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          Book 1

		      
          

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Meet Nick & Lily…




Advertising executive Nick Wong enjoys living in Toronto. He loves late nights partying and taking women back to his penthouse. And so it is with great reluctance that he returns to his boring hometown of Mosquito Bay for Thanksgiving. 

This year, however, is even worse than usual. His interfering parents and grandparents, frustrated with the lack of weddings in the family, have invited blind dates for him and his three siblings. Nick’s brother Greg has been set up with Lily Tseng, who just so happens to be Nick’s latest one-night stand, the one he can’t get out of his mind. 

Although Nick has never been interested in settling down, Lily has him reconsidering. Perhaps he’s good for more than a single night of sex, dumplings, and bubble tea after all. But first, he has to get through this painful weekend with his family and convince her that she should be with him, not Greg…














  
  
Chapter 1




“When will you be home for Thanksgiving?” Nick’s mother asked. “We’re doing dinner on Saturday this year, remember?” 

As he held the phone to his ear, Nick Wong looked out at the spectacular view of Toronto from his penthouse. This was his home now. He did not want to go to Mosquito Bay. He’d left the small town on Lake Huron as soon as he’d finished high school and hadn’t looked back.

Seriously, it was called Mosquito Bay. Why would anyone want to go there?

“Nick?” his mother prompted.

He sighed. “I’ll be there by four on Saturday.”

“Don’t be late. Not like last time.”

“I’ll do my best.”

To be honest, he was sort of looking forward to seeing his family, but he was dreading it at the same time. His family was a bit…much, that was all.

Nick liked to do his own thing. Be his own man. Be in charge.

But in Mosquito Bay, his control seemed to slip away. There were his parents, his white mother and Asian father, who had been high school sweethearts and were confused as to why, at the age of thirty-two, Nick had yet to settle down and have four kids, like they had. Then his father’s parents, Ah Ma and Ah Yeh, who were pushing ninety but still surprisingly good at interfering in his life. Well, that was mostly Ah Ma. Ah Yeh, Nick’s grandfather, was more interested in ordering things on Amazon—he thought online shopping was the pinnacle of human achievement. He would also make his famous noodles for Thanksgiving. 

Nick was already salivating at the thought of those noodles. 

“Do you want me to bring the usual char siu?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” Mom said.

“Will do. See you next weekend.”

“Nick, are you getting off the phone already? I haven’t had a chance to ask you any questions.”

“You asked when I’d be coming back for Thanksgiving.”

“You know what I mean! How’s life in Toronto? How’s your job?”

They talked for fifteen minutes, and then Nick said, “Sorry, I have to go.”

“Hmph. Sure, get drunk and pick up women, then nurse your hangover with dumplings and bubble tea.”

“Thanks for your insightful description of my life.”

“See you next weekend, Nicky. Love you.”

“Love you, too,” he said before ending the call.

Alright, time to get his Friday night started. It was six thirty—still very early, but he needed to get out. He’d have a drink or two at Lychee before he met up with Trystan.

Work hard, party hard. Enjoy all the delicious food and women the city had to offer.

Why would he live in Mosquito Bay when he could live in Toronto?


      [image: image-placeholder]Lily Tseng was boring. It was just a fact.

She’d always known it. It shouldn’t have been a shock when her ex broke up with her because she was dull and bland.

Yet when he’d said those words, it was a shock. 

They’d been together for a year. Surely he hadn’t been bored the whole time?

Anyway, she’d turned thirty last month, and it was time to make a change. Next weekend, she’d attempt skydiving and bungee jumping.

Ha! No. She never even dreamed of doing such things.

But tonight, maybe she’d have her first one-night stand.

In the past few weeks, she’d spent a lot of time scoping out possible venues to meet men. She had no interest in going to a club. Not her scene, and she wouldn’t venture that far out of her comfort zone. Instead, she’d focused on stylish downtown bars and had settled on Lychee. It was a restaurant owned by some up-and-coming Chinese-Canadian chef who’d won a cooking show last year, and it was located on Elizabeth Street, near the former location of Lichee Garden, a well-known Chinese restaurant in decades past—hence the name.

In addition to the main dining area, Lychee had a bar and lounge with eight-dollar cocktails before eight. Lily had peeked in a couple times, and it looked like it had a decent crowd of young, attractive men in suits. 

She really did like men in suits.

But maybe all this preparing for her one-night stand defeated the purpose. She was planning it the way she planned everything else in her life. Wasn’t part of her goal to be more spontaneous?

Lily sighed and stirred her drink with the straw. She wasn’t very good at this.

She was sitting at the bar in Lychee now, waiting for her friends Tara Kim and Sam Rubenstein to show up, but she didn’t expect them for another half hour. 

That was Lily. Always early.

It was a lovely space, she had to admit. Wood, chrome, and exposed brick that somehow went together just right. High ceilings.

And her drink was delicious. It had black tea-infused vodka, mango juice, lime, and…some other things. She’d forgotten what, but she didn’t care. She was just trying her best not to drink it too quickly.

She crossed her legs and smoothed out her red dress. A special dress that she’d bought for this occasion, with Tara’s help. It showed more cleavage than she’d normally be comfortable with, but Tara had convinced her it looked smashing, and Lily had to agree. 

Now she needed a guy.

What if she didn’t find anyone suitable tonight?

Oh, come on, Lily, it’s not even seven o’clock. You have lots of time.

She was eager to cross “one-night stand” off her list, though. She loved crossing things off lists. Though perhaps she shouldn’t have a list for learning how to be more fun and less boring.

But even if she found a suitable guy—attractive, no creepy vibes, those were the main criteria—how would she approach him? What would she say?

I, Lily Tseng, sensible accountant, am trying to have my first one-night stand. Will you sleep with me, please and thank you?

Dear God. She was hopeless.

She had a sip of her cocktail and looked around. At the other end of the bar, there was a group of men who were a few decades older than her. Next to them were a couple of men closer to her age, but they gave off douchebag vibes.

Nobody made her want to take a second look.

And she was just looking for a potential guy! She hadn’t even tried to talk to anyone yet.

“Why is it so difficult to have a one-night stand?” she muttered. 

Maybe she should cancel Operation Get Laid Tonight.

“What did you say?”

She startled at the unfamiliar male voice, and a little orange liquid sloshed over the edge of her glass.

“Sorry. Let me get that.”

A large hand wiped the spill away with a paper napkin. She looked from the hand to a wrist with an expensive watch, up an arm sheathed in a gray suit jacket and…

Oh.

Her mouth fell open, but she promptly snapped it shut so she didn’t look stupid.

Although it was hard not to stare.

