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For Dad










  
  
Josh Yu has a plan, but he needs help




If there’s one thing that might get my dad, a retired math teacher, to visit Toronto and have a real conversation with me for the first time in seventeen years, it’s a big nerdy Pi Day party. And hopefully this party—and seeing the tech company I built from nothing—will finally be enough to impress him and make him forgive me for everything I did when I was a teenager. 

But it’s got to be a really great party.

That’s where Sarah Winters comes in. She owns Happy as Pie, a sweet and savory pie shop, and wants to get into catering.  She makes an amazing lamb-rosemary pie, cherry pie, lemon-lime tart…you get the idea. She’ll provide the food and help me plan the party, nothing more. No matter how much time we spend together, I’m not going to fall in love with her.

At least, that’s what I tell myself.








  
  
Baldwin Village




Baldwin Village is a real place in downtown Toronto, east of Chinatown and Kensington Market. It’s a small section of Baldwin Street where the houses have been converted to a diverse set of restaurants, shops, and cafés, many with nice patios out front.  

This series revolves around a fictionalized version of Baldwin Village—all of the businesses are of my own creation. It’s meant to feel like a multicultural village within a big city. 



Reading order:


	The Ultimate Pi Day Party


	Ice Cream Lover


	Man vs. Durian







There is also a standalone prequel novella, One Bed for Christmas, which you’ll receive for free if you sign up for my newsletter!










  
  

Chapter 1


Josh





“Will you marry me?”  

Amrita is down on one knee in front of me, holding a ring box and a single rose. She’s wearing a spiffy black suit with a white shirt and red bow tie.

“My first proposal.” I lean back against my desk. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you’ll marry me. Or are you going to make me beg?”

“Hmm. I kind of want to see you beg.”

She smacks my leg. “Come on.”

“Yes, I’ll marry you.”

She stands up and gives me a quick hug before stepping back. “Now tell me what you think. The suit, the rose—is it okay?”

There’s a touch of uncertainty in her voice, which isn’t like Amrita. My best friend usually exudes confidence.

“It’s more than okay,” I say. “Except your bow tie’s a little crooked.” I move to straighten it, but she slaps my hand away.

“It’s supposed to be crooked. It’s jaunty.”

“Right. A jaunty bow tie.”

“You’re making fun of me.”

“I’m not. It’s nice.” I gesture at her suit. “I can’t believe you’re getting engaged.”

“She still has to say yes.”

“Holly will say yes. You know that.”

Amrita grins at me.

Two years ago, I never would have imagined her standing in my office with a rose and a ring, preparing to propose to someone. If I’d mentioned the idea to her, she would have wrinkled her nose and laughed in my face. But she’s been with Holly for a while now, and here we are.

Her phone rings. 

“Just a sec, this won’t be long,” she says, then answers the call and begins speaking rapidly in Punjabi. I take a seat behind my desk and wait for her to finish. 

I’ve known Amrita since university, and we started Hazelnut Tech together several years ago. I’m the CEO, and she’s the CTO. We have an office just east of Yonge Street in downtown Toronto, as well as offices in Montreal and Vancouver.

Amrita ends the call. “My mom wanted to know whether I’d proposed yet.”

My eyes widen. “I can’t believe you told her you were going to propose.”

“I can’t believe it, either. It just slipped out when I saw her last weekend.” Once upon a time, Amrita’s parents were not supportive of the fact that she likes women, but they’ve come around. “She also says that she’s found a nice woman for you, Josh.”

I cough. “What?”

“You heard me. My mother wants to set you up with someone.”

“I hope you said no.”

She shrugs. 

“Amrita!”

“Okay, fine. I said no, but the thought of her bringing this woman to the office? It was tempting.”

I glare at her. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Maybe I would, but tonight is not the night for me to think about your poor excuse for a love life.” She tugs the lapels of her suit jacket, then uses her phone as a mirror to fix her short hair.

I ignore her comment about my love life. I don’t have one…because I don’t want one. Besides, I’m too busy with work for a relationship. I do, however, have a sex life, although I’ve had a bit of a dry spell lately.

I push that thought aside. “February thirteenth is an odd day to propose.”

