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To the romantics who understand Thanksgiving is the superior holiday.
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PROLOGUE
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Winnie Kerr stretched in her seat, neck popping as she flexed. Her phone was cradled against her shoulder, the angle doing nothing to soothe her frazzled nerves. Outside her office window, Savannah was getting into the holiday spirit. Thanksgiving hadn’t happened, but already the streets were lined with twinkle lights, garland, and holly. Her office building hadn’t gotten the memo—there wasn’t a strand of tinsel or candy cane to be found. 

Despite her neighbors and colleagues buying turkeys and packing for road trips, Winnie was firmly planted in her office chair. The holiday didn’t call to her, and frankly, if it did, she wouldn’t answer. Gravy and dressing were the furthest thing from her mind...

“You cannot have Chinese takeout for Thanksgiving, Win.” The sweet, well-meaning nagging of her baby sister, Whitney, brought a smile to her face. It was a nice, considering she hadn’t cracked a grin all day. Smiling is frowned upon when negotiating and arguing with opposing counsel. A toothy grin can kill reputations faster than a series of lost cases.

“Thanks for your concern, Whit,” Winnie chuckled. “I’ll have you know, this is a victimless crime, skipping turkey day.”

There was a pause on the other end while her sister presumably wrangled in her retort. Whitney lived her life based on her heart, an organ that, up until recently, hadn’t been getting a lot of action. In stark contrast, Winnie let her brain do the talking. She was an attorney after all, it suited her well. 

“Win, what does Mari want to do?” 

And that’s how her sister got her to finally put down the brief she was working on and listen. “Wow, way to bring my girlfriend into this,” Winnie sighed. “I don’t think Mari minds. We’ve both been so busy with work these last couple months.”

Whitney was incredulous. “You’re both workaholics, but that doesn’t mean you couldn’t take a couple days to stop and smell the cranberry sauce. Or maybe simply take a break from it all? You remember how to breathe, right?” Her sister’s sass never failed to make Winnie chuckle.

“Yes, I do. I think the last time I fully exhaled was right around the time I finished that internship in Atlanta.” 

Now Whitney’s annoyance nearly radiated through the line. “I’m serious! You, and Mari, deserve a breather.” She wasn’t certain, but Winnie thought she heard Whitney’s foot stomp all the way across Georgia.  

Pursing her lips, Winnie pushed off her seat and stalked around her desk. She cupped the back of her neck, willing her traitorous heart to slow. “Mari’s fine with bypassing the holiday. We agreed we’ll order takeout and just lay low for a couple days.”

A loud snort echoed through the phone. “Ha! Give me a freaking break, Win. Granted I don’t know Mari well—yet—but I’d wager y’all will be working within five minutes of eating your Kung Pao Chicken.”

Winnie opened her mouth to argue, to tell Whitney that her and Mari could enjoy a few days without being glued to their laptops, phone ringers set so they wouldn’t miss a single notification. But the words wouldn’t come; she’d never lie to her sister. 

She imagined it clearly, her apartment cluttered with files, empty takeout containers, open laptops, and a very surly Xena strutting around waiting for extra kibble. Her cat could always tell when it was a special occasion, and she’d set up shop next to her food bowl with a smirk on her face. If cats could smirk, that is...

Whitney gave up waiting for a response and said, “Come to Pinegrove. Daisy is making a whole feast, and we certainly have room for two more.” 

Pinegrove, Georgia was a picturesque small town where her sister had moved that summer. After falling in love with a hot fireman and finding her dream job, she had never been happier. Winnie had yet to meet Daisy, Trevor’s momma. During her rare visit a couple months ago, she just hadn’t had the time. The woman was sweeter than her favorite pralines, and Winnie had no doubt she and Mari would be welcomed with open arms. 

“We don’t want to impose, and besides. I don’t even know if Mari and I could get off work.”

Now her sister was really laughing. “Lordy, Win. You’re killing me here. Neither of you ever take time off, and isn’t your firm closed on Friday?” Damn, Whitney had clearly done her research. 

Nibbling her lip, Winnie stalled for time. “I, uh, think Mari’s firm is open.”

The quiet clicking of keys could be heard through the line. “Nope, I just Googled it. You’re both free as birds.” Winnie could practically see her sister punching the air in victory; lousy internet. 

“Even though the offices are closed doesn’t mean we won’t be working,” Winnie countered like the winning litigator she was. She wouldn’t let Whitney win this round, not without a fight. There was work to be done, after all...

Whitney’s voice was softer as she asked, “Are you afraid you’d be in the way?” Damn her sister’s ability to see right through her. 

Throat tightening, Winnie couldn’t bring herself to speak. If she so much as opened her mouth, the jig would be up. She rubbed at the hollow of her neck, willing the muscles to relax so she could be her usual calm and collected self. Her body had other ideas, forcing Whitney to continue her plea. 

“You wouldn’t be, and I want my family here, too.” There it was, the ace in the hole. 