The man had nearly black hair with a hint of a wave that made him look roguish, if that was a word anyone used anymore. He had dark brown eyes, a teasing smile, and he caused a pleasant hum in her body, even more so than the delicious cocktail. He looked ever so slightly like Henry Golding.

And he was standing right next to her and—

“Did you ask why it was so difficult to have a one-night stand?” he inquired politely.

—and he’d heard her say that.

Right.

Normally, she was a fairly put-together person who always thought before she spoke, and yet she’d muttered that under her breath when he was right next to her.

Though she was trying to act less like herself tonight. 

But she wished he hadn’t heard. Her cheeks heated in embarrassment, and they heated even more as his gaze slid from her face down to her chest, down to her silver stilettos, the ones she hardly ever wore because they were so high and not at all sensible. 

And then, she did something even more shocking.

“Are you offering?” she asked.

She didn’t say it with a sassy flick of her hair, nor did she reach out and trail her finger down his arm, but she said those words all the same.

Oh, God. She covered her mouth.

He chuckled and it reverberated in her chest. 

“One-night stands are my specialty,” he said, “but let’s get to know each other first. Can I buy you another drink?”

Was this happening?

This was really happening.

It was probably best that she stop after one drink.

“Um, I’ll just have some juice,” she said. “Mango, if that’s possible.” The mango juice in her cocktail had been excellent.

“Maybe some food? The char siu sliders are quite good.”

“Sure.”

The stranger got the attention of a bartender and placed their order, and a few minutes later, Lily had a glass of mango juice, garnished with a cherry. It probably cost six dollars, and there wasn’t even any alcohol.

She pushed aside that annoying voice in her head and sipped her juice.

“What’s your name?” she asked. 

A one-night stand with a man whose name she didn’t know sounded extra naughty, but she couldn’t do it. She needed to call him something.

“Nick.”

“I’m Lily.” 

He sat down on the barstool next to her, then shrugged out of his suit jacket. He rolled up his sleeves, and the sprinkling of dark hair on his forearms was so damn erotic, for some reason.

Lily squeezed her legs together. She wasn’t used to being this physically affected by a man.

Yes, he was perfect for Operation Get Laid Tonight.

She couldn’t help feeling a little surprised that he seemed interested in her. Not that she was unattractive—she thought she looked quite good in this outfit, in fact—but he really was that sexy. Surely he could have almost any woman he wanted. Why, there was a group of three women on the other side of the bar who were looking in his direction.

“I’ve never done this before!” she blurted out.

“Done what?”

“Tried to pick someone up at a bar. Had a one-night stand.”

He chuckled again, all cool, not flustered like she was. 

“You’re doing fine,” he said, then had a sip of his Old Fashioned.

His drink had a single large ice cube, and she was stupidly amused by it. The ice cube was just so…big. They must have used a special mold to make it.

“What do you do for work, Lily?”

Ooh, she quite liked the way he said her name.

“I’m an accountant at a large engineering firm. And you?”

“Oh, I work in advertising,” he said vaguely.

She suspected he had an important position. Management or something.

She didn’t ask for details, though. It was only one night; she didn’t need to know much about him.

A server set a plate with three char siu sliders in front of them, and Lily suddenly realized she was quite hungry. She picked up the first one. Egg bun, from the looks of it, with barbecued pork, cilantro, pineapple, and some kind of sauce. She attempted to take a dainty bite. It wasn’t the sort of food that lent itself to dainty bites, but she tried her best.

“Good?” Nick asked.

She held up a finger. She wasn’t quite finished chewing.

“Yes,” she said at last. “Very good. You were right.”

He picked one up, and she watched his Adam’s apple as he swallowed, wondering why she’d never been so captivated by a man’s throat before.

Maybe it was just Nick’s throat. Hmm. She wanted to kiss it right…there.

“You want the last one?” He motioned to the plate.

“Mm. Yes, please.”

“Will you be this polite later?” he asked, leaning closer.

A sizzle of energy traveled down to her toes.

Oh, she liked this. She couldn’t remember the last time a man had talked to her this way. 

She grinned. “May I touch your thigh, please?”

His eyes seemed to darken, and he held her gaze as he laced his fingers in hers and brought their hands to his muscular thigh.

She ate the last slider with her other hand, then chased it down with some mango juice.

“You can touch me wherever you want,” he said. “I promise I’ll like it all.” He paused. “You said you’d never had a one-night stand. Why do you want to have one now?”

“I’m trying new things. Stepping out of my comfort zone. I have a list.”
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“Of course you have a list,” he murmured. 

“Why do you say that?” Lily asked. “You only just met me.”

True, but he felt like he’d known her for more than twenty minutes, even though that was all it had been. When he’d seen her sitting alone in that incredible red dress, he’d been struck by the way she carried herself with such poise. Everything about her appearance was perfect, not a hair out of place.

He desperately wanted to mess it up. 

Then she’d made that comment about a one-night stand, and he’d instantly gotten hard.

When she spoke, she was honest, straightforward, not quite as poised as her appearance would suggest—he wondered if she was like this with everyone. And she got an adorable flush when she was embarrassed.

“You just seem like a list person,” he said. “I can’t explain it.”

“Well, lists are amazing. There’s nothing like the satisfaction of crossing something off your to-do list.”

“Nothing? Nothing at all?” He stroked the back of her hand with his thumb.

Her pretty red lips parted.

“Why did you pick tonight for your one-night stand? Has it been a while for you?”

“Six months, which actually isn’t that long to me, but I was…”

“Horny?” he supplied.

“Yeah. That.”

“Say the word.”

“No! Not here. Plus I’ve always hated that word. It makes me think of monsters.”

“Monsters?”

“Yeah. Monsters with lots of horns.”

He bit back a laugh. 

Lily squirmed in her seat, and he hoped that was because she was horny, but more likely, she was embarrassed again.

“Okay,” he said. “I won’t repeat it. You felt…like fucking.” He danced his fingertips over her thigh, and she shifted closer to him, her hip pressing against his. “Will you say that word?”

“I only swear around certain people.”

“Certain people?”

“My friends. I don’t swear with strangers. Or colleagues. Or family.”

“You said you want to try new things.”

“I do.”

“So swear in front of someone you just met. Me.”

“That was a fucking good char siu slider.”

He laughed. “Now say it in another way. You haven’t had sex in a while, and you feel like fucking tonight.”

“Alright.” She cleared her throat. “Nick, I would like you to fuck me. Please.”

Oh, she was killing him.

He wouldn’t meet Trystan tonight. When he and Lily left Lychee, he’d take her straight home, and he couldn’t help but anticipate her look of delight when she saw his place. The view, the bed. He looked forward to introducing her to fucking someone she hardly knew, and tomorrow he could…

He pushed that thought aside. It was a one-night stand, and he was glad that had been clear at the outset. Sometimes he saw a woman more than once—it wasn’t always a one-night stand with him—but nothing that could be described as more than a fling. Much to the frustration of his parents, he liked his bachelor lifestyle here in the city.

