminded him of our pact. I said I wouldn’t hold him to it if he wasn’t interested, but…

He was.

For the first time in ages, I felt a flutter in my chest. The kind of flutter that people normally associate with romance, but that wasn’t the reason; it was just the thrill of taking my life into my own hands. Making things happen, rather than waiting for them to happen to me.

Yes, I’m getting engaged tonight.


      [image: image-placeholder]Evan sets the bakery box on my kitchen table and lifts the lid with a flourish.

“You didn’t!” I say, laughing.

“I most certainly did.”

Inside the box is a small cake with “Will you marry me?” written in chocolate.

“Yes,” I say, “I most certainly will.”

There’s no ring—I told him that I didn’t want an engagement ring—and no kiss. Kissing on the lips is against our rules. I said I’d appreciate casual touches, like the sort we already do, and perhaps cuddling during movies, but nothing more. 

Evan leans forward and envelops me in a hug, one that lasts a little longer than our usual hugs. Then he pulls back. “I guess we should eat dinner before we dig into the cake.”

I nod and help him set out the containers of food from my favorite Thai restaurant. I’m about to start serving myself when my phone buzzes. I pick it up, feeling a foolish burst of hope.

An unknown number.

I put the phone aside, annoyed with myself for even looking.

As we start eating, Evan turns to practical matters. “When should we tell our families?” 

“I was planning to tell them when I’m in Calgary.” It can be such a hassle to fly at Christmas, so I don’t always go, but I’m going this year for four nights.

“Okay. I’ll do it then, too.”

The last time I was in a relationship, our interactions were rather combative, especially near the end. It was exhausting. 

But I can’t see that ever happening with Evan.

Marriage might not always be smooth sailing, but I think this will give me what I want. 


      [image: image-placeholder]As soon as dessert is over, Peyton and Kaden pull out their phones. 

That’s fine. They don’t need to be paying close attention when I make my announcement. It’s not important news to them. 

Evan is telling his family tomorrow, but I’m doing it on Christmas Eve, my first full day with my family in Calgary. Outside, it’s dark and miserable, but in here, it’s warm…though I can’t say it’s particularly cozy.

“I have something to tell you.” I look around the table at my father, my stepmother, and my teenage half-siblings.

My stepmother gestures for me to continue. 

I’ve always called her Suzanne. Nobody has ever tried to make me call her anything else, which I appreciated. Nobody has ever expected us to be close. But maybe if we’d been closer, my dad wouldn’t have forgotten about me. He would have seen me as part of his new family, rather than an inconvenient reminder.

I don’t know. Our relationship had started disintegrating before then.

I take a deep breath. “I’m engaged.”

“Congratulations,” Suzanne says, and my father echoes her a moment later. 

Kaden looks up from his phone. “You’re not wearing a ring.”

Peyton rolls her eyes. “You don’t need a ring. When men get engaged, they aren’t expected to walk around with a symbol that they’re taken, but women are?”

This morphs into an argument about something else, but then Suzanne says, “Not now,” accompanied by a meaningful look, and Kaden returns to his phone.

“Congrats,” Peyton says to me. “When are you getting married?”

“This summer,” I reply.

Peyton is in her last year of high school. When she was born—before the move to Calgary—I was a year younger than she is now, and I wasn’t particularly interested in having a baby sister. As with Suzanne, we get along well enough, but I don’t feel like we’re family. I’m the outsider here, the one who doesn’t belong. 

“Who’s the man?” my father asks.

“His name’s Evan,” I say. “I’ve known him since university, but we only started dating this past summer.”

My father nods, his face impassive.

There are no comments about how I never told them I was seeing someone, how could I be in a relationship without them knowing? I’m not disappointed; it’s what I expected, even if it’s accompanied with a blank feeling that matches my father’s expression. After all, I’ve only talked to my father twice in the past six months. He didn’t even call or text on my birthday, which wasn’t a surprise—he never does. Yet a part of me had still hoped, especially since it was a rather significant birthday for me. 

Evan and I discussed what to tell people, and we agreed to pretend we’ve been dating for a little while—not too long, though, because he and Graham broke up in June. Easier to pretend we’ve been in a relationship than to explain the situation to everyone. Where we live, young people don’t usually get married because they’ve given up on finding romantic love and don’t want to be lonely. 

And I wouldn’t get married just so I didn’t have to be alone. Better to be single than to tie yourself to the wrong person, but Evan and I are good friends, and I’ve thought about this rationally.

After we get up from the table, my father beckons me to his office, which is on the first floor. My family has lived in this house since they moved out west when I was eighteen. I know it well, but it will never feel like home to me, unlike the house we shared with my mother.