“Exactly! That’s the point. It’ll be a surprise. Valentine’s Day is too obvious, but the day before Valentine’s? She won’t be expecting it.”

“Right.”

“Come on, Josh. Sound happy for me.”

“I am happy. I just…” I don’t know. I’ve been in a bit of a funk lately, and it’s Valentine’s Day tomorrow, and I’ve had to see red roses and hearts everywhere.

“It’s okay,” she says. “I’ll see you on Friday?”

“Friday?” It’s only Wednesday. “Why not tomorrow?”

She gives me a look. “I told you about my plan to take Valentine’s Day off, remember? Unless Holly says no, and then—”

“She’ll say yes, don’t worry. And you look good. Really, you do.”

Amrita gives me a smile, then leaves my office.

I walk to the window and look out at the street below. It’s snowing today. Not much, but even a little snow can mess up traffic. There’s a bunch of honking, and some idiot is driving too quickly down the crowded, snowy streets.

I head back to my desk. Time to answer some emails, but my head isn’t in the game.

Instead, I pick up the picture of my family that’s gathering dust on the shelf beside my desk. Dad, Mom, me, and my sisters, Nancy and Wendy, at Nancy’s wedding several years ago. Dad isn’t smiling. He rarely smiles in photos, especially not when he’s forced to stand beside his only son. Amrita’s office is decorated with pictures of Holly, but me, on the other hand…I only have this one dusty photo of my family.

I turn it over and sigh.


      [image: image-placeholder]When I leave the office, it’s dark. I don’t feel like heading home and cooking, so I wander north from Hazelnut Tech, planning to grab something to eat before I get on the subway.

I pass Chinese restaurants, ramen restaurants, a falafel place. A British pub next to an Indian restaurant, which is next to a Korean barbecue restaurant. 

Nothing appeals, however.

I consider going to a Hong Kong-style café I like, but I’m not in the mood. 

I’m not in the mood for anything.

Why do I feel like this? Am I annoyed that my best friend is getting engaged? It’s not like I’m jealous—I don’t want what she has for myself. But I also don’t think she’s making a mistake. She and Holly will be very happy together. 

I find myself in Baldwin Village, a small section of Baldwin Street east of Chinatown where the houses have been converted to businesses. Mostly restaurants, their patios gathering snow in the dead of February. Pupusa Hut, Paulie’s Laksa, Hogtown Poke, Elk Bistro…

And then I see a place that makes me smile.

Happy as Pie. 

The name of the shop sounds vaguely familiar, though I can’t place it. 

But pie sounds like the perfect dinner. A slice of lemon meringue, a slice of apple pie, and a cup of coffee—that should hit the spot.

I step inside, glad to be out of the bitter cold, and peruse the offerings. I’d expected it to just serve sweet pies, but there are savory ones, too. It appears I’ll be able to have a proper meal after all, rather than just a big dessert.

There are four meat pies: tourtière, braised lamb and rosemary, beef and mushroom, and chicken and leek. No one’s behind the counter, though, and I’m the only customer.

“Hello?” I call. There’s a door—presumably to the kitchen—that’s open just a crack.

It opens farther, and a white woman with a big smile and light brown hair steps out. She’s about my age, and she’s wearing an apron over her nicely-shaped—

Never mind. I’m here for pie, not to ogle some woman’s figure.

“What can I get you?” she asks. She has a lovely voice. Soft, but not too quiet, and musical, somehow.

“I’ll have a beef and mushroom pie,” I say.

“Sure thing.” 

“And a coffee.”

“Alright.”

“A slice of pear ginger crumble pie.”

“Yep.”

“And a butter tart. All for here.”

She raises her eyebrows. “Will that be everything? Are you sure you don’t also want a slice of cherry pie and a slice of chocolate tart?”

I smile, enjoying her teasing. “No, that’s all.”

I pay for the large meal, and she says she’ll bring it over to me. I go to sit by the window and watch the snow fall on the empty patio.

My phone buzzes.  


AMRITA: She said yes!

ME: Congrats! 


The woman sets a warm beef and mushroom pie in front of me, followed by a second plate with my desserts.

“Enjoy,” she says.

“I’m sure I will, thank you.” And then it comes to me. I remember where I’ve heard of this pie shop. “Last month, the premier got hit in the face with a pie at Queen’s Park.”

