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  Author’s Note


Sleigh Me If You Can is part of Nellie and JP’s extended “Happily Ever After.” While it  is a romance novel, this low-angst, low-drama book takes place after the main series arc of them getting together. If you would like to read more, the series begins with Kiss Me If You Can, though their story truly begins in the prequel The Boy Next Door.
If you would like a refresher of the characters in the If You Can series, a summary can be found at the back of the book.
Please note that this books is written in Canadian English, which has rules and spellings from both UK and US English. It also contains phrases and words specifically from Québécois French.
Content Warnings: Full content warnings can be found on my website (cherylterra.com/trigger-warning), but please note that the If You Can series contains characters who engage in casual relationships with characters not involved in the main relationship dynamic. This will not include adultery of any kind between the MCs.
This book contains scenes featuring office drama and politics, mild “negging”/body shaming that is immediately discussed, and discussions of neurodiversity including harmful misconceptions (which are corrected on page).








  
  The Road So Far


Sleigh Me If You Can, while a later book in the If You Can series, can be read as a standalone. 
While everything needed to enjoy this book on its own is shared within the text, there are a few things new readers may want to know before jumping in. 
	Nellie and JP spent the last summer as friends with benefits.

	JP is Nellie’s best friend’s older brother. He previously worked for his dad’s law firm, but quit after a disagreement about a client.

	Nellie has a strained relationship with her wealthy and image-obsessed father, who is attempting to reform his toxic ways.

	Nellie, who is very sex-positive and enjoys sleeping around, did not want a relationship because she didn't want to be limited to “one person.”

	JP and Nellie previously agreed that they might consider an open relationship in the future. JP especially enjoys hearing about Nellie hooking up with other people. 

	Sleigh Me If You Can takes place after Keep Me If You Can.
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Chapter one
A Little Too Relationship-y