My father sits down at his desk and writes me a check.

A large postdated check.

I don’t have a checkbook, but my dad is old-fashioned in some ways. Peyton likes to tease him about it.

“For your wedding—or a down payment,” he says. “It’s dated for January because I need to make sure I have the money in the right account.”

I nod. “Thank you, Dad. This is very generous.”

And not unexpected, to be honest. My dad and I might not be close—not like we once were—but he paid for most of my schooling and gives me money every Christmas. It’s the only way he shows that he cares about me now. I feel like an obligation. 

I put the check in my wallet, then help Suzanne in the kitchen. When we’re finished, I tell her that I’m going for a walk, and she seems a little puzzled as to why I’d willingly go out in this weather, but she doesn’t ask. 

I head down the driveway, and the sting of the cold wind on my cheeks is a nice change. Inside that house, I just go through the motions. I’m not really myself.

I wonder when I’ll come back here for Christmas again. Maybe never. Evan will want to spend the holidays with his family, and to be honest, I’m looking forward to it. Some people dread dealing with in-laws, and I harbor no illusions that we’ll be super close. But I look forward to having family of some kind in the Toronto area, a mother-in-law and father-in-law who will occasionally invite us for dinner.

I met his whole family once, many years ago. It was my second year of university, and my family had just moved to Calgary. I wasn’t going to fly out for Thanksgiving; I planned to stay at school. But then Evan asked if I’d want to come to Toronto with him. 

So this is what it’s like, I thought as we stepped inside and Evan hugged his father. I was an outsider in that situation, too, but I didn’t mind. I enjoyed seeing him with his loved ones, and I didn’t feel the need to shut down emotionally so I didn’t get hurt.  

I assume that tomorrow, when he tells his family about our engagement, it’ll be very different from when I told mine.








  
  

Chapter 2


Evan





“I’m getting married.”  

A little nervous about this announcement, I look around at my family. They all ignore their plates of pie and cookies at my news. My parents and my three brothers are here, and Max and Leo have also brought their significant others.

“Yeah, that’s a funny one,” Jon, my youngest brother, says with a laugh.

Leo shoves his shoulder.

And then there are several seconds of silence. 

“Who are you marrying?” Mom asks at last.

I hesitate. “Remember Jane, my friend from university?” I continue on, telling my family that we’ve been dating for several months, and while I’d typically tell everyone by the three-month mark, I’d been burned so many times in the past that I kept it a secret longer than usual. But somehow, everything with Jane just clicked. 

I’ve been in love before. I know how to act the part.

Some members of my family seem suspicious, however. Or they’re still stunned by my unexpected news. But then my dad stands up and gives me a hug, and this is followed by congratulations and questions about the wedding.

“When will you get married?” Dad asks.

“This summer,” I say. “July, maybe?”

Mom clucks her tongue. “Everything will already be booked up.”

Yvonne, Leo’s girlfriend, nods. After all, she’s experienced in the wedding-planning business: she got to the altar with my cousin back in August…and then she bolted.

Yes, my brother is now dating our cousin’s ex.

“We’re just having a small outdoor wedding,” I say. Jane and I agreed that we’d rather spend money on a house than a wedding. She’d be content to go to City Hall with two witnesses, but I want a little more than that, and I offered to do most of the planning. “Maybe on a Sunday afternoon, since most people are in Toronto.” Though a few will be coming from out of town.

“How did you propose?” Dad asks. “Or did she propose?”

I pull out my phone and show them pictures of the cake, which gets a few chuckles. Then I go back to my neglected pecan pie and gingerbread, although none of it tastes as good as it should. I still feel rather anxious.

At the end of the evening, once all the presents have been opened, Max and Kim leave, followed by Leo and Yvonne. When I head out to my car, my mom comes with me. She reaches for my arm after I’ve put the food and gifts in my trunk.

“Is Jane pregnant?” she asks.

“What?” I yelp. Foolishly, I wasn’t prepared for this situation. But an unexpected engagement to a woman…

“I didn’t think so, since you aren’t getting married until the summer, but I thought I’d check.”

“Uh, no,” I say, a little calmer now. “Nobody is pregnant. I know it’s fast, but we’re ready to settle down.”

Mom nods. It’s hard to tell if she’s buying it. “You’ll bring her over soon, yes? It must be sad to spend Christmas apart.”

“I will.” 

As I drive home, I wonder what would have happened if I’d told them the truth. I think they would have worried about me, but I suspect some of them are already worrying.

Some parents would just be happy to know their thirty-three-year-old son was getting married, no matter the specifics, but my parents aren’t like that. If I’d told them that I’d given up on love, Dad would say I’m too young for such thoughts. 

