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Slick Rock 24
Playing to Win
Cindy Dodge is shy, lonely and has dreamed of having men of her own to love ever since she was old enough to understand what a ménage relationship was. However, because she’s shy, she doesn’t think that will ever happen.
Shane, Grant, Jake, and Curtis Kenny moved to Slick Rock after winning the bid to build Safe Haven. As soon as they meet Cindy at the diner, they’re entranced. When she shows up at the shelter for victims of abuse, they’re excited, but that quickly changes when she refuses an invitation to dinner.
The Kenny men come to the rescue when Cindy is hurt while being mugged and then again when she has an accident and breaks her wrist. Keeping the four men at a distance soon becomes a thing of the past and she agrees to be their girlfriend.
Unexpected danger sees her in peril again and since no one knows she’s even missing it’s up to her to escape, but this time she isn’t sure she’s going to win.
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Prologue
 
“No, don’t hurt me. Please?” Cindy sobbed, turning her head, trying to avoid the blow to her face, but since she was tied to a chair, there was no way she could avoid the fist coming toward her cheek. The pain. She’d never felt so much pain in her life.
She bolted upright, tears rolling down her face as she panted and glanced about the room.
While it took her only moments to realize that she was safe and sound in her own bed, that fact didn’t stop her heart from pounding hard and fast or slow her rapid breathing rate. She was soaked in sweat, and from the looks of the covers and sheets on her bed, she’d been lost in the nightmare and trying to fight her kidnapper off.
Poor Violet had been imprisoned in a cult, but she was strong and had managed to escape, but the asshole cult leader’s son had been crazy obsessive over Violet and raping her. The prick, Virgil, had followed Vi to Slick Rock and nabbed Cindy to get to Vi, and it had almost worked. If it hadn’t been for Violet’s men—Wilder, Cree, and Nash Sheffield, who were also deputies—Cindy and Violet might very well be dead.
Swiping angrily at the tears on her face, she kicked her legs to free them from the tangled sheet and shoved them aside. After swinging her legs over the side of the bed, she flicked on her bedside lamp.
Sometimes, Cindy wondered if she’d made the right decision when her mom and younger sister had moved to Denver, but she’d opted to stay in her hometown of Slick Rock. It had been nearly a year since she’d been abducted and used as a pawn to draw Violet out, but she still had nightmares constantly. Although they weren’t as regular as they’d been when she’d first been kidnapped, they still plagued her often.
Her mom hadn’t wanted to leave Cindy behind, but she’d convinced her that she’d be fine. Her mother had seemed relieved when Violet and her deputy sheriff husbands had promised to keep an eye on her and make sure she was safe.
Cindy had always loved Slick Rock and still did. She’d watched the women around town laughing and smiling with their men and had hoped to have a ménage relationship of her own.
However, she wasn’t sure that was ever going to happen. The small rural town was becoming more populated each year, but none of the men living here and in the surrounding county had made her sit up and take notice. Sure, she’d gazed at a lot of handsome men, but she’d never felt even the slightest of sparks.
She’d spent the last three and a half years working her ass off to get through her online college courses and earn her post-undergraduate degree in special education, with plans to teach the deaf and hearing impaired, but she hadn’t been able to get a teaching job. She’d applied at the local schools for employment, but there were no spaces available. While she loved working at the diner with Delta, who was deaf just like Cindy’s sister, and Enya as well as Violet and Jaylynn, she didn’t want to spend the rest of her life waitressing.
Cindy wanted to utilize all the special education she’d studied so hard for. She’d even managed to complete the tertiary education early, but it didn’t seem to matter.
Shoving to her feet, she pushed her thoughts aside and entered the small bathroom of the one-bedroom apartment she was renting and stared at herself in the mirror.
She snorted when she saw the messy tangle her hair was in, but then she looked at herself critically. There was nothing special about her in any way, shape, or form. She had light brown or dark blond hair, which reached to the middle of her back, and brown eyes. She was also on the small side. In fact, she wished she were way taller than her height of five-one. Maybe if she were, she wouldn’t be mistaken for a kid and she’d be taken more seriously.