She sighs. “Yes, that was one of our pies.”

“A cherry pie, if I remember correctly?”

“No, it was a special order for a banana cream pie with lots of whipped cream.”

“Much less colorful.”

That gets a smile out of her, and her smile is a thing of beauty.

“I had no idea what they were going to use it for,” she says. “If it wasn’t going to be eaten, why didn’t they just buy a pie from the grocery store and add whipped topping from a can?”

I chuckle. “You tired of hearing about it?”

“I always hoped that when we got some press, it would be for how great the pies taste, not for how they look when smashed on a politician’s face.”

“Yeah, I can imagine.”

“Though his political rivals did place an order for six banana cream pies, extra whipped cream, so it’s not like I didn’t get any business out of it. I shouldn’t complain.”

“I’m sure you’ll get the business you want soon enough.”

“Thank you.”

She smiles at me before walking away, and I try the pie. The beef and mushroom is delicious. The crust is flaky, and the filling is rich and steaming. Perfect for a chilly winter’s day.

I have stuff to do. A proposal for a food delivery app to review. Too many emails in my inbox. But instead I just sit here, enjoying my pie.

I sip my coffee, then move on to dessert, starting with the butter tart. It’s a high-quality butter tart, and I consider myself a connoisseur. Although I feel disloyal to even think it, it’s better—just a teeny-tiny bit better—than my mother’s butter tarts.

My mother worked as a cook at a Chinese-Canadian buffet in Ottawa. She was responsible for the so-called Canadian food, which included roast beef and mashed potatoes. She also made apple pie and butter tarts, a Canadian specialty with filling that’s a bit like pecan pie without the pecans. Butter, syrup, sugar, and egg, if I remember correctly. She taught me to make them when I was ten.

I think that’s why I was tempted by the pie shop: it reminds me of those last happy days with my parents, before my mom got sick. Before I went on my rebellious teenage streak, culminating with the unfortunate incident that caused my father to quit talking to me.

My mom is better now, and my parents are both retired, but my dad still hasn’t forgiven me, and he refuses to come to Toronto for a visit. 

Yet despite the fact that he’s essentially forgotten I exist, I think of him every day. I can’t help but hope that one day, I will be enough for him. My mother and I get along okay, but my dad is a different matter.

I put down the butter tart and pick up a forkful of the pear ginger crumble pie. Oh my God, it’s exquisite. It’s quite gingery—I love ginger—and the crumble topping is perfect.

Seriously, this might be the best thing I’ve ever eaten in my life.

“Did you make this?” I ask the woman in the apron, gesturing at the pear pie.

“No, but they’re all my recipes. Except for the famous banana cream pie. That one’s my mom’s.”

Suddenly, I imagine my own mother meeting this woman, swapping pie recipes with her.

What the fuck is wrong with me? 

I don’t want the kind of relationship with a woman that would involve her meeting my mother. And I don’t know this woman. I don’t even know her name.

It must be because of Amrita and Holly’s engagement. That has to be why I’m having these weird thoughts.

I savor the rest of my pie. I wish there were more, but I’ve already eaten a lot tonight, and I should probably restrain myself from getting another piece. 

I take my dishes up to the counter, and I’m about to head out when the woman says, “You have something on your lip.” She points to the left corner of her lip. “Butter tart filling.”

I swipe at the left corner of my mouth. I don’t feel anything.

“No, I mean, your right side. Which is on my left.” She picks up a napkin. “May I?”

I nod, and she wipes off the offending crumb. I feel the warmth of her fingers, just for a moment, and then it’s gone.

But for the rest of the evening, I keep touching the corner of my mouth, remembering the feel of her fingers on my skin. 

That night, I dream I’m wearing a suit and a crooked—a jaunty—red bow tie like Amrita, and I’m down on one knee, holding open a ring box. 

I’m proposing to a large pear ginger crumble pie.

I have no idea what the hell that’s supposed to mean.








  
  

Chapter 2


Sarah





I don’t usually get into work at five thirty in the morning, but today is a special day. 

It’s Valentine’s Day.

Not that I have any romantic plans. I haven’t been on a date in ages.

But Valentine’s Day means that there are several special orders at Happy as Pie, my sweet and savory pie shop in Baldwin Village.