Maybe someone would tell me that the pessimism is just my depression talking. Leo and Max were single for a long time, after all, and look at them now. They both managed to find someone, didn’t they?

Actually, my depression isn’t terrible these days, unlike a year ago. I finally found a medication that works for me, and sure, I don’t like the side effects, but I no longer feel so damn heavy all the time. It’s definitely an improvement.

Though sometimes, there’s still the self-loathing.

I feel like I shouldn’t have given up, but at the same time, I’m looking forward to our marriage. It’s not what I thought I’d have at this point in my life, but it’ll be good…won’t it?

And in a way, our marriage pact helped me not give up when I was at my lowest. It was something to hold on to when the future seemed hopeless. 


      [image: image-placeholder]When I get home, I check my phone and see a text from Jane, asking how it went with my family. Rather than texting back, I sit down on my couch and call her.

“Merry Christmas,” I say when her face appears on the small screen. I might not be in love with her, but the sight of her does make me smile; it’s not forced.

“So, what did they think?” she asks.

“They were a little surprised, as expected. Jon thought I was joking at first. Maybe I should have worked harder at easing them into it. Told them we were dating a month ago, or something like that. My mom asked if you’re pregnant.”

“What?”

“Yeah, that was my response.”

“I haven’t even had sex in almost nine years,” she mutters. She’s not complaining about a dry spell; it’s just a statement of fact. “My family wasn’t suspicious or surprised, and nobody asked about pregnancy.” She pauses. “I’m a little envious. Your family knows you well enough to actually be surprised. My dad’s just like, congrats, here’s a check.”

“Jane…”

She scrubs a hand over her face. “Actually, you should know…”

My heart thumps loudly in my chest. “Yes?”

“Part of the reason I want to marry you is because of your family.”

That hadn’t occurred to me, but as soon as she says it, it makes sense. And it doesn’t bother me—after all, I’m not in love with her, plus I know my family isn’t the only reason we’re doing this.

“Don’t worry,” she rushes. “It’s not like I’ll expect much of them. But it was nice when I came to your Thanksgiving, and I think it’ll be nice to have somewhere to go for holidays.”

I feel a smidge of guilt. I should have invited her along more often in the past. Though on many holidays, I had a partner of my own, and it would have seemed weird to show up with both a friend and a partner.

“If we do have kids,” she says, “I’ll appreciate them having relatives nearby.”

We’ve agreed not to seriously start planning for children until we’ve been married for a year. We want to be sure the marriage is going the way we hope it will.

And we still have a lot to figure out.


      [image: image-placeholder]Jane and I are both off work between Christmas and New Year’s, and we take advantage of the break to discuss our wedding and marriage plans. She comes over to my place on the afternoon of the twenty-ninth. After eating takeout sushi, we sit down on the couch with her laptop, and she pulls up the document that we started last month. 

Now that I’ve told my family, this engagement feels real in a way it didn’t before, especially when we’re discussing stuff like wedding venues…and getting preapproved for a mortgage…and where, exactly, we want to live. Frank discussions about finances certainly make things feel very, very real. 

Jane freezes in the middle of typing.

“What is it?” I ask. 

“I just thought of something. Two things, actually. First of all, I don’t usually wear a bra when I’m home, and I have to know you’ll be okay with that.”

I’m thrown by the change in conversation, but it’s not a big deal to me.

“Of course,” I say.

“And second of all…I guess we’ll have to kiss. When we get married, if nothing else.”

“Is that a legal requirement? I assume not.”

Rather than replying, Jane starts googling, and a few minutes of research convince us that kissing your spouse is not actually required.

“We can tell the officiant not to say that line,” I say. “No big deal.” Except it might make my family suspicious that something is up.

If they don’t believe I’m in love, will they think Jane is using me in some way?

“We should kiss.” She nods decisively. “I mean, unless it makes you uncomfortable—” 

“No, no,” I assure her, “but we should practice beforehand. To make sure it goes okay.”

“Good thinking.” She sets aside her laptop, cracks her knuckles, and shifts toward me.

I chuckle. “I didn’t mean now. I meant the day before or something.”

“We might as well start now, just in case. It’s been years since I kissed someone, and I could be horribly out of practice. Besides, there could be another occasion when we need to kiss to convince people of our relationship.”

I raise an eyebrow.

“What?” she says. “It happens all the time in dramas.”

“I wasn’t aware you watched such things.”

She shrugs before shifting even closer so that our thighs are touching. She turns her head toward me and rests her forehead against mine. “This is weird. But yes, I’m sure I want to try.”

I tilt my head. As my mouth drops to hers, I have the sudden thought that maybe, this kiss will change everything. Maybe it will show me that I want her as something other than a good friend. Maybe it will make me see her in a whole different light—and vice versa.