“I’m breaking up with you.” 
I folded my arms and glared at JP as he burst out laughing.
“Again?” he said. “Jeez.”
“I’m serious,” I said. “It’s over. I can’t do this anymore.”
“Babe, it’s just—”
“Don’t call me babe. I’m not your babe. We’re breaking up.”
“Right, of course,” he said. “That’s how many times this week, Nellie?”
“Stop patronizing me. I’m done. You’re not my boyfriend anymore.”
He sighed, hanging the ornament he was holding on the tree before turning towards me and stretching his arms out. “Come here.”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“You’re going to hug me and then talk some sense into me.”
He dissolved into laughter again, shaking his head. “How do you say this shit with a straight face?”
“None of your business. Because we’re breaking up.”
“Can you remind me again how many times you’ve broken up with me since we started dating?”
“I’ll break up with you as many times as I need to for it to stick.” 
“You’d miss me,” he said.
“Right. I’d miss having all that time to myself and not having someone eating all my food and making fun of me all the time.” 
“You’d miss getting dicked down whenever you wanted and screaming my name over and over.”
“Nope,” I said. “I could get laid whenever I wanted to before you. By pretty much anyone I wanted to. If I decided I absolutely needed a dick involved, I could go out right now and find some guy to make me scream his name over and over.”
He was laughing before I finished speaking.
“I know you could,” he said. “But you won’t.”
“Why? Because you think I love you so much?”
“No, because I’m already here and you’re lazy. Why go out prowling to get laid when you’ve got me right in front of you, ready to fuck you whenever and however you want?” 
“Hmm. A compelling yet insulting argument. Interesting tactic. Let me know how that works out for you.”
I kept my arms folded tight across my chest as he stepped around the Rubbermaid tote on my living room floor, past the tangled lights and discarded garland and empty ornament boxes. Glaring, I stood stiffly in place while JP wrapped his arms around me and held me against his chest.
“Let’s unpack this,” he said. “Is this a ‘I’m feeling uncertain about the being-in-a-relationship thing and need you to beg me not to leave you because I need to feel wanted’ or ‘I’m having second thoughts about this whole relationship thing and need you to talk some sense into me’?”
“Neither,” I grumbled. “It’s a ‘we’re breaking up and that’s final’ thing.”
“Okay, so both,” he said. “Let’s start with logic. You’re usually more open to the begging once you realize I’m right.”
“Oh, fuck off,” I said, trying to squirm out of his grip.
“Oops, that’s the ‘I accidentally pissed you off’ response. Begging it is.” 
“You’re such a bastard.”
He kissed me on the cheek, his breath warm against my skin.
“Please don’t break up with me, baby,” he whispered in a voice that was husky and dramatic and annoyingly sexy. “Let’s talk about this. Let’s figure this out. You know I love you, princess. Don’t do this to me. You’re my sunshine, my moonlight, the candy cane to my hot chocolate, the elf to my shelf, the snow to my flake, the—”
“Ugh, stop!” I groaned, trying to hide the smile he’d managed to put on my face. “You’re disgusting. That’s so cheesy.”
“You love it.” He kissed me on the cheek again, his lips slightly closer to the corner of my mouth. “Look, if you’re really breaking up with me, let’s at least backtrack so I can figure out where I went wrong, okay? That way you’re not sending me out into the world to make some other poor schmuck suffer my foolishness.”
“They’d deserve it for thinking it was a good idea to date you.”
Another kiss, lips inching ever closer to mine. “Probably. But in this case, let’s assume I want to better myself for the sake of humanity and am genuinely confused why asking you to come to my office Christmas party is break-up-worthy.” 
“You didn’t ask. You assumed I’d go with you.”
He inhaled like he was about to disagree, then hesitated. “You know what, that’s fair. I didn’t think it’d be a big deal, but—” 
“Of course it’s a big deal!” I tried to squirm out of his grip, but when JP dropped his arms and let me pull away, I stood there until he put them back around me. “You hate going to stupid shit like this. You said you didn’t want to go to any big parties like that anymore.” 
“I know,” he said. “But sometimes, I have to do shit I don’t want to do. Like schmoozing with the partners and their wives and everyone else I work with for some company-mandated fun. It’s the dark and ugly side of being a lawyer they don’t tell you about in law school.”
“Your dad is a lawyer,” I said flatly. “You knew damn well what—”
“Details, details,” he said, swaying us from left to right. “But okay. If you really don’t want to go—” 
“I don’t,” I said. “I have zero desire to go to a stupid party where I’m going to have to dress up and play nice with your boss’s wife and talk about shoes and yachts and be careful of what I say so I don’t embarrass you. I’ve had enough of doing that for the stupid parties my dad insisted I go to and—” 