So, no, he wouldn’t be introducing Lily to a whole bunch of new experiences. 

He shrugged off his curious twinge of disappointment and rested his hand on her thigh, pushing up her knee-length skirt just a little so he could touch her skin.

“Thank you for propositioning me,” he said. “I accept. But you are free to change your mind at any time, okay?”

She nodded and had a sip of her mango juice. 

He was getting jealous of that red straw.

He leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the top of her neck. She was as sensitive as he’d imagined. Then he worked his way along her jaw, planting a kiss to her chin before claiming her mouth.

She tasted sweet, of mango and pineapple, and he pulled her closer so he could taste her more fully. 

“Nick,” she said. Quietly, but he still heard it above the background noise in the bar.

“Lily?” another female voice said.

She jumped away from him and looked at the two women behind them, one East Asian and the other white.

“Please continue,” the Asian woman said, smirking. “Don’t mind us.”

“It’s not what it looks like!” Lily said.

He put his hand on her shoulder. “Lily, I think it’s exactly what it looks like.”

“Right. Well.” She gestured to the two women. “These are my friends, Tara and Sam, and this is Nick. We, um, just met.”

Sam—the white woman—held up her hand for a high five, but Lily didn’t slap it.

“I didn’t think you were serious about meeting a guy at a bar,” Tara said. “I should have known you always do whatever you set your mind to, but I thought you’d need some encouragement.”

Lily stood up. “You two will be okay without me, won’t you?”

“We can hang out with your friends for a while,” Nick said. “I don’t mind.”

He’d prefer to bring her home right now, but it was only seven thirty. The night was still young. He almost never took a woman home before midnight, but it would be nice to have extra time with Lily.

“No, no,” she said. “We’ll go.”

“As you wish.” He paid their bill, then stood up and tucked her hand in the crook of his elbow. 

Sam was staring at them, her mouth hanging open. 

“Don’t worry, we’ll find someone else for you.” Tara tugged her along. “Lily, remember to text me, okay?” she said over her shoulder.

Lily nodded.

And then Nick was alone with Lily, and they had a whole night ahead of them.








  
  
Chapter 2




“What the fuck,” Lily said under her breath as she took in the view from Nick’s living room. “What the fuck.” 

He definitely had an important job if he could afford a place like this. It was a penthouse on the fifty-third floor of a new building downtown, only a short walk from Lychee, thank God, and everything was sleek black and metal. And the view!

When she’d imagined having a one-night stand, she hadn’t imagined being with a guy who looked as hot as Nick and who seemed to be a hotshot CEO or something like that. She couldn’t help feeling a little inadequate, like she didn’t belong in his world, but she’d try to ignore those thoughts and enjoy the night.

This would be quite the memory.

“There you go,” Nick said, coming up behind her. “Swearing again.”

“It’s a view that encourages obscenities,” she said.

“Mm. You want anything? Water?”

“No, I’m good.”

He was standing behind her, infuriatingly close. Infuriating because she could feel the heat radiating off him, but he wasn’t actually touching her, and he hadn’t kissed her since they’d been interrupted at the bar.

But tonight, she was a sexy, confident woman, and she could make the first move.

She leaned back against him, and he folded his arms around her. He’d only turned on a light near the door; it was still mostly dark here, aside from the lights of the city. Just the two of them, and this night that felt like a dream.

He’d probably done this with lots of women. One-night stands are my specialty. She tried to push that out of her mind. She didn’t care what he did on any night but tonight, and tonight, he was with her. They would use protection. It would all be fine. She’d texted Tara his address and phone number, just in case. 

He kissed the crook of her neck. 

“You’re beautiful,” he breathed, leaning down to rest his chin on her shoulder. 

“I’m nervous,” she said, which wasn’t the way she usually responded to a compliment.

“We don’t have to do it.”

It. Sex. Something she’d only ever done within a relationship, but she wanted this night with him.

He really was a very nice man. In her mind, she gave herself a high five for making such a good choice. She felt safe, safer than she’d thought she would feel with someone she hardly knew.

“I want to,” she said. “I very much want to.”

“Say it again. Like you did at the bar.”

“Nick, I would like you to fuck me.”

“You forgot the ‘please’.”

“Please.”

“It would be my pleasure.” He pulled her closer and rubbed himself against her.

She gasped. He was—

“Feel how hard it makes me when you talk like that.”

Stupidly, it made her think of the ice cube in his Old Fashioned, the ice cube that was a bit bigger than any ice cube she’d ever seen before.

“Don’t worry,” he murmured. “I’ll take good care of you.”

She continued to stare out the window as he pressed himself against her and ran his hand under the hem of her dress and up her thigh.

“Okay?” he asked, the tips of his fingers inside the waistband of her panties, the lacy black ones she’d bought for tonight.

“Yes.” She pressed herself back against his cock.

His fingers dipped inside her underwear, running over her slit and casually stroking her.

“It’s a very nice view, isn’t it?” he said. “That’s part of the reason I got this place. Good location. Lovely view.”

“Gunh.” She was unable to form proper words.

With his other hand, he undid the zipper at the side of her dress and slid one thin strap down her shoulder. He slipped his hand inside her strapless bra and gently kneaded her breast as he planted kisses up and down her neck. 

She was drowning in sensations.

He pushed a finger inside her. An intimacy she’d never allowed a man she’d only met an hour before, but the fact that she hardly knew him made her blood pump quicker.

Lily needed to kiss him. Properly this time, now that it was just the two of them.

She turned in his arms, and he kept his hand inside her panties as she set her lips to his. His mouth was soft and warm and overwhelming, especially with everything else he was doing to her. 

She could lose herself in this kiss.

When he deepened the kiss, his tongue touching hers, she unbuttoned his shirt in a hurry and moved her fingers over his chest. Exploring. Making a memory she’d never forget.

He hissed out a breath.

When she undid his belt and pants and slid her hand inside his underwear, he did it again.

She wasn’t nervous anymore. No, just eager.

Lily wrapped her hand around his cock. Ooh, yes, that was nice. She slid her hand up and down, ran her thumb over the bead of precum at the tip.

“Nick, I—”

She squeaked in surprise as he lifted her onto the couch. He pulled off her panties and raised her skirt, baring her to him, and then he set his mouth on her.

His very talented mouth.

She’d always loved oral sex, and it was the one way she could reliably orgasm, but he put all of her previous boyfriends to shame. And the curtains were wide open in front of them! The whole city could watch her being pleasured!

Except it was dark in here, and they were on the fifty-third floor.