Turning away from the depressing sight, she walked to the shower, turned the taps on, and stripped out of her damp nightshirt and panties.
She had a morning shift at the diner and needed to get ready for work. The diner was now open from five in the morning until ten at night, and she’d heard that Delta, Enya, and Violet were thinking about keeping the place open twenty-four hours a day.
Not that it would affect Cindy in any way. If her employment situation didn’t change soon, she was going to have to pack up and move. She had a degree and had every intention of using it even if it meant leaving everything and everyone she loved behind.
Nevertheless, she missed her mom and sister and couldn’t wait to see them again.
Cindy decided to give herself another month, and if things didn’t change, she’d move to Denver.
She just hoped she didn’t end up regretting her decision, but she had a feeling she would.
 
Chapter One
 
“I fucking love this place,” Curtis said.
“We all do, Curt,” Shane Kenny, Curtis’s eldest brother, said. Shane glanced at his other brothers, Grant and Jake, to see that they were taking in everything as they headed toward the diner.
He and his brothers had moved to Slick Rock about five months ago. They’d read a write-up in a paper about how the small town was booming and the construction workers couldn’t keep up with the demand for new land developments and the building of houses. At first, Shane hadn’t wanted to move, but as he’d read the article and caught sight of a small picture, he’d gotten on board with his brothers’ enthusiasm. The photograph had made him smile when he’d seen the three familiar faces of the Sheffield brothers. They’d served together in the Marines.
Shane was glad that he’d still had Wilder’s cell phone number and had contacted the man immediately. He’d never heard Wilder sound so happy, and when Shane had found out that his fellow soldier and his brothers were happily married and involved in a ménage, he’d been intrigued.
One time he and his brothers had shared a woman while on furlough. It had been so damned erotically exciting, they’d discussed having sex with one woman again, but they’d never found anyone they were all attracted enough to. He and his brothers had had a lot of women throwing themselves at them, but Shane didn’t want to have meaningless sex anymore. He wanted a long-lasting, loving relationship, but he and his siblings hadn’t found the right woman. Yet.
He wasn’t giving up hope, though, because he had a feeling deep in his gut that the one special woman for him and his brothers was just around the corner.
He just hoped they didn’t have to wait too damn long because none of them were getting any younger.
There was plenty of work for him and his brothers, which was good, and now they had their own home, an older-style house they’d worked their asses off to renovate in two weeks. It had been hard work, but the end results were well and truly worth it. They’d also managed to buy twenty acres of land close to town and had plans to develop it into smaller house blocks in a few years. It looked as if he and his brothers had moved just at the right time, too. Nonetheless, right now they were working on building the hall and smaller homes surrounding the larger building at Safe Haven, a shelter where abused women and children could go to get their lives together while being safe from their abusive partners, parents, or family.
The mayor and the locals had decided that no more housing developments would be sold or developed, other than the land they’d just bought, since the citizens didn’t want their town getting too big. By the time he and his brothers had finished selling off the houses they were planning to build, Slick Rock would have a population of around twenty to thirty or so thousand people. None of the locals wanted ranches to be pushed out because everyone knew that ranching was the backbone of the country. If there weren’t ranches, the people living in the US wouldn’t have food to eat.
While the acreage Shane and his brothers had snapped up was still mostly paddocks, it would be subdivided and urbanized eventually, unless their plans changed.
He and his brothers were happy to be a part of building Safe Haven since it was a worthy cause. The main hall building had just been completed, and they needed to start on the housing. There was so much to do, and he suspected they wouldn’t be finished working for the charity for years.
Shane was going to make sure Kat and Niki, the founders of Safe Haven, were happy with the work he and his brothers did. They’d all taken courses while in the Marines, making sure they had skills to fall back on as soon as they’d decided to retire from service.
He was so glad they had because when he, Grant, Jake, and Curtis had finished the last building, they would have enough money to retire on. Not that any of them had any plans of retiring early. Shane would go crazy if he didn’t have anything to do and so would his brothers, but they could keep working in house renovations or fitting out stores or other construction work if they decided that the twenty acres shouldn’t be urbanized.