Pie isn’t the sort of food that comes to mind when you think of Valentine’s Day. However, I have twelve special orders for today. It’s nowhere near as much as Thanksgiving weekend, but it’s extra business all the same. I’m glad that some people are a little more creative than simply purchasing a box of chocolates.

Even if I have no man waiting for me when I finally get off work in…fourteen hours or so, today is a good day. Sure, it’s early, but I’ve got a cup of coffee and I’m all alone in the kitchen.

I turn on the music and pull out the pumpkin purée, eggs, and cream. First order of business: four pumpkin pies.

Yes, I have multiple orders of pumpkin pie for Valentine’s Day. Some people really love their pumpkin pie, and they don’t like having to wait until Thanksgiving for it. I sell pumpkin pie in my shop all year round, on Tuesdays, Fridays, and Sundays.

One of these lucky pumpkin pies is even going to witness a proposal. In fact, the man who placed the order wanted me to bake an engagement ring into the pie, but I refused. First of all, I don’t want the responsibility of keeping track of a diamond ring, and second of all, I have some unfortunate memories of inedible objects that were baked into desserts.

You see, money cakes were a tradition in my family. For every birthday, my grandmother would bake coins in the cake, and it was always very exciting.

Unfortunately, I swallowed a dime on my eighth birthday, and I totally freaked out. My mom assured me that it would likely pass out the other end, no need to worry, but for two days, I was convinced I would die, no matter how much she reassured me. 

Swallowing a dime is one thing, but what if someone swallowed a ten-thousand-dollar engagement ring?

I shudder to think of it.

Nope, no inedible objects are being baked into any of my pies. That’s one of my rules.

Anyway, for Valentine’s Day orders I’m also making two chocolate tarts, one spiced apple pie, one key lime pie, two lemon meringue pies, and one pear ginger crumble pie. And fifteen butter tarts, for the man who’s proposing using butter tarts because they’re his girlfriend’s favorite.

All this talk of love and engagements makes me think of what I do not have, and I feel a strange ball of tension in my stomach.

I’m thirty-one years old, and I’ve never had a boyfriend, not unless you count the two weeks I was Jamie Metcalf’s girlfriend back in grade three, or the three weeks I was with Daniel Spiers in grade ten. I don’t think those really count, though.

Not that there haven’t been men, but never anything serious. It was never my priority. My priority was getting the hell out of Ingleford, my tiny hometown where there is absolutely nothing to do, moving to the city, and opening my bakery. At first I thought I wanted a French pâtisserie, but later on, I changed my mind.

And now I have my very own pie shop. It’s been open for nearly a year, and I have six employees—pie-making is a rather labor-intensive business. Usually there are three or four of us in the kitchen, but I always get in an hour early so I can have a little time to myself and sing along with my music. 

I wouldn’t dare subject anyone else to my off-tune singing.

Really, it’s that bad.

I take four pie crusts—frozen in pie pans—out of the freezer. We don’t make pie crust every day; instead, we make big batches of pie crust using our large mixer, then have an assembly line of sorts. Once the dough is mixed, one person measures (235 g per pie for our dessert pies), one person rolls, and the third person puts it in the pan and pinches it. Certain types of pies, like pumpkin, are best when the crust is pre-baked so they don’t get soggy, so I have to blind bake the crusts before I pour in the filling.

Once the pumpkin pies are in the oven, I start on the key lime pie. This one’s a little different, as I use a graham cracker crust. Dylan and Fatima come in when I’m measuring out the apple pie filling, which I made yesterday, for the specially-ordered apple pie, as well as a few for our shop.

“How long have you been here?” Dylan asks. He’s a young guy who recently finished college and has yet to become acquainted with haircuts.

“More than an hour,” I reply.

“Maybe you should try sleeping one of these days.”

I shrug. “I’ll take it under consideration.”

My job is my life, though, and I love it.

Even if I’m best known for supplying the banana cream pie that ended up on the premier’s face. 


      [image: image-placeholder]At three in the afternoon, I’m in the kitchen, making pear-ginger filling, when Ann comes to get me. 

“There’s a couple here. They want to order some pies for their wedding.”