But it gave her a thrill to be able to see the city before her as a man had his head between her legs.

He slipped one finger inside as he licked her, and she bucked against him.

“More,” she panted.

He gave her more, adding a second finger and sucking on her clit. 

And then she was coming for him, this man she hardly knew, and it felt like she was letting go of all the times she’d played it safe, all the times she’d been the good daughter rather than having fun. 

She was free.

She said his name quietly, but she shook and soared like never before.

He lifted his head and smiled lazily at her, then picked her up and carried her to another room. He set her down on a bed and flicked on the lights, giving her a better look at him.

When he slid off his shirt, exposing all of his chest and arms, it was a magnificent sight. Once again, she congratulated herself on making such a good choice for a one-night stand, though it was still hard to believe this was actually happening. 

Next, he pushed down his pants and boxer briefs. His cock jutted out, and he pumped it a few times.

Dear God. She breathed rapidly as she stared at him.

Nick climbed onto the bed and crawled toward her. Predatory, but like a very friendly predator, and she chuckled at that thought.

“What?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said.

He pulled her dress over her head. “You are stunning, Lily.” He said it solemnly, but she caught a hint of a smile before he leaned down and kissed her as he pressed his hand between her legs once more. 

He kissed her leisurely for a while, the expanse of his skin against hers, and then his kisses became sloppier, more desperate. She squirmed beneath him.

“God, I want you,” he murmured. “You ready?” 

“Yes. Do you have a condom, or should I get my purse?”

He picked up a condom from the night table and quickly rolled it on. “I think I’d like you in this position.”

The next thing she knew, she was on all fours, her ass in the air.

“Is that okay?” he whispered.

She nodded. 

She’d take him any way he wanted, if only he’d ease the ache inside her.

He knelt behind her and pressed the tip of his cock to her entrance. Slowly, he eased himself inside, and she gasped. Soon, he was all the way in, and he was big, yes, but she could take him, no problem.

“Okay?” he asked.

“You feel amazing,” she said.

He started to move, in and out, and nothing mattered but her pleasure.

He leaned down and kissed the side of her neck, fondled her breasts with one hand, and it was all she could do just to keep breathing. She couldn’t even hold herself up on her hands and knees anymore; she slid down so she was lying on her stomach.

And still he fucked her and kissed her neck.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered. His breath tickled her, made her break out in goose bumps. She pushed back against him, wriggled her ass. “Yes, that’s good. Take it, Lily.”

He pulled out of her, much to her dismay, but only so he could roll her onto her back, and then he was inside her again. He held her gaze as he licked his finger, then brought his hand down and touched her clit.

The pleasure was so sharp that she nearly flung herself off the bed. Pressure built up inside her, and everything in her contracted then expanded for a long, glorious moment.

Nick growled and picked up his pace, finishing inside her as she came down from her high.

One-night stands were awesome.
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“Hey, you.” She giggled and pulled him against her, and he was happy to oblige.

“Hey,” he said. There was an unfamiliar sensation in his chest as he wrapped his arms around her.

They lay in silence for a minute, and he idly stroked her hair. It was silky and long, well below her shoulders, and smelled faintly of something floral. He wasn’t sure what, but he liked it.

“So what happens now?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“In a one-night stand. I thought you were the expert.”

“Well, we might do it again or go to sleep.” He glanced at his alarm clock. “It’s only nine o’clock, so we’re about four hours ahead of schedule. If you want, I can get a taxi, and you can go home or join your friends.”

She jerked up to a sitting position. “You want me to leave?”

Her disappointed expression was so guileless.

He bit back a smile. “No, I just thought you might prefer to, so you didn’t have to spend the night, but I’d be more than happy to have you stay.”

Yes, he very much wanted to do that again. Once hadn’t been enough.

“Could we get some food first?” she asked. “Maybe bubble tea, too. I’m craving it.”

He laughed. “I know just the place.”

They got dressed and headed outside. It was early October, cool enough for a light jacket but still pleasant. He led her to a nearby bubble tea shop on Dundas, where she got an oolong milk tea with tapioca pearls, and he got a taro milk tea.

This was what he loved about Toronto. He could walk outside his condo and have so many different kinds of food and drink within ten minutes. There were endless choices. Whereas in Mosquito Bay, there were only a handful of restaurants and one bar.

No, this was the life.

He and Lily moseyed onward. She looked so radiant right now, and he was the reason for that. He had a strange impulse to hold her hand, but he quashed it.

It was unusual for him to be out with a woman like this, wandering about with a drink in hand. They’d already had sex, and they would do it again, but there was no rush. He’d simply enjoy being with her.

“Here.” He led her down a side street, to a cramped dumpling shop called XLB. “Don’t worry, they’re fast. Six soup dumplings for three bucks. What do you think?”

Her eyes widened. “Six for three bucks? In that case, I’ll have twelve.”

Fifteen minutes later, they were sitting on a bench in the park behind the art gallery, eating their juicy soup dumplings from take-out containers, their bubble tea nearly finished.

“These are delicious,” Lily said before putting another one in her mouth. “I’ve never heard of this place before. I’ll have to go back.”

“The best cheap xiaolongbao you can get,” he said. “Not the very best I’ve had, but very good for the price.”

She smiled at him, her face lit by the nearby streetlight. 

“So,” she said, “any plans for Thanksgiving next weekend?”

He felt momentarily disoriented, but she was just making pleasant conversation. 

“I’m going to my hometown to see my family,” he said. “Where there are no dumplings or bubble tea, and I’ll be itching to escape as fast as possible.”

“Same here.” She chuckled. “Where is your…never mind.”

Yes, there was no sense in talking details, not when they were just together for a night. 

This was different from a regular one-night stand, though. It felt almost like a dream.

God, he was losing it.

His phone chirped. “Sorry, I should get that. Could be work.”

“No worries. Go ahead.”

It wasn’t work. No, it was a message from Greg, asking who was bringing the char siu home for Thanksgiving.

“Anything important?” she asked.

“Nah, just my older brother.” Whom he wouldn’t give another thought to tonight.

After she disposed of the containers, he pulled her onto his lap. He wound her hair around his hands and kissed her until she was breathing quickly and her face was flushed.

He loved how she responded to him.

She rubbed herself against his erection, only the thin fabric of her panties covering her. 

He groaned and stood up. “That’s it. Time to take you back to bed.”

And that was exactly what he did.

When he was lying in bed afterward, listening to Lily’s rhythmic breathing as she slept, he realized he’d almost perfectly followed his mother’s description of his life: he’d picked up a woman and had dumplings and bubble tea. Not to nurse his hangover—he hadn’t drunk much today—but it was a horrifying realization nonetheless.