Again, the sort of thing that happens in dramas.

But not in real life. Because when her lips meet mine, there’s no magic. No zing. It’s not unpleasant, but it doesn’t make my body flare with passion. I feel strangely distant from it all.

And disappointed, even though I knew this would be a marriage of convenience. 

“That wasn’t so bad,” she says.

“Yeah.” I swallow. “Not so bad.”

I excuse myself to use the washroom, and when I return to the couch, Jane is typing. I rest my arm on her shoulders, and she doesn’t flinch at this casual contact. It’s comfortable, yet I feel an ache, a longing for something more. Not with her, in particular, but with someone. 

Except I’ve started more than half a dozen relationships, with a variety of people, thinking that this will be the one. This is it; this is what I’ve been waiting for. 

I know what it’s like to be immensely fond of someone’s smile or forearms. I know what it’s like to sink into a person’s body and never want to leave, to be set aflutter by a fingertip touching my cheek. 

But my relationships never last, for one reason or another. And after so many times of doing the same thing over and over, wouldn’t it be silly to keep looking and expect a different outcome next time?

No, this is sensible. It’s for the best.

There’s just a little part of me that can’t help wondering what if. 








  
  

Chapter 3


Jane





In the next few weeks, Evan and I find a wedding venue and pay a deposit. We’ll get married at an event space north of the city, where we can have the entire thing outside. The ceremony will be followed by a light lunch under a big white tent. Nothing too fancy. I confirm the date with my father before we make the payment; he says it’s fine. He doesn’t ask many questions. 

We also tell our friends from university about our upcoming nuptials, during a small gathering at Lana and Camila’s apartment. I don’t see these people very often, but I enjoy myself when I do, this small group of queer friends that I met in frosh week. At the time, I considered myself an ally, but later, I started thinking…maybe it’s more than that.

They’re surprised by the news of our relationship and impending marriage. Except for Lana, who says she always knew there was something between us.

Evan and I have a laugh about that afterward.

I feel like a proper adult, now that I’m planning a wedding and preparing to look for a house. It’s silly, of course—I’ve been an adult for a long time, and nobody needs to get married and own property to be an adult. But still.

One Saturday in late January, Evan picks me up at Finch Station—I don’t have a car—and drives me to his parents’ house. In my lap, I clutch a tin of cookies that Evan said would be an appropriate gift. 

“Are you nervous?” he asks.

I nod, and when we’re at a stoplight, he reaches over and touches my knee.

We’ve been touching each other more lately—in a nonsexual way—and it’s nice. I used to be rather touch starved. Not that I would have admitted it out loud, but I was.

“Have you ever met a partner’s family before?” he asks.

“Yes, though the first time, it didn’t go well. His parents asked me some weird questions because I’m Asian.”

“Right. I remember that now.”

“The other time…they were lovely.” 

That’s why I stayed in the relationship a little longer than I should have. The pain of losing a family that accepted me so easily? It was worse than the pain of losing someone whose vision for the future was clearly incompatible with mine.

“I hope you think mine are lovely, too,” he says, and that’s when I realize he’s nervous about what I think of them. “I’m sure they’ll like you, though. They liked you when they met you for Thanksgiving—”

“It’s different when I’m a friend versus a fiancée.”

“True. But remember, I’ve brought a bunch of people home to meet my family before. I know how they react to these things.”

“I bet I’ll like them,” I assure him. 

Because from what I know of them, I already do. 

When I met Evan, back when we were teenagers, he was the first Asian person I knew who was out. I’d assumed that was just at school, but it soon became clear that his parents also knew, and they were fine with it. And the Thanksgiving that I attended, all those years ago, was pleasant.

Though Evan has tried to reassure me, I’m glad he didn’t simply tell me not to be nervous. I’d find that decidedly unhelpful. 

“The only thing that concerns me,” he says, “is that they’re still unsure what to make of the quick engagement. So just, um, try to act like we’re in love.”

“Right.”

Evan parks on the street, and we walk up to the house. After ringing the doorbell, he reaches for my gloved hand and squeezes it; my other hand grips the cookie tin.

Evan’s father answers, his hair much whiter now. He greets his son with a hug, then hesitates. “Jane, yes? You look just as I remembered. Welcome. You should call me Howie.”

“It’s nice to meet you again,” I say, handing him the cookies. 

Evan’s mother appears and says, “Ah, you shouldn’t have,” but she seems pleased. 

After we take off our outdoor clothes, my fiancé ushers me to the living room, where one of his brothers and a woman are seated on the couch. On the coffee table, there’s a platter of cut-up fruit.
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