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When her smug ex shows up to Thanksgiving dinner with a fiancée on his arm, Harper refuses to be the pathetic, pining ex-girlfriend at the table. Desperate, she turns to the one man she knows will turn heads—her ridiculously hot next-door neighbor, a grease-stained, muscle-bound mechanic with a devil’s smile.

Cole agrees to play the part of doting boyfriend for one night... but sparks fly the moment his arm wraps around her waist. Every lingering touch and whispered word feels far too real. And when the pretending turns into heated kisses under the kitchen table and stolen moments in the hallway, Harper starts to wonder if she’s faking it anymore.

What started as a holiday ruse quickly becomes a night of passion neither can forget. But when the weekend ends, will they go back to being neighbors—or dare to admit the truth simmering between them?

A fake dating Thanksgiving romance with steamy slow burns, possessive touches, and a HEA that tastes better than pumpkin pie.
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​Trigger Warnings 
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There are a number of triggers in this book. They are the following:


●  Fake dating / pretend relationship

●  Jealousy and possessiveness

●  Sexual situations / consensual erotic scenes

●  Dirty talk, praise, and degradation kink

●  Breeding kink / talk of impregnation

●  Adult themes including sexual exploration and intimacy

●  Mild language
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This story is intended for mature audiences only (18+). All sexual content is consensual and for fantasy purposes.
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​Dedication 
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To the readers who love a little chaos, a lot of heat, and happily ever afters that make your heart—and your imagination—race.

To those who know that pretending can sometimes lead to the most unexpected, unforgettable truths.

And to anyone who has ever needed a neighbor, a hero, or a little mischief at Thanksgiving.
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Tropes: 

Fake dating • Neighbors to lovers • Plus-size heroine • Protective possessive hero • Ex drama • Family dinner tension • High spice • Breeding kink 
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Harper

Thanksgiving, that cherished, time-honored tradition of gratitude and togetherness, was, in my mind, intended to be a sanctuary of simplicity, a peaceful oasis in the relentless churn of the year. My vision was always a meticulously crafted, cozy tableau: the warm, amber glow of the fireplace casting dancing shadows on the familiar, beloved faces of my family, the air thick and rich with the comforting, almost sacred aroma of roasting turkey, fragrant with rosemary and sage, mingling with the sweet, spicy notes of cinnamon-dusted pumpkin pie. It was meant to be a day punctuated by the gentle hum of conversation, a soothing background score to our shared presence, occasionally broken by the melodious burst of joyful laughter echoing through the house, and the sweet, utterly satisfying indulgence of a generous second slice of my grandmother's legendary, flaky-crusted apple pie. The very thought of it was designed to be a balm for the soul, a chance to truly reconnect with those who mattered most and to deeply recharge my weary spirit.

But the carefully constructed peace, so fragile and precious, was about to shatter like delicate crystal. The initial invitation, extended with what I genuinely believed was a spirit of simple familial obligation, had inadvertently opened a veritable Pandora's Box of unspoken anxieties and simmering resentments. And then came the bombshell, delivered with an almost cruel nonchalance: my ex, Jason, the very architect of a significant, painful chapter of my emotional history, was not only attending but was bringing his new fiancée. The mere thought sent a visceral chill down my spine, a stark, unwelcome contrast to the anticipated warmth and festive cheer of the holiday. Suddenly, my simple, idyllic vision of Thanksgiving had morphed, with sickening speed, into a waking nightmare, a claustrophobic scenario I hadn't even dared to conjure in my darkest, most anxious imaginings. The expectation of having to plaster on polite smiles and engage in measured, insincere conversation felt like a Herculean task, an exhausting, agonizing performance I was already dreading, all while the raw, unhealed wounds within my heart throbbed with the agonizing clarity of every single betrayal, every cutting word, every moment he had fractured my trust beyond repair. The impending arrival was less about sharing a celebratory meal and more about enduring a silent, excruciating ordeal, forcing me to confront the ghost of a past I desperately wanted to leave buried, now paraded before me in the radiant, triumphant form of his future.

The familiar, sharp ping of a new message echoed through the unsettling quiet of the room, a sound that had, lately, become both a constant companion and a growing source of internal dread. With a sigh that felt heavier than it had any right to be, I picked up my phone, the cool glass a stark contrast to the persistent warmth I was desperately trying to conjure within myself. My thumb navigated the familiar interface, skipping practiced beats before landing on the brightly colored icon of our sprawling family chat.