He pushed his thoughts aside when his stomach growled. He’d been working all morning and was more than ready for lunch. Wilder had told him that his wife, Violet, and the two other women who owned the diner together were whizzes in the kitchen. The reviews he’d seen online about the diner were rave, and he couldn’t wait to sample the food.
He couldn’t wait to fill his belly.
 
* * * *
 
“Cindy, do you have a moment?” Kat asked.
Cindy met Kat’s gaze, nodded, and then smiled at Kat’s sister, Niki. “Hi, Niki, Kat. How are you?”
“We’re great,” Niki said.
“We heard on the grapevine that you have a specialized teaching degree,” Kat said. “Is that true, and if it is, what did you specialize in?”
“Teaching the deaf.”
“Does that mean you have an undergrad degree?” Niki frowned. “You don’t look old enough.”
Cindy tried to keep the scowl from her face and respond politely. She really liked Kat and Niki. Both the women had been to hell and back because of their mob boss father and his cronies, who thankfully were no longer alive and a threat.
“Whenever I wasn’t working here, I worked hard studying. I got my degree in under four years. Why are you asking?”
“We’d like to hire you,” Kat said.
Cindy blinked at her and, when she noticed she was gaping, quickly shut her mouth. “Are you serious?”
“As a heart attack,” Niki answered.
“You want me?” Cindy pointed at her chest.
“We do.” Kat smiled. “We have a few kids staying at Safe Haven with their moms. One of the girls is deaf, and we’d like you to come and teach the kids.”
Cindy frowned. “What about the school we have in town? Won’t the principal and the mayor be angry if you start educating the children?”
“No.” Niki leaned forward, took the pot of coffee from Cindy’s hand, and placed it on the table. “Why don’t you sit down for a minute? The lunch rush is over, and everyone in here has food and coffee.”
Cindy nodded and sighed when she sat. Her feet were killing her since she’d been on them for close to seven hours. She slid into the booth opposite the two sisters.
Kat cleared her throat. “The local school is full right now. Any children we have at Safe Haven need more attention from educators because of the things they’ve been and are still going through. We’ve already been in meetings with the school board, the principal, and the mayor this morning, and they’re all happy for us to bring in a teacher so the children staying at the shelter can still learn so they don’t get behind on their education. The mayor even suggested that maybe, eventually, we could build another school on the property. We think it’s a great idea, but we’re going to make sure the school is as far away from the shelter as possible since we don’t want any of the people staying there to feel uncomfortable.”
“Wow, I can’t believe…” Cindy glanced toward the kitchen serving window and smiled when she saw Delta gazing her way. Delta smiled back and then turned away. “I’d need to give notice,” she said, meeting both women’s eyes, one after the other. “I don’t want to leave Delta, Violet, and Enya in the lurch.”
“Loyal and compassionate,” Niki said. “You’ll be a great asset to the shelter, Cindy.”
“Thanks.” Cindy glanced away when she blushed. “When would you want me to start?”
“Again ASAP,” Kat said. “You talk things over with your bosses.” Kat dug into her purse and then handed over a business card. Niki did the same. “Our cell phone numbers are on the back. Give one of us a call to let us know when you’ll be available.”
Cindy nodded, took the business cards, and put them in her pocket. The smile on her face was so wide her cheeks were hurting. She couldn’t believe that things were starting to turn around for her. “You have no idea how thankful I am to you both for this opportunity. I thought I was going to have to move to be able to use my degree. Now I can stay right here in Slick Rock.” She shoved to her feet and grabbed the coffeepot. “I love this town and never want to leave.”
“We’re with you on that, Cindy. This is the type of town I want my kids growing up in. I know that if anything ever happens to me, everyone else will help to look after my children,” Kat said.
“Are you pregnant?” Cindy asked.
“Not yet, but I’m hoping I will be soon,” Kat answered.
Niki patted her belly and smiled. “I am.”
“Congratulations.” Cindy clasped Niki’s hand. “I’m so happy for you.”
“Thank you.”
Cindy turned when she saw some of the customers heading out after lunch. “I’d better get back to work or my bosses are going to fire me.”
“No chance of that, Cindy,” Niki said. “You’re a hard worker.”