“And I would never ask you to do that,” he said. “Nell, you’ve met Louie before. You told him and half the people I work with now that I have the biggest dick of all my friends before spitting water all over my face. Did you forget that I’m not embarrassed of you?” 
I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out.
“There it is,” JP murmured. He kissed my cheek again in about the same spot as last time. “I’m not asking you to come and pretend to be something you’re not. I won’t ask you for that, ever. I’m asking you—and yes, I mean asking, because I shouldn’t have assumed—to come because this would be a lot more fun with you there.”
“Of course it would be,” I said stubbornly. “I’m a fucking delight.”
I felt him smile. “Of course you are.”
“It’s just…” I sighed heavily. “Doesn’t it feel too couple-y?”
“Couple-y?”
“You know.” I shifted his arms. “Like, relationship-y.”
“How awful,” he said. “It’s almost like we’d be a couple. In a relationship. You know, like how we are a couple in a relationship.”
“We’ve been together for not even a month,” I said. “And anyway, we’re not. I just broke up with you.”
“We officially exchanged the magical ‘You’re my girlfriend and I’m your boyfriend’ words less than a month ago, but it doesn’t mean the last six or whatever months don’t count.” A hand trailed up to the back of my neck, making me shiver. “And even if that was the case, we’ve gone to stuff like this before. You didn’t think it was too couple-y at the Diamond Gala or the Mont Tremblant reception, even if we were only fake dating then. So what’s this really about, Nell?” 
I picked at my thumbnail and didn’t say anything.
“Talk to me, babe.”
“There’s nothing to talk about.”
“Did something happen when you were on the phone with your mom?”
I pulled back for real that time, offended by how stunned I was. “How did you know my mom called?”
JP’s mouth twitched into a smug smirk. “A new episode of Why Am I Like This came out today.”
For fuck’s sake.
He wasn’t wrong. My mom and I discussed the newest episodes of our favourite podcast almost religiously. But if he’d noticed that and also connected that talking to my mom was causing me stress, it meant I wasn’t hiding things as well as I thought I was. 
Which both Dr. Klum, my psychiatrist, and Kelly, my psychologist, would say was a good thing. But seeing as I’d built a whole life around hiding the parts of me I didn’t think people would like as much, it was hard to let go of the instinct to keep doing it. Especially when I wasn’t sure if people would still like me afterwards.
Like my mom.
It wasn’t that she didn’t like me. I mean, she was my mom. She’d love me no matter what, and I was pretty sure she still liked me.
But she didn’t like the four little letters that had been added to my medical chart.
“It’s your body, hon, but I really think you should do some research on these pills,” she’d said earlier that day.
I’d closed my eyes and took what Kelly would have called a grounding breath. “I don’t want to talk about this again.”
“It’s meth, Nellie,” she’d continued. “Methamphetamine. Explain to me how crystal meth can make you focus better.”
“My meds are amphetamines, not methamphetamines,” I’d said. “They’re similar, but not the same. Actually, we talked about this in one of my toxicology classes because certain drug tests break down the difference between the two, but others don’t. The same goes for opioids. Did you know eating a poppyseed muffin can give a false positive for opium because they come from the same plant?” 
“That’s not the point,” she’d said. “But you should really get a second opinion, Nellie. It makes no sense for you to have ADHD. You showed none of the symptoms as a kid. You weren’t bouncing around like you were out of control and you’ve always been good at school when you applied yourself and—” 
She kept talking and I clenched my jaw, fighting back the words that wanted to spill out. That I had, actually, showed symptoms as a kid. That ADHD wasn’t just a hyperactive child who couldn’t sit still. That my prescription from Dr. Klum had worked so fast and so well that I’d cried after a week of taking them thinking about how much time and energy I’d wasted through all my years of school when I could have been doing twice the work in half the time with a quarter of the energy if someone had just noticed I’d needed support instead of surrounding themselves with misconceptions.
They were all valid things to say, but I bit them back. My diagnosis was still new, but my mom and I had already had this conversation at least three times. And since things had gone nowhere, Kelly suggested setting firm and clear boundaries while I sorted out how I felt about everything. 
So I’d taken another grounding breath in and let it out.
“Mom,” I’d said. “I don’t want to keep talking about this.” 
“Okay, but even if you do have ADHD, maybe consider that medication isn’t the brilliant solution—” 
“I’m going to hang up if this conversation doesn’t end now,” I’d said.
She’d paused, then sighed. “Fine. Let’s talk about something else. Does JP like dinosaurs?” 
