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Grayson Hart doesn’t do soft. He runs into burning buildings, fights back flames, and keeps his desires locked down tighter than a firehouse locker. Especially when it comes to the one woman he can’t have—his best friend’s little sister. But when a family “emergency” forces him and Tinsley Dresdan into a cabin for the holidays—with no way out and no clothes on—Grayson’s about to break every rule he’s ever lived by.

Tinsley has wanted Gray forever. She’s tired of pretending, tired of waiting, and tired of the way he looks at her like he wants to devour her but never acts. When the heat between them ignites, it’s more than she ever imagined.

And when Grayson finally snaps? He’s not just going to take her.

He’s going to claim her. Forever.

This Thanksgiving, forget the turkey.

She’s getting stuffed.
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Chapter 1
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Tinsley

Thanksgiving is supposed to be about turkey, stretchy pants, and pretending not to argue with family. But of course, my mom has other plans—plans that include matchmaking me with Grayson Hart, my brother’s best friend and the town’s hottest fireman.

Gray. Freaking. Hart.

He’s six feet plus of raw muscle, all broad shoulders and rough hands and that low, gravelly voice that could melt butter—and panties. He’s the kind of man women write fanfiction about. And okay, I get why Mom thinks we’d look good together. He’s a hero. A literal hero. But he’s also a walking, talking heartbreak.

Once upon a time, I was obsessed with him. I'd bake cookies and show up at the firehouse with snacks, pretending they were for my brother, Rayne. Everyone knew they weren’t. But then I found out the truth—the topless bar hookups, the flirty smiles that never meant anything—and my heart slammed on the brakes real hard.

That crush? Dead and buried.

...Mostly.

Now Mom’s got hearts in her eyes and grandbaby fever, and apparently that means trapping her only daughter in a room with the one man I swore I’d never fall for again.

She lures me into the basement with some nonsense about a wine opener. And like an idiot, I go.

Then I hear footsteps on the stairs.

“Mo—oh. Hey.” Not Mom. Not even a little. “Is she coming down too or...?”

Gray shrugs, casual as ever, all biceps and smirks. “She told me to find the wine opener.”

I blink. “She told me to find the wine opener.”

And just like that, my stomach twists.

I bolt up the stairs and tug at the door.

Locked.

Of course it’s locked.

I sigh, dropping back down to the cold step as realization sets in. “She’s meddling again.”

Gray’s brows pull together. He moves past me, takes the stairs two at a time, and tries the door himself. Then he pounds on it, hard enough to rattle the frame.

Nothing.

“We’re stuck,” I mutter. “In the basement. Together.”

His voice is low, almost teasing. “Could be worse.”

I look up at him. Those dark eyes. That cocky half-smile.

Yeah. It could definitely be worse.

Or a whole lot better... depending on how long we’re locked in here.

“What the hell?” Gray grumbles as he jiggles the doorknob again. “What’s going on?”

Then—bam.

The lights go out.

“Holy crap!” I shoot up off the floor, bumping into a stack of boxes. “Did she seriously just cut the lights?” My heart's thudding, and yeah—I’ll admit it—basements are ten times creepier in the dark.

“Relax, sweetheart,” Gray says, his voice low and calm like he’s trying to soothe a spooked kitten. “There’s a candle and some matches in a tin on the shelf. I’ve seen it before. Just gotta feel around...”

I hear him coming closer, his boots heavy on the floor, and then—

“Ahh!” I yelp when two big hands land squarely on my boobs.

Like, full-on cupping.

He freezes.

I freeze.

Time freezes.

“Uh. Not the candle,” I squeak.

He still doesn’t move. His hands just...stay there. Warm. Big. Unapologetically holding my tits like they belong to him. My nipples go hard like they think it’s an invitation.

“Shit,” he finally mutters, pulling his hands back like he touched something hot. “Sorry.”

I swallow, trying to breathe like a normal human. “S’okay.”

A moment later, there’s a click and a soft glow as the candle flickers to life. It barely lights the room, but now I can see him, and honestly? That’s somehow worse. He’s all rugged stubble and rumpled shirt, and those hands of his look way too confident for their own good.

He drops down beside me, thigh pressed against mine, like nothing happened.

“So,” he says, real casual. “Why do you think it was your mom who locked us in here and shut off the power?”

My mouth opens. Words try to come out. They don’t.

“She thinks we should...we...uh...”

Abort mission, Tinsley. Abort!

“She—I don’t know. She’s just...Mom?”

Real smooth.

Gray narrows his eyes like he’s putting pieces together, and that smirk of his is pure sin. “Oh no. Now you have to tell me.”

And just like that, I realize I might be the one trapped—but Gray?

He’s hunting.

Oh damn!
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Chapter 2
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Gray

Tinsley’s blush is the prettiest damn thing I’ve seen all day—and I’ve looked at her a lot. She tries to play it off, all flustered and innocent, but the way her cheeks flush gives her away.

Now I have to know what her mom’s up to.

With Lynda, it could be anything. Maybe she wants us to show up at her Book Club—which is just an excuse for wine and gossip without the husbands. Or maybe she needs a favor. The kind that used to end with poor Rayne getting ambushed into “accidental” dates. But Rayne’s off the market now—engaged and disgustingly in love—so clearly her matchmaking radar has swiveled... right at me.

“What is it?” I ask, stepping a little closer just to watch her squirm. “If you don’t tell me, I’ll find out anyway. You know I will.”

Her shoulders slump like she knows I’m right. “Okay!” she huffs. “She’s trying to set us up.”

My brows shoot up. “Come again?”

“She’s trying to set us up,” she repeats, like it’s some tragic betrayal.

I blink. “Wait—are we talking murder and a framed crime scene kind of set-up? Because your mom has always had it out for Mrs. Henderson, and I wouldn’t put it past her—”

“No!” she groans, throwing her hands in the air. “Not like that! Like...set us up together. Together-together. As in, baby-making.”

Oh.

Oh hell.

I feel the slow smirk curl on my lips. “Huh.”

“Huh?” she repeats, clearly expecting outrage, or at least concern.

“I think it’s sweet,” I say with a shrug.

She gapes. “You think my mom locking us in a basement and wanting me knocked up is sweet?”

“Well...” I pause. “She only wants grandbabies from you, right?” My jaw clenches a little tighter than I mean it to. “Not from some other guy?”

Her eyes go wide. “Of course just me! She hasn’t done this to anyone else.”

I grin. Possessive and primal and absolutely not sorry about it. “Then yeah. It’s sweet.”

She rolls her eyes so hard I can practically hear it. “Unbelievable. Why is it sweet as long as it’s you?”

She backs away toward the shelves, trying to keep space between us. Cute. But pointless. I follow like I always do when it comes to her. Close enough to feel the heat rolling off her skin.

“Because...” I say, voice low and tight, “it means she trusts me with you.”

She freezes.
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