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Chapter One

 


November 2014

Kat Kominsky knew she’d made the right
choice for today. She certainly had no wish to spend the day with
the man she’d broken off her engagement to, and would rather be
with her family for her newborn niece’s first Christmas instead of
Thanksgiving. At the same time, though, watching the Macy’s parade
with a roommate was hardly how she’d ever imagined spending
Thanksgiving in her late twenties.

Santa waved to the cameras, and Kat turned
off the TV. “I’d better get dressed.”

Reese was already fully dressed in leggings,
a huge sweater, and boots. “You sure you don’t want to come for
Thanksgiving with my family? They won’t notice one more person, and
you shouldn’t have to spend the holiday alone.”

“Thanks, but I won’t be.
Jason invited me to dinner at his girlfriend’s firehouse.” Her work
husband was about a hair away from taking a real-life wife, and
he’d issued the invitation after hearing she couldn’t afford
flights home for both Thanksgiving and Christmas.

“Firehouse, huh?” Reese
asked, arching a dark brow. “That should be fun.”

The same thought had occurred to Kat, but
she’d have to stay under control. “Have a good dinner.”

“You, too.” Her roommate
headed out to make the trip to the Bronx, and Kat got in the
shower. She spritzed a bit of Le Labo Bergamote 22 in the hollow of
her throat, then studied her clothes to figure out what would look
good for the meal and feel comfortable after. That sweater was
always flattering, and she’d be okay in those pants. Now it was
time to head out and make a stop before going to the
firehouse.

“Next!” the woman behind
the counter called. The voice cut through a crush in what looked
like the most popular bakery in Brooklyn.

Kat stepped forward and pulled a printout
out of her purse. “One salted caramel apple and one chocolate
pecan,” she announced as she handed it over.

“Good choices.” The
cashier looked remarkably unfazed at the noise of the crowd as she
reached for the bag with Kat’s order. “Have a happy
Thanksgiving.”

“Thanks. You too.” Kat
stuffed a tip in the jar and headed for the subway. It was a little
awkward with her purse and the bag of pies, but she couldn’t show
up empty-handed. More than half an hour later, she ascended the
stairs in Manhattan. It was almost like going to work, but she
didn’t typically bring baked goods to the spa. She turned in the
opposite direction and walked a few blocks to a closed
firehouse.

She rang the doorbell as Jason had said to,
and a middle-aged man answered the door. She smiled and held up her
bakery bag. “I’m here for Thanksgiving.”

He looked appreciative of her, her offering,
or both. “Go on up.”

He stepped aside, and she headed upstairs to
the common area and open kitchen. The first person she saw was
Jason standing with his back to the room and his strong arms
wrapped around Kelsey. Two men—one mustachioed and middle-aged, one
who barely looked old enough to drink legally—stood bent over a
huge pot on the stove. A muscular Black man was spooning cornbread
dressing into a pan, and a striking Black woman was calling out
instructions to him as she stirred a dish of her own. A bunch of
kids were playing with a big dog who kept turning his attention to
the kitchen prep.

“Moving past you.” An
authoritative voice rose above the hum of conversation.

The guys stepped aside, but not before the
youngest man opened the oven. A man with broad shoulders and light
brown hair approached with a roasting pan and turkey. As he bent to
put it back in the oven, Kat couldn’t help appreciating the way his
pants embraced his ass.

He turned in her direction, and her breath
caught in her throat. She’d seen that ass encased in white briefs
on the same day she’d seen his muscular thighs and calves, the
faint dusting of freckles on those shoulders, and the burn scars
across his chest. The same day she’d rubbed away some of the most
unbelievable knots of tension she’d ever come across in her time as
a massage therapist. She must have intellectually known he’d be
here, and yet could scarcely have imagined reacting to him like
this.


Chapter Two

 


At the sight of the woman in the doorway,
Mike Devierse felt his mouth go dry. Her white-blonde hair swirled
around her shoulders to pleasingly set off her ice-blue eyes and
pink lips. She’d unzipped her black coat to reveal a bright blue
V-neck sweater that made her eyes pop and couldn’t help but draw
attention to her curves.

But for all these pleasing attributes, he
found his attention drawn to her hands. After all, those were what
had sent him to a state of euphoria. After the team had put out an
electrical fire at a luxury spa near the firehouse, the massage
therapists on staff had thanked them with a round of free
treatments.

Kat hadn’t even touched him right away, but
started by asking about his sore spots and music and scent
preferences. She’d started with a light touch, and once he’d
assured her he could take more, she’d literally leaned in, found
muscles that he hadn’t even realized were knotted, and applied
firmer pressure. It had almost bordered on pain at the time, but he
couldn't remember holding tension anywhere in his body by the time
she was finished. He’d all but floated to the subway that night,
and slept more deeply than he had in years after he’d gotten
home.

“Hey.” His voice came out
in a whisper.

“Hi.” A faint flush kissed
her cheeks. “Mark, right?”

“Mike.”

Her blush deepened. “Sorry.”

He smiled. “It
has been a while since I
saw you last.”

“Yeah, that was quite a
day.”

She smiled and held up a bag. “I brought
dessert.”

“Thanks. You can set that
out with the others.” He gestured to a counter that already held a
Tupperware of cookies from Carmen and a purple box of
chocolates.

She started to unpack the
bag. “Thank you for inviting me.”

A signal went off to disrupt the moment.
“I’ve gotta go,” he said, turning to the spouses, kids, off-duty
firefighters, and other guests. “When the timer goes off, baste the
turkey, put it back in for half an hour, rinse and repeat. Don’t
let the soup or potatoes boil over, and keep Bandit out of the
kitchen.”

Someone saluted him, and he headed down to
the truck with his team. The streets were clear enough for a quick
trip to the apartment complex where a turkey fryer had gone rogue
and shot a bird through someone’s window then set a table on fire.
One of the guys had rushed in for a fire extinguisher, but the
blaze had spread to the rest of the courtyard and his friend was in
a panic by the time he’d gotten back. By the time everything was
under control, it was clear that everyone was more embarrassed and
horrified than injured.

Through it all, Mike had been fully focused
on putting out the fire and calming everyone down. But on the drive
back to the house, his mind wandered to who was waiting there.
After the massage, he’d been so blissed out that he’d barely given
any thought to the woman who’d given it to him. But now that she’d
reappeared, he found himself thankful to see her outside the
spa.
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