I wash my hands and come out to the front, where I introduce myself to a young Asian couple. They’re about my age, and they’re smiling and holding hands. The guy looks vaguely familiar—I think he might have come into Happy as Pie a few times before? He introduces himself as Wes, and his fiancée is Caitlin. I lead them to a table by the window, a list of all our pies in my hand.

“We’re getting married in August,” Caitlin says. “We thought about having a wedding cake, but they’re usually more about the appearance than taste. Since I really love pie, Wes suggested we have a pie buffet for dessert.”

“How many people?” I ask.

“A hundred and fifty. I was thinking thirty pies? Price isn’t a concern, and I want there to be lots.”

Thirty pies would be my biggest order yet. 

Can we do it? Absolutely.

I want to start doing more orders and hopefully get into catering. The focus would be the meat pies, though. There are some companies—mostly tech companies, I think—that provide lunches for their employees every day, or maybe for special occasions, and that would be great business. 

Eventually, I’d like to sell frozen meat pies to grocery stores, but that would require Happy as Pie to be a bigger operation than it currently is. Our kitchen isn’t huge. A second location, perhaps?

Yes, I have plans.

But first things first. A pie buffet for a wedding…which sounds fantastic, though I’m admittedly biased toward pie.

I slide over the list of pies. “These are all the pies we make regularly.”

“Awesome,” Wes says. “This looks great.”

“We’ll definitely get a few key lime pies,” Caitlin says. “That’s my favorite. Wes bought me a slice from here a couple of times.” 

“No key lime today, but would you like to try a slice or two of something else while you’re here?” I stand up. “On the house. Right now, we have spiced apple, cherry, berry crumble, lemon meringue, and chocolate tart.”

“I’ll have cherry,” she says.

“Lemon meringue for me.”

I get them their slices of pie, and Caitlin sighs in bliss at her first bite of cherry pie, which makes me smile. 

“Oh my God. You need to try this,” she says to her fiancé. She holds a forkful of cherry pie to his lips, and he feeds her a bite of lemon meringue pie.

“You’ve got something on your lip.” He wipes it off as he looks at her with utter adoration, then plants a kiss on her lips.

I turn away, hit with a bolt of longing.

And I can’t help remembering the man who came into Happy as Pie last night. I didn’t know him at all, yet I wiped butter tart filling off his lip. I should have told him to go to the washroom and look in the mirror; I shouldn’t go around touching customers, even if I ask them first. I don’t know why I acted the way I did.

Okay, maybe I do.

Because he was really fucking handsome, and I spend at least twelve hours a day working, and I don’t have a life.

This is what you want, I remind myself.

Yes, I’m living my dream. My mother didn’t think I could do it. She thought I should stay in Ingleford, get married, have kids, maybe work as an accountant. 

I had other ideas.

And here I am.

I went to college for baking and pastry arts, then spent years working in kitchens at bakeries and cafés, saving money and honing my craft, until I opened my shop nearly a year ago. I sunk everything I had into this. It has to remain my focus. I don’t have time for a man, not now.

But today is my first Valentine’s Day in my own pie shop, and I’m baking pies for people in love, for people who want to propose, and there’s a happy couple feeding each other lemon meringue and cherry pie by the window.  

“We’ll email you when we decide on the pies,” Caitlin says, standing up. “Sometime in the next few days. Would you be able to deliver them to the venue? It’s not far from here.”

“Sure,” I say. We’ve never delivered anything before, but this is exactly the sort of thing I want to be doing.

Caitlin and Wes leave, and I head back to the kitchen with a smile on my face.


      [image: image-placeholder]I don’t get home until eight o’clock that night, after spending fourteen hours at work. Longer than usual, but not every day is Valentine’s Day. I live in a small apartment building about a ten-minute walk from Happy as Pie. It’s a pretty crappy apartment, to be honest, but it’s nearby and I don’t spend much time here anyway.

I collapse face-first on my couch for a few minutes, then get up and make myself an omelette and salad for dinner. I eye the two bottles of wine in my cupboard.

Why not? It’s Valentine’s Day, and I’m alone.

I eat my dinner and drink a glass of sauvignon blanc while sitting at my tiny table and updating our social media accounts. When I’m done, I pull my legs up onto the chair and wrap my arms around them, resting my chin on my knees.