Cindy waved in acknowledgement and got back to work.
Kat and Niki left not long after speaking to her. She was busy bussing tables and wiping them down, when the bell over the door tinkled. Turning, she headed toward it to greet the new customers and stopped dead when she saw the four big men standing near the counter. Her face heated with a blush, and she lowered her gaze to the floor. She’d never seen these men before, but if she had, there was no way she’d ever have forgotten them. They were all so handsome, tall, and muscular, they took her breath away.
When one of the men cleared his throat, she took a deep breath and tried to push her attraction to them aside. “Hi, I’m Cindy, your server. Welcome to the diner. You’re welcome to sit anywhere. I’ll get you all some coffee and be over to take your orders in a moment.” She spun and hurried behind the counter to the coffeepot. After taking several deep breaths trying to get herself under control, she picked it up and slowly walked toward where the four handsome men were sitting. She didn’t have to walk far since they’d taken a booth right across from the counter.
“Hi, Cindy, I’m Jake and these are my brothers, Shane, Grant, and Curtis.”
“Hi, Cindy. Call me Curt.” Curtis winked.
“Hey,” Grant greeted.
“Hello, Cindy,” Shane said in his deep baritone voice.
She forced her lips up into a smile and hoped she wasn’t blushing, but since she could still feel heat in her cheeks, she suspected she was. However, because there was nothing she could do about her face being red, she tried to ignore her discomfort.
“What do you recommend, Cindy?” Jake smiled at her.
Cindy lowered her gaze to her pad. “Everything here is good. It depends on what you feel like. The specials board is above the counter.” She shifted from foot to foot nervously as she wondered if these men were just passing through. Slick Rock had grown so much over the years. It had once only had a population of four to five thousand people, but now it was closer to twenty, and she’d heard on the gossip vine that another lot of land had been opened up for housing growth. While she was happy that more homes were being and going to be built, she just hoped their little town didn’t grow too big. It would lose the neighborly closeness if it did.
“I’ll have the beef roast special, please, Cindy,” Grant said.
“I’ll have a medium steak, loaded potato, and vegetables,” Curtis ordered.
As soon as Cindy had poured the men’s coffee and taken their orders, she raced to the kitchen and handed Delta the page from her pad. Delta smiled as she took the order, waved her hand in front of her face, and signed, “They’re hot. Who are they?”
“I have no idea,” Cindy signed back. “I didn’t think you had eyes for anyone but your men.”
“I don’t.” Delta grinned. “I love Major, Rocco, and Ace with my whole heart, but that doesn’t mean I can’t look.”
Cindy nodded, trying to keep the smile on her face. She’d lived in Slick Rock her whole life and had dreamed about having men to love her, but so far she hadn’t met anyone who’d interested her. That was until now, but for all she knew the four men sitting out in the diner waiting for their lunch were just passing through or were already in a relationship.
Cindy walked back out front, and while she worked, she tried to ignore the good-looking men as they conversed quietly. Even though she wasn’t close enough to hear what they were saying, she loved listening to the sound of their voices. The deep timbres sent shivers up and down her spine and had other body parts reacting.
When she heard Delta ding the serving bell, she walked to the window, grabbing the four plates of steaming food, and headed toward the men’s table. She placed each meal in front of the person who’d ordered it and asked, “Is there anything else I can get you, gentlemen? More coffee?”
“I won’t say no to that.” Curt nodded at her.
Cindy spun away, trying to hide her flushed face. She had a feeling that Curtis was a consummate flirt, and while she tried to tell herself that he didn’t mean anything by his flirtatiousness and that he was probably playful all the time, she wasn’t sure she convinced herself.
Another group of ten or so people came in, and Cindy was too busy to take much notice of the four handsome men, but whenever she had the opportunity to take a breath, she found her eyes wandering in their direction.
Shane seemed to be the eldest brother. He looked a lot more mature than she was, in his early to midthirties. He had brown hair, green eyes, and scruff on his chin and jaw as well as a moustache. She guessed him to be a few or more inches over six feet.
Grant appeared to be next in line age wise. He had dark brown hair, hazel eyes, a clean-shaven face, and was a tad shorter than Shane.
