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What Reviewers Say About ’Nathan Burgoine’s
Work

Faux Ho Ho

“The setup is simple: fake
boyfriends for the holidays, started as a lie to get someone out of
a dreaded family event, but snowballs into a more elaborate ruse. A
tried-and-true formula really. But, Faux
Ho Ho, ’Nathan Burgoine’s new holiday release, is anything but
formulaic or contrived. The execution is original, and the story is
an utter delight. It’s charming, fun, and sweet, everything a
Christmas romance should be. And, it’s also a little bit nerdy!
Which, in my book, is a bonus.”—The Novel Approach

Exit Plans for Teenage Freaks

“Burgoine (Of Echoes Born, 2018, etc.) has created a
gay teen protagonist who is a bit goofy at times but who is
comfortable in his own skin....Overall, a feel-good, contemporary
read with strong LGBTQIAP rep and an unusual fantasy
subplot.”—Kirkus Reviews

“READ THE BOOK. NOW. IT IS AMAZING.”—Book Princess
Reviews

Of Echoes Born

“Burgoine assembles 12 queer supernatural tales,
several of which interlock...The best tales could easily stand
alone; these include ‘The Finish,’ about an aging vintner whose
erotic dalliance with a deaf young man named Dennis gets
complicated, and ‘Struck,’ in which beleaguered bookstore clerk
Chris meets Lightning Todd, who predicts his future wealth and
romance. A pair of stories set in ‘the Village,’ a gay
neighborhood, feature appealing characters and romances and could
be components of a fine Tales of the City–like
novel.”—Publishers Weekly
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queer spec-fic, didn’t exactly blast its way into any sales
records, to be clear—that I decided the magical side of the Village
wasn’t something I was done with yet.
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Village, so a huge thank-you to her a second time in that regard as
well, along with the rest of the Bold Strokes Books team who keep
everything rolling and make these novellas happen, which includes
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front-and-center. And, as always, the promise of the Village is
this: you don’t have to have read what came before, nor in any
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You saved so many lives. Truly.

A beautiful husky with mismatched eyes stared at
Ivan through the window. It was a striking feature for an already
gorgeous dog. One eye was a cool blue, the other a beautiful gold.
The dog sat, his leash tied to the pole outside, and seemed
infinitely patient.

Ivan wondered which of the people in the lineup
owned the dog. One of the slender young men in hoodies, or maybe
the older woman who’d just ordered a chai? A boisterous voice broke
his concentration.

“I’m looking for something in a ‘Don’t strangle your
family.’ What’ve you got?” Jian said.

Ivan smiled, handed the older woman her chai, and
gave his attention to Jian. He gestured for his new part-timer
Tareq to take over at the bar, heading for the packaged tea
counter.

“Bad morning at home?” he asked Jian.

“Worse than bad. Tragic.” Jian’s spiked black hair
wasn’t as artfully arranged as usual. The plain black shirt wasn’t
flattering his round frame, either. He looked exhausted. No,
Ivan thought. He looks defeated.

“Do you know what a triple threat is?” Jian
said.

Ivan shook his head. “Sorry.”

“Someone who can sing, dance, and act,” Ivan’s
sister said, passing with a tray of cups. He was never sure how
Anya did that, but she had a knack for picking up part of a
conversation as she walked by.

“She’s right,” Jian said. “Singing. Dancing.
Acting.” He held up a finger with each declaration of talent.
“Like, I don’t know, Beyoncé.”

“Not a big fan,” Ivan said.

“I’ll ignore that because I love you. Anyway, I had
a triple threat and he was perfect for the lead. We’re doing an
all-male version of Nunsense, and this guy had it all. He
was so patient, wanted to learn from a master he said, someone with
a history in real theatre. Well, I was flattered, of course, but
I’m not so naive as all that.”

Ivan said nothing, knowing full well how open to
flattery Jian was when it came to his long career in Toronto and
Ottawa theatre.

“I take him to dinner, I introduce him to people, we
do our preview show for the local rags and cockroaches—theatre
critics, darling. Anyway, he gets rave reviews, thanks to my
hard work and hours of extra training, and do you know what he
does?”

Ivan took a breath. “He leaves?”

“He leaves!” Jian said. Then he blinked. “How did
you know that?”

“Isn’t this the third time you’ve snagged a great
lead for a play and had him walk? I think maybe people are taking
advantage of free mentoring.”

Jian sighed. “He was so handsome.”

And there it is. Ivan nodded. “I’m sorry.
Now, why do you want to strangle your family?”

“My nǎinai is at it again.”

Ivan couldn’t help it. He laughed. “Seriously?”

“I’ll find you a nice Chinese boy!” Jian’s normally
musical and airy voice dropped to what seemed a very masculine
growl to Ivan’s ears. He’d never met Jian’s grandmother, though he
had sent home teas via Jian many times. Given Jian’s impersonation,
he assumed she was a chain-smoker with a whisky habit.

“She’s still ready to ‘help,’ eh?”

“She thinks if I only dated Chinese men it wouldn’t
end in heartbreak.” Jian sighed. “Maybe I should. Lord knows the
men I’ve dated aren’t lining up to stick around.”

“You’ll find someone.”

Jian laughed, but the sound wasn’t happy. “Have you
been online dating lately?”

Ivan shook his head. “I’ve never tried it.”

“Well, let’s just say I’m the anti-triple
threat. Every damned profile ends the same. ‘Masc4Masc’ or ‘No
Fems’ or ‘Prefer Fit’ and other even less subtle garbage.”

Ivan winced. “That’s gross.”

“Darling, I know. I mean, look at me.” Jian raised
his arms. “Who doesn’t love a swishy theatre bear?”

“Serenity.”

“Who’s Serenity? Is he single?”

“No,” Ivan said. “It’s a white tea, with hibiscus
and blueberry. I think it’ll help you not strangle your
grandmother.”

Jian crossed his arms. “I’ll have it double-strong.”
He winked. “Just like my men.”

Ivan just shook his head. When he glanced up after
packaging the bag of Serenity, the husky was gone.

 


*

 


“Jian get heartbroken again?” Anya asked Ivan a
moment later.

“As always
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