Still, he couldn’t regret tonight. It was the best night he’d had in a long, long time. 
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It was ten o’clock in the morning, and she was wearing the same dress as the night before. Although she’d cleaned up her make-up and run a brush through her hair, she looked a touch bedraggled. 

Walk of shame?

Ha!

She was on cloud nine.

After dumplings and bubble tea, they’d had sex twice more at Nick’s place before going to sleep. He’d suggested she sleep naked, but she’d insisted on borrowing a shirt. A plain white T-shirt that smelled deliciously like him.

This morning, she’d woken up to find him lounging in bed next to her, working on his laptop, but he’d set it aside the instant she sat up, then made love to her again.

Made love?

What was she talking about? It had been sex, plain and simple. Damn good sex.

Really, she needed to have one-night stands more often. She suspected they wouldn’t all be this amazing—she’d just gotten lucky her first time—but still. 

She pictured going to another bar and meeting a man who looked suspiciously like Nick. It was hard to think of anyone else right now. When she’d stepped out the door, she’d nearly asked if she could see him again, but then she’d snapped her mouth shut.

That was part of the magic: it was only one night. One perfect night.

There was a hollow feeling in her heart, but she pushed it aside and held her head high. She’d had sex four—four!—times in twelve hours. Nick was gorgeous and talented, but also kind and attentive, and he’d made her eggs and toast and coffee for breakfast while wearing only his underwear. Like some kind of fantasy man, except he was utterly real, and he’d wanted her.

A great night, sure, but this was for the best. She couldn’t imagine he’d want anything long-term with her anyway. If one-night stands were his thing, he probably got bored easily. 

Her phone rang, interrupting her thoughts. There was only one person who would call—not text—at ten in the morning on the weekend.

“Lily!” her mother shouted. “I have a surprise for you!”

Dear God. A surprise from her mother. This could be anything. Hopefully just some kind of face cream. “What is it?”

“Next weekend, don’t come here for Saturday dinner, okay?”

“Why not?”

Ma was giggling. Actually giggling. “You have a date!”

Oh, no.

No, no, no, no.

It must be because Lily had recently turned thirty.

She hadn’t been allowed to date in high school. When she’d started university at Western, that had changed to, “As long as it doesn’t affect your grades, even a little.” When she’d gotten her job in Toronto, her mother had said that she should focus on her career for a few years and there would be time for men later, but as long as it didn’t affect her work, it was fine.

And then when she’d turned twenty-eight, her mom had demanded to know why she hadn’t gotten married yet.

Since then, her mother would occasionally bring up a man and suggest Lily give him a call or look him up on “that book of faces thing.”

Ma knew it was actually called “Facebook” but seemed to enjoy when Lily and her younger sister rolled their eyes.

But now, Ma was getting more involved than casual suggestions here and there. Now she was setting up dates for her daughter.

Lily, however, was happily single for the time being. Not like she’d sworn off relationships, but she enjoyed the chance to do things like have a hot one-night stand.

Her mother would be scandalized if she could see Lily now, walking to the subway in a slightly wrinkled dress and silver stilettos.

Lily was, after all, the good daughter.

“No, that’s quite alright,” she said. “I can take care of my own dating life, thank you.”

“That is what I thought for many years, but now you are thirty and no man! It is time to take things into my own hands.”

“No, Ma, I—”

“His name is Greg,” Ma said. “He is an engineer, and he lives in Toronto, like you! I know his parents. I told them you will come to their Thanksgiving dinner next Saturday.”

This wasn’t just a date. It was some kind of meet-the-family nonsense that involved Thanksgiving dinner. No, she didn’t need this.

In fact, she was speechless with the horror of it.

“His father is Chinese,” Ma continued. “Cantonese, but—”

“Ma! No.”

“Yahui…”

Oh, no. This was bad. Ma had brought out Lily’s Chinese name, something she wielded with great care. She only did this when she really wanted Lily to do something. It was a sign that she would not back down.

Lily could argue, but the amount of time and energy she put into protesting would be more than she’d need to attend this so-called date. If her dad were still here, she might have appealed to him for help, but… 

Her heart clenched at the memory of her father, and then she felt guilty about not wanting to do what her mother asked.

“They have four children,” Ma said. “Three sons, one daughter, and they are setting them all up for Thanksgiving as a surprise.”

Lily couldn’t help laughing. Poor Greg and his siblings.

It was a relief to know there would be other dates present, though. Less pressure on her. Hopefully it would be entertaining, but it would probably veer into downright painful pretty quickly.

“Alright,” she said with a sigh. “I’ll do it.”

But that didn’t mean she had to look forward to it.

No, instead she was looking forward to the next time she got to have a one-night stand, preferably with someone just like Nick.

She doubted this Greg person would be anywhere near as attractive as Nick.

It was pretty unlikely, wasn’t it?








  
  
Chapter 3




Nick pulled up to the old brick house where he’d spent his childhood and released a breath as he put the car in park. 

Suitcase in hand—his mother always insisted he stay overnight—he walked up the driveway and opened the front door, which was never locked. As he took off his shoes, his brother ambled over.

“Hey, man,” Zach said, slapping him on the back. “Good to see you.”

Zach was the third sibling, the only one who’d stayed in Mosquito Bay. He worked as a science teacher at the local high school they’d all attended back in the day.

“How was the drive?” Zach asked.

“Oh, not bad. Bit slow coming out of Toronto, but I can’t complain.”

“Who’s that?” yelled their mother from the kitchen.

“Nick’s here!” Zach shouted back.

The next thing he knew, there was a stampede to the front hall, Mom and Dad in the front, and Ah Ma and Ah Yeh hobbling behind them.

“Nicky!” His mother threw her arms around him. His father was next and gave him a more restrained hug.

“Ah, Nicky!” Ah Ma said. “You stop bossing people around in the city long enough to visit us. How nice of you. We have a big surprise.”

“A big surprise?” Nick said as she patted his back. She didn’t come up to his shoulder. “What is it?”

“It’s a surprise.” Mom turned to her mother-in-law. “You weren’t supposed to say anything.” 

“Okay,” Ah Ma said, “there is not a surprise. I have been forbidden from talking about it. Now I will go back to the kitchen.”

“No!” everyone shouted.

She laughed. “Don’t worry, I’m just teasing!”

In Nick’s experience, most people thought their grandmothers were amazing cooks. People assumed he ate delicious Chinese food made by Ah Ma all the time.

No.

Ah Ma was, frankly, a pretty terrible cook. When they’d had a restaurant in town, Ah Yeh had done most of the cooking.

Now that the initial excitement of his arrival had passed, Nick brought the char siu to the kitchen, then followed Zach, Ah Ma, and Ah Yeh into the living room, where Greg was sitting on the couch. He raised his hand in greeting. “Hey.”