Jake had light sandy-brown, almost blond hair. His eyes were green, and he was the tallest of the quartet. He was also slightly more muscular than his older brothers and always seemed to be smiling.
And then there was Curtis. Curt had to be the youngest of the group. While all the men had tanned skin, Curtis’s skin was a dark brown as if he spent a lot of time out in the sun, yet his face still had a youthful look to it, but there was nothing youthful about him. He had brown hair and green eyes, and was the shortest of them all, but by no means was he short. He was close to six feet in height, if not over, and he was muscular. In fact, all the men had brawny physiques.
If they weren’t in a relationship, Cindy was sure that they had women falling at their feet whenever they were out in public. With a dejected sigh, she turned away and served her customers’.
By the time her shift was over, she realized she’d been so busy that she hadn’t seen Shane and the three other men leave. When she’d cleaned their table and counted out the money they’d left to cover the bill, she’d been shocked to discover they’d left her a fifty-dollar tip.
She shuffled to the kitchen on her aching feet and hoped that Delta wouldn’t be upset with her for wanting to hand in her resignation. While Cindy was sad that she’d no longer be working at the diner with the wonderful friends she’d made, she would still get to see Delta, Violet, Enya, Jaylynn, and all the other women she’d befriended on a regular basis.
She hadn’t even thought to ask Kat and Niki what her pay was going to be, but it had to be better than what it currently was. Maybe after she’d paid off all her student loans, she’d be able to save up for her own home, but she couldn’t see that happening anytime soon.
When she realized she was starting to feel down, she pushed her pessimism aside and thought about the new path she was about to embark on. It didn’t matter that she didn’t have a boyfriend or boyfriends. She was finally going to be a teacher and was looking forward to working with special needs and other children since it was what she’d worked so hard for.
A knot of fear formed in her gut when she remembered how hard Virgil had hit her.
Maybe it was best that she was still single because she wasn’t sure she could handle being close to one man let alone more.
Virgil had been a big man, and he’d been nuts. What would happen to her if she got involved with a man or men who were insane or abusive?
Cindy wasn’t exactly scared or nervous around men, but she’d learned to be cautious. Thankfully, her trepidation didn’t extend to the married men in and around town, because she knew that none of them would ever raise a hand to her or any other woman. Violet’s men and others had helped to rescue her and Vi, and for that she was thankful.
For the first time in a long while, Cindy was no longer sure she wanted a relationship. She was about to start a new job and probably wouldn’t have time or the inclination to put in the hard work needed to keep a man or men happy.
No, she was better off alone, until she was established in her teaching career and her feet firmly planted on the ground.
She was no longer a starry-eyed teenager or child.
Cindy was a mature woman with her whole life ahead of her. She had plenty of time to find someone to love and settle down.
Didn’t she?
 
Chapter Two
 
“That waitress was a sexy little thing.” Grant looked up from the nail gun he was wielding.
“Yeah,” Shane replied. “When I first saw her, I thought she was a kid.”
“So did I,” Grant said. “There’s no way we could mistake her for a child once she turned around. Are you as attracted to her as I am?”
“I am,” Shane sighed. “But she’s young, Grant. Way younger than you and I are. I don’t even know if she’s of legal age.”
Even though it had been almost a week since he and his brothers had been to the diner for lunch, Grant couldn’t get the image of the gorgeous, petite, sexy waitress from his mind. He had a feeling Jake and Curt were the same since he’d heard them talking about Cindy once or twice. While he’d been tempted to join in the conversation, he was with Shane and wasn’t sure she was old enough to handle four mature men in a relationship. Plus, she’d looked as if she still should be attending high school. Though he wouldn’t care having a woman who was years younger than them to hold and love, he wasn’t going to touch anyone that looked as if they were jailbait.
If only he and his brothers had had more time to talk to her. If he had, he would have asked her all the questions circling around in his mind. Like how old she was. What her favorite color was and if she had a boyfriend. A beautiful woman like Cindy was likely to have men following her around everywhere she went. That thought made him angry, and when he noticed he was pushing the nail gun too hard into the timber frame he was working on, he took a deep breath and pushed his anger aside.