The Kerr family had been scattered around the south for several years now. Winnie and Whitney were their parent’s only children. As soon as both girls were done with college, their parents sold the family home and moved south to Florida where they could bake in the sun, swim with the dolphins, and live their best retired lives. 

Neither sister begrudged their parents this luxury. They worked hard, and if they could retire young, why shouldn’t they? It wasn’t lost on Winnie that she’d somehow had skipped the relaxing gene. Ever since she graduated from law school, she was a woman on a mission. She wanted to make partner at a medium-sized firm before her thirty-fifth birthday, and if she found the time she’d buy a cute little place to call her own. The notion of lounging in the sand when she could be filing cases and strutting the halls of a courthouse nearly had her cackling. 

“Ah, so you’re playing the guilt card.” Winnie surmised, finally finding her voice. “Did you invite mom and dad?”

“They’re not back from their Alaskan cruise for another two weeks. Didn’t they tell you?”

Of course they’d told Winnie, but in traditional fashion, she’d forgotten almost immediately. Nearly all of her time was focused on work. She paced as guilt surged. “Yeah, I forgot.” Squeezing her eyes shut, she racked her memory for any mentions of their travel plans, but she came up blank. 

“Win, listen. I love you, and I miss you. All I’m asking is for a couple nights here in Pinegrove. Y’all can stay at Trevor’s place, since we’ll be staying with Daisy and Paul. Come out and eat turkey and pecan pie and relax.” She giggled and added, “or relax as much as you allow yourself.”

“But...”

“I’m overruling you, counselor. Talk to Mari. You can be here in a few hours. All you have to bring is yourselves. You won’t have to lift a finger.” Giggling she added, “and the good Lord knows we won’t ask you to cook.”

Despite her horrid culinary skills, Winnie didn’t like her sister’s tone. “Hey now, I made that stir fry. Remember? With the mushrooms and stuff?”

Whitney scoffed. “How could I forget? The mushrooms were rubbery and you’d somehow managed to burn the Bok choy. My stomach is still recovering.” 

Nostrils burning with the memory of charred greens, Winnie bit back a sigh. “I just think—”

“Exactly!” Whitney interrupted. “Think about it, okay? It won’t kill you to consider a few measly days off.” 

“I’ll think about it,” Winnie finally caved, although she had no desire to leave work, even if only for a few nights. As she shared goodbyes with Whitney, she hung up and tossed her phone onto her desk. It landed with a sad, yet somehow accusing, thud.

She needed to talk to Mari. Maybe her sister was right. Perhaps it really was time to unplug and spend time with her girlfriend. Mari was important to her, but she hadn’t done a good job showing it lately. 

*
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Mari Balogh was in hell—also known as holiday traffic. Thanksgiving was three days away, but the city was already bursting with festive hustle and bustle. She honked her horn at a pair of teenagers who stopped to take pictures in the middle of the road in front of a historic square. While she could appreciate the beauty of her town, she couldn’t muster the patience for nonsense right now. 

It had been a week at work, and it was only Monday. Her firm had lost a case she’d spent months working on, and the stench of failure clung to her like a cloying perfume. All she wanted was to kick off these torture device heels, pour a glass of wine and a hang out with her girlfriend. 

Fortunately, Winnie understood how important her career was to Mari. The pair had met that summer at a legal conference and hit it off immediately. And why wouldn’t they? Two type-A personalities obsessed with their legal careers were destined to click. 

Click they had. It was a bit of a bumpy start, as Winnie’s firm had lost a potential merger that she’d spent a whole year working on, but once she shook free of the guilt, she and Mari had started spending more and more time together. And by more time, they’d see each other here and there when their demanding schedules allowed. Dinner at eleven thirty wasn’t rare, and neither was a late breakfast on weekends after spending the morning on briefs and depositions.

Usually, Mari didn’t mind the 60 plus hour weeks. Her job as a paralegal challenged and motivated her, and she drew a great deal of satisfaction by working her ass off. She’d grown up in a large family in Boston, and after earning her degree, she’d moved down to Savannah for the charm, privacy, and slightly slower pace. The legal world had a tendency to turn even the slowest vibe manic...

The hectic hours and crazy workload hadn’t been an issue...until she met Winnie. With Winnie, Mari’s soul felt lighter, her world brimming with bright colors. They shared the same ethics and goals, but they also had chemistry she’d never experienced before. One look from Winnie across the room had the ability to turn Mari’s bones to jelly. And despite being a hard-ass on the job, her girl was a world-class cuddler. 

That was the thing of it, they hadn’t had as many cuddles and heated glances lately. Duty called, and both women dropped everything to answer. Mari wasn’t really complaining, although lately she’d felt a tiny shift inside. The little voice that used to chant work, excel, repeat had grown quiet. In its place was a whisper of Winnie, life, love...

As she pulled up to Winnie’s place, she exhaled and relaxed for the first time all day. She retrieved her tote bag and trudged up the steps, shoulders drooping with fatigue. Her hand was raised to knock when the door flew open and Winnie greeted her with a sad smile and a glass of pinot noir. 
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