That was Greg, a man of few words. Never one to get caught up in the excitement of anything because, well, he didn’t find many things exciting. He enjoyed model trains and CBC radio—Greg was an old man in some ways—but even then, his enjoyment was more restrained.

Like Nick, Greg lived in Toronto. Sometimes they drove down together, but Greg had wanted to stay in Mosquito Bay for two nights this Thanksgiving, and there was no way Nick was staying more than one. 

“Is Amber here yet?” Nick asked.

“No,” Zach said, “but you know Amber.”

Yes, their little sister was always late.

It was only four o’clock, though, and they probably wouldn’t eat until six. There was still plenty of time. Amber lived about an hour away in Stratford, where she worked in marketing at the theater festival.

Nick made himself comfortable on the couch. He could check if his parents needed any help in the kitchen, but based on past experience, they’d either shoo him out immediately or fail to notice his presence because they were making out. Personally, Nick couldn’t imagine being with the same person for so long and still wanting to make out like that. 

“What’s that?” he asked, nodding at a green furry thing on the coffee table.

Ah Yeh leaned forward and picked it up. He put it on his hand. 

It was a green puppet, a velociraptor from the looks of it.

“You got that on Amazon?” Nick asked, though it didn’t need to be said. His grandfather loved buying things from Amazon.

“Of course. You can find everything on Amazon.”

“Yes, but why do you need a green dinosaur puppet?” 

“For your children, of course.”

Nick coughed. “What?”

“My great-grandchildren. I think I will be getting some soon, if today’s surprise—”

“Aiyah!” Ah Ma said. “They forbid us from talking about it, weren’t you listening?”

Well, this was truly bizarre. 

Nick could also make out a very small sweater sitting on one of the end tables. What the hell? Sure, his parents and grandparents had occasionally talked about him and his siblings getting married and having kids of their own, but actually buying things for these hypothetical children seemed a bit much.

“So, what’s new in Mosquito Bay?” he asked. 

“The diner changed hands,” Zach said, “and Mrs. Meyer—remember her? She finally retired.”

Zach caught him up on all the news about town, Ah Ma adding her opinions here and there. Ah Yeh fell asleep in his chair. Greg grunted occasionally.

Nick was about to ask Zach how his job was going when the doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it,” Greg said. 

He got up and went to the door, returning to the living room a few minutes later with a woman who definitely wasn’t their sister, but she wasn’t a stranger, either.

Diana Lam.

The Lams were family friends of the Wongs. Diana was twenty-seven now, if Nick remembered correctly, a year older than Amber. He hadn’t seen her in several years.

Strange. Sure, the Lams were friends, but Thanksgiving was always just family. And if Diana was here, where were her parents? It wasn’t surprising that her brother, Sebastian, wasn’t present, though. Last Nick heard, Sebastian was doing his residency on the other side of the country.

But the rest of her family?

“Hey, Diana,” Zach said. “Wasn’t expecting to see you today. What’s up?”

“I’m your date!”

“My date?”

“Ah, the first surprise is here,” Ah Ma said.

Zach turned to their grandmother. “I don’t understand.”

Ah Ma was grinning evilly, which always heralded bad things.

“You see,” she said, “we have a problem. All four of you are grown-up. Thirty-four, thirty-two, thirty, and twenty-six. Yet no one is married. Not even engaged. When your parents were twenty-six, they were already married and had Greg. Rosemary says maybe romance is not for everyone, but out of the four of you, I would think at least three would be interested, yes?”

Nick scrubbed a hand over his face. “So you set us all up for Thanksgiving? That’s the surprise?”

“Yes! The woman we found for you is—”

“Don’t ruin it!” Mom came into the living room. “You’ll meet her when she arrives.”

“I don’t want to get married, Mom,” Nick said, “but Greg does, and he’s the oldest. You could have set him up without involving the rest of us.”

“Go big or go home!” Ah Ma said gleefully. “That’s the expression, right?”

“Besides,” Nick continued, “I’m perfectly capable of meeting my own women.”

He recalled the woman he’d had in his bed last weekend. He’d thought of Lily many times in the past week. Once, he’d even spaced out for a whole five minutes at work, remembering how it felt to have her legs wrapped around him.

He pushed that thought out of his mind.

“Then why don’t you bring these women home with you?” Mom asked.

“He does bring them home,” Zach piped up, “but he doesn’t think of this place as home.”

Mom looked scandalized.

Ah Ma looked confused.

Ah Yeh was snoring in the corner, the velociraptor puppet on his hand.

“What does he mean, Nicky?” Ah Ma tugged his sleeve. “I don’t understand.”

“He’s not serious about any of the women he meets in Toronto,” Greg said. “That’s why he’s never brought them to Mosquito Bay. He just brings them to his bed.”

“And why haven’t you brought women here, Greg?” Ah Ma asked. 

“Greg isn’t very good at meeting women,” Nick said. “He’s too busy grunting in the corner.”

“Am not,” Greg said…with a grunt.

His brother did have a sense of humor. Sort of.

“So this matchmaking business is good for him,” Nick continued, “but not for the rest of us.”

“But my life is in Toronto,” Greg said, “not Mosquito Bay. I don’t need to meet a woman who lives in Mosquito Bay.”

“Ah, but your date lives in Toronto!” Ah Ma said. “Very pretty girl. Daughter of your mother’s friend.”

“You convinced her to come all the way to Mosquito Bay for dinner?”

“She is visiting her family for the weekend. Not so bad a drive from there.”

“Hmm,” Greg said uncertainly.

“Why did you set me up with the girl who ran an electric train through my hair when I was a kid?” Zach asked.

“I did not do that,” Diana said.

“You did so.”

“Ah, you are arguing.” Ah Ma nodded sagely. “Good, good. This is always, what do you call it? A prelude to kissing.”

Just then, Amber stormed into the living room, followed by Darren, her boyfriend.

Well, ex-boyfriend.

“Darren claims you invited him as my date!” Amber said to Mom. “He’s lying, isn’t he?”

“No,” Mom said, “he isn’t.”

“They arranged Thanksgiving dates for all of us,” Zach said. “Guess you got stuck with one you’ve already dated.”

Amber crossed her arms over her chest. “There is no way I’m having pumpkin pie with that turd of a human being.”

“Excuse me?” Darren said.

“I always liked you together,” Ah Ma said. “Why did you break up?”

“I am not having this conversation.” Amber turned away.

This was going to be interesting.

Nick wondered who they would set him up with, though he couldn’t say he was looking forward to his date’s arrival. Amber had gotten her ex and Zach had gotten a family friend, so it seemed likely that Nick would get a woman he already knew, too. 

He headed to the kitchen, where his father was working on the potatoes.

“You knew about this whole matchmaking plan?” Nick asked.