Jake and Curtis were working on the small three-bedroom, two-bathroom cabin next to the one he and Shane were working on. While it angered him that there was a need for Safe Haven, a sanctuary for victims of abuse, he was glad that there was somewhere safe for the targets to go to recuperate, get some help, and get their lives back in order. He was also proud that he and his brothers had been selected to help build the small community.
Shane had put in a reasonable quote, which still made them a profit and he’d won the bid. Other out-of-town companies had tried to compete but had outbid themselves by making their profit margins too big. The local construction companies had been too inundated with jobs to apply, which had given him and his brothers a leg up to the finish line.
He was saddened over the fact that there were already a couple of women and kids residing in the main hall of Safe Haven. They’d only finished the hall about a week ago. Part of the room had been cordoned off with screens for privacy. There were about ten cots set up against the back wall far away from the kitchen and dining area. He’d seen the people from afar but hadn’t attempted to interact with any of them. While serving as a Marine, he and his brothers had met a woman who’d been abused. She’d been terrified of them and any other man she’d encountered.
Grant couldn’t even begin to contemplate raising his hand to someone weaker than he was and couldn’t understand anyone else doing so either. While he’d killed the enemy as a soldier from pure necessity to save his own life, he hoped he’d never have to take another life ever again.
He and his brothers had retired from the Marines about a year ago and started working construction as soon as they were back in the US. Working outside had helped calm him after seeing and dealing with so many fanatics and evil men overseas. He loved working with his hands and seeing how his hard work came together into a building.
He was proud that they’d been able to get the main hall of Safe Haven up so fast. Of course, they’d had to hire on a few more men to get it up so quickly, but because they’d beat the three-month deadline by leaps and bounds, they’d get paid a large bonus at the end when all the other buildings were complete. Not that he really cared about the money.
Grant, Curt, Jake, and Shane weren’t rich, but they weren’t poor either. They’d pooled all the money they’d earned while serving and now owned their renovated house outright.
Stumps had been put into the ground for another ten cabins, but it would take him and his brothers time to finish building the houses they were working on before moving to the next.
“This all looks so great, Kat.”
Grant raised his head, tugging his hat down lower to shield his eyes from the sun as he gazed about. That feminine voice he heard reply was familiar and sexy as all get-out with a natural huskiness that went straight to his cock. Cindy was walking beside one of the benefactors of Safe Haven and their boss. Kat Donnybrook and Niki Lyndon were sisters and had set this place up with the money their mob boss father had left them when he’d been murdered. He admired the two women who’d decided to put the blood money they hadn’t wanted to touch to good use.
“Is that…” Shane’s voice trailed off as he whistled softly.
Grant and Shane watched as Kat and Cindy talked and looked about. When he realized how quiet it was, he glanced over toward Jake and Curt, grinning when he saw them watching the two women intently. He didn’t need to ask which woman they were eying. Kat was married and off limits, and while she was a pretty woman, he wasn’t attracted to her. Cindy, however, was another story.
At the moment, she had her back to them, and he eyed her up and down. She was wearing a pair of skinning jeans that molded to her toned slim legs and made them look as if they were miles long. Her ass was the sexiest ass he’d ever seen. Her hips were rounded, and her waist was so damn tiny, he was positive he’d be able to span it with his hands. Although he couldn’t see her front, he didn’t need to, to remember that her breasts would be a firm handful. Her boobs weren’t overly large, but they weren’t small either. As far as Grant was concerned, they appeared to be just right.
Kat and Cindy must have noticed there was no longer any noise or they realized they were being watched because they both turned around to look at him and his brothers. Kat smiled and waved, but Cindy lowered her gaze and blushed.
“Hey, guys,” Kat called out. “How’s it going?”
“Great.” Jake smiled.
“Everything’s good,” Shane answered.
“This is Cindy,” Kat introduced. “These men are Kenny Construction. There’s Shane, Grant, Jake, and Curtis.”
“Hi, Cindy,” Grant said. “It’s good to see you again.”
“And you,” Cindy replied just loudly enough for him to hear. He frowned when he noticed she wouldn’t meet any of their eyes, and her face was so flushed she looked as if she’d been standing out in the sun for way too long.