I’d blinked a few times, as if that would clear my ears out so I could make sure I’d heard what I thought I’d heard. “Dinosaurs?”
“Yeah.”
I’d waited for more of an explanation, but didn’t get one. “I have no idea what his feelings are on dinosaurs. Is there a particular reason you’re asking?” 
“Well, I’m always suspicious of anyone who can’t tell me what their favourite dinosaur is,” she’d said. “But I was telling Jack about our Christmas Eve movie marathons and he suggested we do Jurassic Park this year.”
I’d stiffened. My mom obviously didn’t know that Jurassic Park made me think of a boy with popcorn in his hair on an unusually rainy day in February just before my entire life crumbled around me. It wasn’t like she knew I’d trudged home from the Marchands’ house next door just in time to hear her tell my dad she wanted a divorce. And I wasn’t about to tell her that now, especially because there was a far more pressing question.
“What does that have to do with JP?” I’d asked.
“Well, I don’t want to put together a whole movie marathon themed around dinosaurs if your boyfriend doesn’t like dinosaurs,” she’d said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.
“But JP’s not coming,” I’d said.
Which I’d thought made perfect sense, seeing as we’d been together for less than a month, but apparently, I was wrong.
“Oh,” JP said when I finished telling him about my call with my mom.
I stared at him. “What do you mean, ‘oh’?” 
“Nothing, babe.” He turned and picked up another one of my Christmas ornaments. “For the record, it’s the good old T-Rex.”
“What?”
“My favourite dinosaur. If your mom was wondering.”
My stomach tightened nervously. “You didn’t think you were spending Christmas together, did you?”
He hung the ornament on the tree. “I hadn’t thought about it at all, really.”
I picked at the side of my thumb. “If I spent it with you, I’d have to go to Montreal, and then I wouldn’t see my mom.”
“Your mom thought I was going with you to Toronto to see her,” he said.
“Which would mean you wouldn’t get to have Christmas with your family.” I picked up an ornament, mostly for something to do with my hands that wasn’t picking at the skin around my nail. “That’s not fair to you.”
“I wouldn’t be missing much,” he said.
I put my ornament near the top of the tree. “Yes, you would. Especially since you’re not living in Montreal anymore. Wouldn’t your mom be upset?” 
He shrugged. “Not really. We don’t do all that much for Christmas. Like, my dad used to make us go to church when we were kids. But we stopped doing that after he took my mom on vacation to Bali one year. And we do our dinner on Christmas Eve now since Anne-Marie usually goes to Remy’s on Christmas Day. He’s got a bunch of younger cousins and stuff and she likes to be around when they open all their presents. But they were also talking about going to Barbados to spend the holiday with his great-aunt next year.”
I studied the tree instead of looking at him, then moved the decoration I’d just put up to a different branch. “You don’t, like, get matching pyjamas and drink hot chocolate out of huge tacky Christmas mugs and open a single present together on Christmas Eve?”
“No. Do you?” 
“No. The years I was with my dad, we went to church and then just went home.”
He chuckled. “So why—”
“But when I was a kid, that’s what we did.” I didn’t look at him. “It’s how my dad convinced my mom to go to church, I think. By, like, agreeing to do that after. But she stopped doing it when they got divorced since she usually worked Christmas Eve, so she’d just bring home KFC and we’d do an all-night movie marathon.”
He nodded slowly as he hung another ornament. “Which is why she wanted to know if I like dinosaurs?”
“Because apparently she thinks we should be spending Christmas together even though it hasn’t even been a month.” I suddenly remembered I’d been in the middle of something and reached forward to snatch the ornament he’d just hung off the tree. “Which is part of why we’re breaking up!”
“Because I’m agreeing with you?”
I glanced at him. “What?”
A smirk played on JP’s lips. “Babe, if you’re not ready for us to do Christmas together, I’m not gonna press you for it.”
“You’re not?”
“Remember that whole thing where we get to define how we want our relationship to be?” 
I twisted my mouth to the side. JP moved closer to me, taking the ornament back and re-hanging it before putting his arms around me again.
“Of course I’ll miss you,” he said. “I won’t pretend I won’t. But let’s face it. The worst part of all of this is that I’ll have to go a few days without filling you up with my own personal brand of thick, creamy, white Christmas spirit, but—” 
I groaned. “Please don’t tell me you’re going to spend the next few weeks making dirty Christmas puns or I swear I’ll actually break up with you.”
He snickered. “If that were true, you wouldn’t work so hard to be on my naughty list.”
“Oh, shut up.”
He brought a hand to my chin, notched his fingers beneath it, and tilted my face up.
“Make me,” he murmured.
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Chapter two
Oh What Fun It Is To Ride