Dammit, I feel pathetic. I shouldn’t, but I do.

You know what would be nice? Having a group of good friends. Other single women who could sit around and share a bottle of wine with me on Valentine’s Day. Maybe meet me for dinner every week or two. Occasionally send me silly text messages. I never made close friends when I moved to Toronto for college. I was hyper-focused on my dream. 

Hmm. Where would I find a friend?

I shake my head and pour myself another glass of wine, and then my mind wanders back to the Asian guy who came into Happy as Pie, to his enticing lips, his smile, the curve of his back. He was maybe five-ten, wearing jeans and a Henley, nothing fancy. Yet he carried himself as though he was someone a little important and could move through the world with ease. He had a nice smile, and I’ve always been a sucker for a nice smile, plus that shirt hinted at great arm muscles.

I can’t say I’m thinking of him as a friend.

Sure, there are lots of attractive men in the world, but he was the hottest guy I’d seen in a long time, plus there was just something special about him, aside from his good looks. 

I’ll probably never see him again, and I can’t help feeling more than a little disappointed.








  
  

Chapter 3


Josh





I can’t believe it. The unthinkable happened. 

My father has gotten a Facebook account.

My sister Nancy sent me a text to notify me of this strange development. She’d been shocked when she got a friend request from him.

I didn’t get a friend request, though.

Not surprising.

Still, I feel a twinge of something at the rejection.

My father is a sixty-five-year-old retired high school math teacher. He doesn’t believe in social media and smartphones. He thinks they’re a waste of time and rants about how they’re destroying society.

Yeah, if I was trying to impress my father, starting a tech company that does a lot of app development wasn’t the best way to go, but that’s where I saw an opportunity.

Anyway, I’ve had a Facebook account since it was called “The Facebook” and only available to university and college students. You had to wait for them to add your school. I never thought I’d see the day when my father would be on it.

Not that I spend much time on Facebook, but I go there now and find my father’s profile. He’s managed to put up a profile picture in which he’s actually smiling, rather than looking like he’s constipated or eating a lemon. 

I scroll down his profile and see a cartoon with an i and a π. There’s a speech bubble above each.


“Be rational,” says i.
“Get real,” says π.


A classic math joke. Since I have a degree in computer science, I’m rather familiar with math jokes. I’ve seen this particular one on T-shirts.

His next post is another graphic with a math joke. 

Don’t drink and derive.

Yeah, I know that one, too.

And the jokes keep going and going.

Did you hear about the mathematician who was afraid of negative numbers? He would stop at nothing to avoid them.

I groan.


What do you call a snake that’s 3.14 meters long?

A pi-thon.


I groan again. That’s one I haven’t heard before.

Apparently, my father has been on Facebook for a while, even though he just friended Nancy, and I see some of his former students commenting on his posts.

My dad was fairly well-liked as a teacher, and he had a reputation for his painful sense of humor and bad puns. His “dad jokes” embarrassed me greatly when I was little, but now that he doesn’t talk to me anymore, seeing them makes me smile, even as I groan.

I miss my father. I miss him a lot.

Goddammit.

Okay, I need a break. I’ve got an important meeting with a prospective client in two hours, and I have to be in the right frame of mind for that.

“I’m going out for a long lunch,” I tell Clarissa, my assistant.

“You’ve got a meeting—”

“I know. I’ll be back for that, don’t worry.”

It’s Friday now, and Wednesday’s snow is turning gray and crusty along the side of the road. The intersections are a bit slushy. I walk to the sushi restaurant I like, only three blocks away, but when I get there, I’m not in the mood for sushi. 

No, for some reason I’m craving pie.

I speed-walk to Happy as Pie, excited to eat some pie…and to see the woman who works there, if I’m honest with myself. She’s popped into my mind regularly over the past couple of days.

As soon as I get inside, the aroma of apple pie envelopes me, and I start to feel more at ease. The woman behind the counter smiles at me, but it’s not the same woman who was working when I was here two days ago. This one is older, maybe forty-five, and her dark hair is scraped into a bun.

I’m disappointed, I admit, but I’m still getting some pie.