The screen, alight with a stark, fluorescent glow, presented a relentless torrent of digital communication. Each message, a vibrant, flashing digital snapshot of our chaotic but undeniably cherished familial relationships, scrolled by in a dizzying blur—a rapid-fire succession of emojis, GIFs, and capital-letter declarations that punctuated the silence of the room.

The content itself formed a familiar, overwhelming tapestry of shared history and mundane updates. There were the requisite comments about Aunt Carol’s latest disastrous baking attempt—her infamous "rock-hard" rolls, now a veritable family legend discussed in hushed, amused tones every holiday luncheon, their petrification status confirmed by a series of grimacing face emojis. Next, Dad’s latest embellished fishing tale materialized, complete with a blurry photo of a bass that, through sheer narrative inflation, had grown from a standard catch to a mythical sea monster. Further down, my younger cousin’s triumphant graduation photo beamed, his face flushed with pride beneath the stiff angles of his black cap and gown, framed by congratulatory bursts of confetti and wine glass icons.

This entire ecosystem—this comforting, if utterly overwhelming, deluge of everyday life—was registering only peripherally. My eyes, locked in a state of hyper-focus, weren't truly processing the details. They were trained by a nervous, almost frantic anticipation, guiding my thumb which hovered millimeters above the glass. I was scanning, searching with a desperate intensity and a singular purpose. Each passing conversation bubble, each burst of color, was met with instant dismissal, the background noise drowning out everything except a silent, internal plea echoing in the void: Where is it? When will it appear? The cheerful chaos was merely a hindrance to the absolute silence of the message I truly needed to find.

I was, for what felt like the hundredth time that hour, scrolling through the family group chat again. The hope, a foolish, flickering candle in a gale-force wind, was that the dreaded message, the one confirming his attendance, the one that felt like a ticking bomb in our carefully constructed peace, had somehow, miraculously, vanished into the digital ether. Perhaps it had been a glitch, a phantom notification, a collective hallucination born of my own anxieties.

My gaze snagged, almost painfully, on the sender’s name. No, it hadn't disappeared. The text, stark and unyielding in its brevity, remained, an unblinking cursor on my impending misery. The words, so innocuously cheerful to everyone else, felt like a physical blow to my gut. The confirmation. The absolute, undeniable inevitability.

No such luck. The digital ink had dried, solidifying on the screen, and with it, the fragile illusion of my wishful thinking dissolved entirely, leaving behind only the cold, hard, inescapable reality of his impending arrival. My cousin’s cheerful text practically leapt off the screen, its bright tone a cruel irony:

“Can’t wait to see you! Jason’s bringing a date—she’s super sweet!” Sweet. Sure. Just what I needed to hear. Another reminder of what I'd lost, packaged in saccharine politeness.

The heavy, suffocating weight of my perceived failure to hold onto someone I loved settled over me, not merely like a blanket, but like a vast, sodden shroud dipped in frozen water and weighted with lead. It was a crushing, inescapable pressure that bore down on my spine and flattened my lungs, making every ragged breath an effort of will. The cold, relentless seepage of this realization chilled me to the marrow, a profound and absolute certainty that in the defining moment of our shared life, I had not just stumbled, but completely collapsed, watching helplessly as the precious connection slipped through my inept fingers.

Then, with a sound that was less a sigh of resignation and more a profound, desperate lament—a guttural groan of pure, unadulterated despair that clawed its way up from the very pit of my diaphragm—I surrendered to the physical exhaustion. My head dropped like a shot bird onto the cluttered landscape of the kitchen table, burying my face deep into the cradle of my hands. The rigid edges of my knuckles pressed sharply against my exhausted, stinging eyes, an intentional, minor physical pain meant to distract from the lacerating internal agony. Behind my closed eyelids, the resulting pressure burst into shimmering, frantic patterns of light, mirroring the chaotic static that had become my waking mind.

The sticky veneer of the table, littered with the forgotten detritus of days spent in emotional paralysis—dry toast crumbs, the flaky residue of a spilled sugar bowl, and complex, dark rings left by half-forgotten coffee stains—felt like an accurate, sickening reflection of my chaotic internal state. Every single component of the mess, from the sour scent of stale espresso to the rough grit of the crumbs embedded in the moisture on my forearms, testified to the complete breakdown of order, both domestic and emotional. I was an island of entropy, and the kitchen table was the only tactile proof that the universe, much like my memory of what we had, was slowly, miserably decaying.
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