Falling in love with JP had been unexpected.  
To me, at least. Apparently, everyone else had seen it coming. His sister, Anne-Marie, had been my childhood best friend and had teased me for years about having a crush on her older brother. Which I’d denied, of course. 
Even though I definitely had a crush on her older brother.
But then there was the day that everything changed.
I’d ended up in JP’s bedroom. Not just in his bedroom, but in his bedroom wearing only a towel because I’d been locked out of Anne-Marie’s bedroom while she and her boyfriend, Remy, hooked up. JP had taken pity on me and let me wait in his room, but as we’d awkwardly tried to ignore the sounds of Anne-Marie and Remy fucking, he’d started teasing me for being a virgin.
And something in me was desperate to prove to him I wasn’t.
Especially once he admitted he was only teasing me because he’d been feeling out if I’d be into him hitting on me.
So even though I was a huge fucking liar who was definitely a virgin at the time, I said I wasn’t. I said I’d prove it. And he believed me all the way up to the moment I sat on his dick and tried not to scream.
He didn’t get mad that I’d lied. He called me out on it, sure, but he listened to my reasoning and then held me and comforted me and asked if I wanted to stop. 
It wouldn’t be the only time he’d made me feel cared for when I felt like a fuck-up, but I hadn’t known that yet. It was the first time, though. And then when I’d said I did want to keep going, he proceed to fucking ruin me with how goddamn good he was in bed.
But that was it. We fucked one time and I left for university and he went on with his life. 
That was all I wanted. I didn’t want him. Not when he was part of the life I’d hated, one of the privileged snobs who thought success was a number in a bank account.
Then, years later, I ran into him again. And I hooked up with him again. 
And again.
And again.
Because he wasn’t like that. 
He was funny and thoughtful. 
He was passionate and open-minded. 
He drove his parents crazy because he did things like refusing to work for his dad’s renowned law firm when his dad tried to make him take on a case that went against his morals.
But that was supposed to be it. It was supposed to be a casual thing. Two people who didn’t do relationships, who didn’t do serious, who didn’t want to be anything more than a summer of fucking because it was convenient.
And then he went and ruined it by falling in love with me. 
Although I guess I ruined it, too, since I also fell in love with him. 
But it meant that both of us were new to being in love, and being with one person, and being together. 
Which meant that neither of us really knew what the fuck we were doing half the time. But where I usually leapt to the whole “This is hard, let’s break up and be done with it” thing, JP usually was there patiently reminding me that it didn’t matter if we knew what we were doing because we were allowed to make our own rules about our relationship. That it didn’t matter what everyone else thought; the only opinion that mattered about the whole thing was mine. Well, and his, but his opinion was usually “Let’s do the thing that makes you comfortable,” so really, it meant it was up to me. 
And then, once he’d worn me down and convinced me we didn’t need to do the relationship equivalent of burning a house down because there was a spider in it,  he’d make a point of reminding me why we were together, why I’d agreed to be his stupid girlfriend when I’d said I never wanted to be anyone’s girlfriend. 
Which usually involved his head between my legs, so the moment JP finished agreeing with me that it was far too early to spend Christmas together and hinted he wanted me to sit on his face, I abandoned the half-decorated Christmas tree in my living room. 
“And here I thought you were gonna make like a present and get laid under the tree,” JP chuckled as I pulled him down the hallway to my bedroom.
“Shut up,” I said again.
“I told you to make me.”
Both of us knew that most of the time, Frosty the Snowman would thumpety-thump his way down to hell to let the devil use his carrot nose as a dildo before I let JP tell me what to do.
However, Frosty the Snowman had never experienced JP’s talented tongue spoiling his snowballs and also he was a fictional snowman, so who could trust his opinion on the matter?
So I made him shut up. I made him lie on my bed, still fully clothed, and stripped myself naked while he watched. Then, knowing damn well his cock was already pressing painfully into the fly of his jeans, I climbed on the bed and sat on his face.
“Mmm,” came the muffled groan from between my legs. When I looked down, I couldn’t see much more than the top of JP’s head. Not that it mattered; I didn’t need to see anything to picture what he was doing. I could conjure that up all on my own, everything from the cloud of bliss in his eyes to the glistening wetness that would be coating his chin
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