“Sure,” Dad said. “Not that I expected anything to come of it, but I thought it would be entertaining, at the very least.”

“And you wonder why I don’t come back here more often!” 

“That’s not fair.” Dad set down his knife. “We’ve never attempted matchmaking on this scale before.”

“You’ve attempted it on smaller scales?”

“Only with Zach, since he lives here.”

This was great. Just great. Nick couldn’t wait until he could return to Toronto tomorrow, knock back a couple drinks, maybe pick up a woman at a bar. Eat a few Korean tacos, or some other food that didn’t exist in Mosquito Bay.

He couldn’t help picturing someone who looked like Lily. Why did he keep thinking of her?

The doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it,” Nick shouted, heading to the front hall.

He opened the door to reveal a young woman, who was smiling hesitantly and carrying a large Tupperware of what looked like Nanaimo bars.

Nick loved Nanaimo bars, but he didn’t care, not now. Because this woman, who was wearing jeans and a light pink sweater, was very familiar. 

He blinked, trying to clear his mind. He must be imagining this.

But when he opened his eyes, she was still standing there.

Lily.








  
  
Chapter 4




Oh, no. 

This couldn’t be happening.

How was this happening? 

Lily was never supposed to see Nick again. It was supposed to be a one-night stand. He was meant to be a pleasant—very pleasant—memory, not someone she would ever encounter in real life.

He was wearing a polo shirt and jeans today. She’d always been partial to men in suits, but he pulled off the casual look well, too. And the naked look.

Get it together, Lily!

She should not be recalling when he lifted her onto the couch, spread her legs, and went down on her, without even closing the curtains, and—

Okay, seriously, Lily. Not important right now.

Her face flamed. 

She was supposed to be set up with a man named Greg and meet his family. She’d even made Nanaimo bars for this wholesome occasion. And now she’d discovered that she’d already slept with someone in Greg’s family. Likely Nick was his brother.

Her only one-night stand! What were the odds?

She couldn’t help wishing she’d been set up with Nick instead, but then she felt stupid and naïve. To him, she was probably just another woman he’d spent an enjoyable night with. Whereas he was the man who’d given her the hottest experience of her life.

There was no way she could actually go out with Greg. Not that she’d had high hopes for this matchmaking event—she’d done it to satisfy her mother—but now it was an impossibility. It would be too weird.

She’d just try to get through dinner and hope Nick wouldn’t say anything. She didn’t want his family judging her.

Well, she didn’t mean she wanted him to say literally nothing, like he was doing now. He was simply staring at her. Shocked, like she was.

But she’d prefer if he didn’t let on that they knew each other.

“Lily,” he whispered, “are you my date?”

She shook her head. “Your brother’s, I think. Don’t say anything, okay?”

He nodded just as another man walked over to the door. The man looked quite a bit like Nick. Maybe an inch or two taller. Good-looking, nice build. 

He didn’t affect her nearly as much as Nick did, however. 

Plus, he was frowning.

Mind you, Nick was frowning now, too, but during the night they’d spent together, he’d smiled at her a lot, aside from the times when he was looking at her intensely, like he wanted to rip her dress off. And when he was ripping her dress off.

Stop it, brain!

“Lily, is that what you said your name was?” Nick said.

“Yes. I’m supposed to be Greg’s date.”

“Hi,” said the other man. “I’m Greg.”

“Well, um, nice to meet you!”

She couldn’t think of anything else to say, not with Nick standing there. It was hard to think clearly in his presence.

“My mom says you’re an engineer?” she managed at last.

“Yes,” Greg said.

Hmm. He wasn’t the greatest conversationalist. No mention of what kind of engineer he was, or anything else.

“I wonder when your date will get here,” Greg said to Nick.

“I’m told your parents invited dates for all of you?” Lily said.

“Yep, all four of us,” Nick confirmed. “Though I suspect my sister’s date will be heading off any minute.”

Just then, there was some yelling from another room. 

“I never want to see you again!” shouted a woman.

“How did things get so bad so fast?” Lily asked. 

“They already know each other,” Nick said. “In fact, they used to date, and apparently it did not end well.”

He left and came back with his hand grasped around a smaller man’s upper arm.

“I don’t care that my parents invited you,” Nick said. “My sister never wants to see you again, so you’re not staying for dinner.”

“But…”

Greg opened the door and Nick shoved the man out. He slapped his hands together afterward.

Lily had to admit, the whole thing turned her on a little.

“Ah, who is here?” said a female voice.

Suddenly, there was a whole crowd of people in the front hall, just as Lily was in the process of taking off her shoes.

“You are Lily!” said the elderly woman, presumably Nick’s grandmother. “Yes, your mother is right, you are very pretty.”

“Uh, thank you.”

“Welcome to our home. I’ll take those for you.” A middle-aged white woman held out her hands, and Lily passed her the Nanaimo bars. “I’m Rosemary, Greg’s mother.”

“Uh, hi. Nice to meet you.”

“This is my husband, Stuart.” She gestured toward an Asian man with long, graying hair. He bore a slight resemblance to Nick.

“You can call me Ah Ma,” said the elderly lady. “You will be part of the family soon, so you might as well.”

“Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves,” Rosemary said. “This is just a setup since Greg here isn’t very good at meeting women. Like our other sons.”

A moment later, the doorbell rang, and Nick opened the door to reveal a petite white woman with wavy blond hair. She wore jeans and an off-the-shoulder floral top.

“You must be Nick!” She grinned, then gave him a hug. “I’m Janice.”

Janice had a rather squeaky voice.

Or maybe she didn’t, and Lily was just jealous because Janice was touching Nick and she wasn’t.

She tried to push those feelings aside. She had no claim on him, and if Nick was genuinely interested in this woman, what was Lily going to do? He was welcome to be interested in any woman he liked. He’d done nothing wrong.

Then he looked at Lily. Was it her imagination, or was that a lustful look in his eyes?

Nah, must be her imagination.

She took a deep breath. This was going to be a long dinner.


      [image: image-placeholder]Nick surveyed the table. There was turkey and stuffing, as well as roasted potatoes, butternut squash, sautéed snow peas, and a large dish of noodles they simply called “Ah Yeh’s noodles.” Nick had no idea what was in them, but they’d always been his and Amber’s favorite, and one year when he was about eight, he’d begged his grandfather to make them for Thanksgiving, and Ah Yeh had done it every year since. There was also lots of cranberry sauce and gravy and warm rolls, plus the char siu he’d brought from Toronto. 

It might not be strictly traditional, but in Nick’s family, this was tradition, like Pictionary at Chinese New Year.

And this year, they might actually eat most of the enormous quantity of food, since there were three more people than usual. 

Lily was sitting next to Greg. He said something to her quietly, and she laughed.