“Cindy’s working here now, so make sure you treat her right,” Kat stated firmly with her hands on her hips as she looked at each of them.
“When have we ever not treated anyone with respect?” Curt asked but tried to soften his question by winking.
“I’m just making sure,” Kat said. “I don’t want to lose this amazing woman.”
Grant would have agreed with Kat, but he had a feeling he’d have made Cindy uncomfortable if he had, so he nodded instead.
“What do you do, Cindy?” Jake asked.
“I’m a teacher,” she answered softly. Almost too softly since Grant and his brothers, he suspected, had to strain to hear her reply.
“We’ll let you get back to it,” Kat said and then turned to hook her arm in Cindy’s and led her into the main hall.
Grant sighed with disappointment, but it was probably a good thing he and his brothers could no longer see her. Otherwise, they’d never get any work done. They were on a schedule, and while they were ahead, he didn’t want to get behind.
This was a great project and charity, and he wanted to make sure anyone in need had somewhere safe to go.
With a sigh of regret, he picked up the nail gun he’d placed on top of the beam and got back to work.
 
* * * *
 
“They couldn’t take their eyes off you,” Kat said as she guided Cindy into the large hall-style building.
Cindy shook her head, giving Kat a side glance. “They were looking at you.”
“No, they weren’t, and you can’t fool me, girlfriend. You were having trouble keeping your eyes off them, too.”
Cindy swallowed hard as she gazed about the room. When she saw two women and three kids sitting at the dining room table eating their breakfast, her heart went out to them all. She’d been on the receiving end of a man’s fist and knew what it was like to be hurt by and scared of someone bigger and stronger than she was.
“Louise, Joy, this is Cindy. She’s here to keep your children up to date with their schoolwork.”
“Hi. Nice to meet you both.”
When Cindy saw one of the young girls watching her and Kat’s lips, she knew the girl was deaf and started signing so the child knew what was being said. The little girl’s eyes lit up, and she signed thank you. Cindy signed back you’re welcome.
“What’re all of your names?” she asked the kids while still signing.
“I’m Brett,” a boy of about seven answered. “This is my sister, Belinda.”
“Hi Brett, Belinda, it’s nice to meet you both.” Cindy gazed at the special needs girl who looked around the same age as Brett. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”
“Angela,” she answered.
“That’s a pretty name,” Cindy said. “You’re all very pretty and handsome kids. What grade are you all in?”
As Cindy spoke with the children, she was aware of their mothers watching her. Angela was a younger version of Joy, and she knew that she was the hearing-impaired girl’s mom. When she glanced toward Joy, she noticed the tears in her eyes and hoped she hadn’t done anything to upset her or her daughter. She must have frowned, because a moment later, Joy rose and walked around the table and toward Cindy. She grasped both of Cindy’s hands in hers.
“Thank you. You have no idea how difficult it’s been for Angie because of her deafness. You’ve made hers and my day.” Joy squeezed her hands, then released them and gazed at Kat. “You are a very compassionate person, Kat. Thank you on behalf of my daughter and all the other women and kids who’ll need this facility. If it weren’t for you and Niki, we’d be out on the streets. That thought scared the living daylights out of me, but we’re safe here.”
Kat pulled Joy into her arms, blinking rapidly. “Yes, you are. Don’t hesitate to ask for something if you need it.” Kat drew back and met Louise’s eyes and then the children’s. “Any of you. Okay?”
Louise swiped at the tears on her cheeks, nodded, and then replied in a fractured emotional voice, “Th-thank y-you.”
Kat smiled at the small group before glancing at Cindy. “Are you ready to see more?”
“Lead the way, boss.” Cindy smiled. She hated that the two families had a need for Safe Haven, but she was glad they had somewhere to go. While she didn’t know their stories and wouldn’t impinge on their privacy by asking, she hoped that their abusers were long gone. If the assholes who’d hurt these women and kids knew where they were, trouble was sure to follow them.
Once they were outside again, Cindy drew in several deep breaths to get her nervousness under control.