“I’ll have a braised lamb and rosemary pie,” I say, “and a slice of chocolate tart. For here.” Alas, there’s no pear ginger crumble pie today, but the chocolate tart looks tasty. “And a coffee, too, but you’d better make that to go, just in case.” I don’t want to be late for my meeting.

Five minutes later, I’m digging into my braised lamb pie, and it is, indeed, amazing. I wolf it down, then start on the chocolate tart. It’s delicious, too. Actually, my mother used to make something similar. It was my father’s favorite, and she always made it on his birthday.

That’s probably why I ordered the chocolate tart. Because I was thinking of my father.

Seventeen years ago, I disappointed him. I disappointed him greatly.

But I have a good life now. My company is doing well, and I own a house in Forest Hill. I recently appeared in a “20 Young Canadian Entrepreneurs to Watch” article, as well as on a list of the “35 Most Eligible Bachelors Under 35 in Toronto.”

I forwarded the first one to my mother and the second one to my sisters, which I am now regretting, as they keep teasing me about it

The list actually got quite a bit of press. About half the men on the list were non-white, and some people complained that the magazine was trying too hard to be “politically correct,” and “everyone knows Asian men aren’t popular with the ladies,” etc. Toronto is about fifty percent visible minority, so the numbers were just proportional to the population, but…yeah. That was interesting.

Amrita framed a copy of the list and the little blurb and headshot of me. She hung it on the wall in my office. I keep taking it down, and she keeps putting it back up.

Most people think I’m doing pretty well in life, with the exception of my dad. I keep thinking that if I could just convince him to come to Toronto from Ottawa and see the Hazelnut Tech office, as well as my house, maybe he’d change his mind. I also want my mother to visit me, but she refuses to come without my dad. 

As I stare at my half-finished slice of chocolate tart, I have a brainwave. I know exactly how to get my dad to come to Toronto.

A Pi Day party.

My math teacher father loves Pi Day. Unfortunately for him, it usually fell during March Break, but he always made the first day back from March Break a Pi Day celebration. My mother would make apple pies for all of his classes. Everyone would get a slice of pie, and there would be a special lesson for the day that involved pi. The specifics varied depending on which class it was.

That’s what I’ll do. I’ll throw a Pi Day party for all of my employees, with lots of pie and nerdy jokes, and I’ll invite my parents. They can see my house, see all the people I have working at my company. 

It’s a brilliant plan.

I walk up to the counter. “Do you do catering?” I ask the woman working there.

“Just a moment. Let me get Sarah.”

She goes into the back, and a minute later, another woman emerges. The woman who was here on Wednesday night. 

Damn, she’s pretty. I’d forgotten just how pretty she is.

When she sees me, her lips part, and I remember how she touched my lips. A sizzle of heat runs through me. 

Yes, this is a particularly brilliant plan if I get to spend more time with her.

Wiping her hands on her apron, she says, “Ann tells me you’re interested in catering. What sort of event is this for?”

“I want to throw the ultimate Pi Day party.”








  
  

Chapter 4


Sarah





I never thought I’d see him again, but here he is, in my shop, talking about Pi Day. 

I can’t help it. I burst into laughter. 

“You want to throw the ultimate Pi Day party,” I say slowly.

He tilts his head to the side and smiles at me. “Yes, and I want you to supply the pies.” He sticks out his hand. “I’m Josh Yu, CEO of Hazelnut Tech.”

I shake his hand, in a bit of a daze. “I’m…” Oh God, what’s my name again? “I’m…Sarah Winters. The owner.”

He lets go of my hand, but my hand is still frozen in mid-air.

Apparently, when I shake hands with a really handsome man, I lose control of my limbs.

Once again, he’s wearing a Henley. For a moment, I imagine we’re on a date, and maybe he’ll stroke my thigh or hold my hand under the table, and then after dinner…

Focus, Sarah.

“Tell me a bit about this party,” I say, pulling my arm back to my side. “Where will it be? How many people?”

“I have sixty-five employees in Toronto, and if they bring their partners and families…I don’t know. Maybe a hundred and twenty?”

“No problem.”

I’m a little intimidated, to be honest, but I don’t let on. In the many jobs I’ve had over the years, I’ve worked at events that were this big—and much larger. But I’ve never done anything like this with Happy as Pie. 
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