Nick tightened his hand on his fork. Dammit.

Why did his brother get set up with Lily? Why couldn’t Nick have been set up with Lily instead? His brother was all wrong for her, that much was obvious. Lily needed someone to add a little excitement to her day-to-day life. To introduce her to one-night stands and having soup dumplings as a late-night snack. 

She and Greg together? It would be dull.

Not that he thought Lily was dull by herself, oh no, but…

Nick gave his head a shake. He was acting like he knew Lily well after they’d spent a grand total of one night together; in truth, he hardly knew her at all.

Except he felt like he did.

He turned his attention back to the woman sitting beside him. Janice was a pig farmer. He had not expected the pint-sized blonde to be a pig farmer, of all things, but she’d taken over the family farm—about twenty minutes from Mosquito Bay—from her father. 

Which meant she was totally wrong for Nick.

Despite having grown up in this small town on the shores of Lake Huron, he was very much a city guy, and Janice was committed to her pig farm. She also grew soybeans and corn and was telling him unnecessary details about the crops. Details he was sure someone else would be delighted to listen to.

But he wasn’t that guy. 

She also seemed to think his family would be particularly interested in soybeans, perhaps because they were Asian? It was a little weird.

“What’s that?” she asked, pointing at the char siu.

“Barbecued pork. I brought it from Toronto. Here.” He picked up a piece with his fork and placed it on her plate. “What do you think?”

She put it in her mouth and cocked her head to one side. “Not bad.”

Not bad? It was the best char siu in Toronto. He’d tried dozens of places over the years he’d lived in the city. This one was the best.

Though the char siu in the slider at Lychee had been pretty good, too. Or maybe that was just the company.

He shot a look across the table. Lily was already looking at him, and her gaze suffused him with warmth.

Jesus, he was losing it. 

He’d already slept with her, for God’s sake. He shouldn’t be this affected by her.

Nick enjoyed a variety of women, had never felt the need to commit to just one. He was young and rich and good-looking, and he enjoyed flirting with new women in bars, dancing with them in clubs. He was always honest about what he was looking for and never led anyone on.

But now, what he wanted more than anything was to sit next to Lily at Thanksgiving dinner. Then he could put his hand on her leg, like he’d done at Lychee, and admire her from up close. Whisper in her ear and hear her laugh just for him.

His parents had done a piss-poor job of matchmaking. Lily made no sense for Greg, and Janice made no sense for Nick. His parents had also done a bad job with Zach and Diana, who seemed to grate on each other’s nerves.

Amber, lucky her, was seated next to an empty chair, where Darren should have been, but Amber had gotten so angry at the sight of him that Nick had thrown the bastard out. Why did Mom and Dad think setting her up with an ex was the way to go?

Yes, once this dinner was over, he would make his feelings clear to his parents.

There would be no more matchmaking. End of story.

“So, Lily,” Ah Ma said. “What do you do for Thanksgiving in your family? You have turkey?”

Lily shook her head. “One year when I was in elementary school, I begged my parents to have a normal Thanksgiving dinner, like all the other kids. So they bought a turkey, and I’m not sure what went wrong.” She chuckled. “But there was lots of yelling, and by nine o’clock that night, the turkey still wasn’t done, so we ordered Kentucky Fried Chicken. And that’s what we have for Thanksgiving every year now. KFC and an apple pie my mom buys at the grocery store.”

“Where did you grow up?” Nick asked.

“Ingleford.”

Ah. It was a small town south of London, Ontario if he remembered correctly; Mosquito Bay was to the northwest.

He wanted to ask her more questions. He wanted to know more about her than what kind of bubble tea she liked and how she ate her soup dumplings.

But she was Greg’s date.

God, he could barely stand it. 

“What about you?” he asked Janice. “You do the whole turkey thing?”

“Yeah. All my extended family. There’s twenty-six of us. Or is it twenty-seven now? I keep forgetting.”

Nobody said anything for a few minutes, all busy eating their turkey and stuffing and veggies and noodles. Amber, as usual, had loaded up almost entirely on noodles and stuffing. Zach had mostly meat. Greg’s plate was perfectly balanced, as always.

Conversation was not flowing naturally.

This, Nick supposed, was what happened when your parents unexpectedly invited dates for all their children. It probably didn’t help that he was thinking about how he wanted to rip off his brother’s date’s pink sweater and feed her Nanaimo bars.

He hadn’t eaten a Nanaimo bar in a long time, and he was craving one now.

Did Greg actually like Lily…like that? Or was he just being nice?

Nick and his older brother had never fought over a woman before, perhaps because Greg only occasionally showed interest in anyone and rarely bothered with anything as pedestrian as socializing.

Though he seemed to be doing a good enough job with Lily now.

“Nick, how are things in Toronto?” Ah Ma asked. “You do good business? You trick lots of people into buying things?”

“Thank you for that wonderful description of my job.”

“What do you do?” Janice asked. “My parents didn’t tell me, just said you were some fancy Toronto businessman.”

“I work in advertising.”

“Like Mad Men?”

“Sure,” he said. “Just like Mad Men.”

“You like living in the city?” She made a face.

“Yeah, I love it.”

“Don’t you find it noisy?”

“I live on the fifty-third floor. It’s not too noisy up there.”

“Fifty-third floor?” Janice sputtered. “I’m afraid of heights. What happens if there’s a fire? Or a wind storm? What possible advantage could there be to living in downtown Toronto? There’s so much traffic. And crime.”

“There really isn’t. Though the traffic is bad, I’ll give you that.”

“Hmph.”

Nick couldn’t stand it anymore. He finished his noodles in a hurry and didn’t help himself to seconds—even though he always had seconds of Ah Yeh’s noodles—and headed to the kitchen.

He needed a break.








  
  
Chapter 5




Lily excused herself to go to the washroom, and on the way back, she went looking for Nick. He wasn’t hard to find. 

He was in the kitchen, eating her Nanaimo bars.

Nanaimo bars were her favorite dessert to make. The bottom was a mix of graham cracker crumbs, coconut, cocoa powder, nuts, butter, egg, and sugar. Next came the creamy filling: butter, cream, sugar, and custard powder. Lastly, the top layer of chocolate.

They were delicious and extremely unhealthy.

But it was Thanksgiving, and she was being forced to sit through a dinner with a family she didn’t know. Perfectly nice people, but she felt like she was intruding.

Worse, she had to sit across the table from Nick and his date.

Not that Nick seemed interested in Janice, and it was clear they had nothing in common, but it was hard to watch all the same.

She just…dammit.

Maybe Lily sucked at one-night stands after all and couldn’t help getting attached to a man she’d slept with. She was trying to be less boring, but she couldn’t truly change the kind of person she was.
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