“Hey, are you okay?” Kat asked.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” Cindy lied. “I hate that they’ve been hurt.”
“Me too,” Kat said. “But at least they’ll be safe here.”
“Do you think their abusers are looking for them?”
“I don’t know.” Kat sighed. “I hope not.”
“Have you thought about having security cameras and maybe a couple of security guys around here just in case?” Cindy asked.
“Niki and I discussed it, but I’m not sure how that would go down. Louise, Joy, and the kids won’t even venture outside because of the Kenny brothers and any other men around.”
“Do you know what happened to them?” Cindy asked, but continued on before Kat could respond. “I’m not trying to pry or trying to get their story out of you. I just think you should have some sort of added protection for just in case scenarios.”
“I know you’re right, but I don’t know what to do. Security cameras will be installed in the hall tomorrow, but I don’t want to terrify the women and kids more than they are by having this place surrounded by men. There are already too many males here for their liking. Niki and I weren’t going to take anyone in until everything was finished, but I couldn’t say no when the police contacted me.”
“How did word get out about Safe Haven?” Cindy asked. Goose bumps raced over her skin, and the hair on her nape stood on end. She knew she was being watched, and although the temptation to turn around to see who it was was strong, she ignored the urge as much as she could. She had a feeling that she knew exactly who was staring at her and Kat.
“Our lawyer did a write-up about it in a nationwide newspaper. He wanted to get the word out about Safe Haven, hoping to get donations from businesses and such. I tried to tell him we didn’t need any money, but he said a place like this bleeds money like blood squirting from an artery.”
Cindy wrinkled her nose at the analogy.
Kat held her hands up. “They were his words, not mine, but Niki and I realized he was right. What money we have has been invested wisely and is earning interest, but building and running a refuge like this is costly, and since it’s a nonprofit organization, there’s no money coming in. Our lawyer is right, Cindy. We need as much publication about Safe Haven as possible. We want people to know we’re here to help and that they can come here to recuperate and get back on their feet, but we’re also hoping for regular donations from the public.”
Cindy nodded. Kat was right—regular donations coming in would keep this place afloat. She just hoped that the victims’ attackers didn’t start looking toward Safe Haven for their revenge.
The last thing the survivors here needed was to have to confront their worst fears.
Kat and Cindy turned when they heard a car coming up the gravel driveway. When the vehicle came into view, Cindy smiled at Niki through the windshield. Kat’s sister looked so damned happy, she couldn’t help but be a little jealous. Kat looked just as happy as Niki did.
Cindy remembered when she, her mom, and her sister arrived in Slick Rock. She’d been about the same age as Brett and Angela. Maybe a bit older. Erica, her sister, had only been a few months old. Her mom had been in a deep depression after their father had walked out on them, and though she’d kept it together long enough to move away from San Francisco to Slick Rock, she’d started drinking. It had been up to Cindy to take care of Erica, and though she’d loved her baby sister, it had been hard to take care of someone so helpless when she’d barely been old enough to look after herself.
It had taken her mother a full year to get her act together. Thinking back, Cindy realized that seeing Erica taking her first steps had shocked her mom from her depressive stupor. She’d stopped drinking and had become the loving parent she’d once been. They’d never had much money, and more than a few times Cindy and her mother had gone hungry to make sure Erica always had food, but life was difficult at times.
Cindy had still taken care of Erica when their mom had been out working, but she hadn’t minded in the least, because she’d liked being able to eat.
They’d been in Slick Rock ever since, and while she missed her mother and sister dreadfully, Cindy didn’t want to live anywhere else.
She pushed her thoughts aside when Niki brought the car to a stop close to the hall and got out. “I bought a lot of groceries and would appreciate it if you could both help me unload them from the trunk,” Niki said.
“Hi to you, too, sis,” Kat snarked.
Niki smiled sheepishly. “Sorry. Hi, Kat. Hi, Cindy. How are things?”
“All good,” Cindy replied as she followed Niki and Kat toward the back of the car.
Because the trunk was already popped open, Cindy didn’t hesitate to reach in and grab a couple of bags.
“Let us help you with those, ladies,” Shane said from behind her. He was so close, Cindy felt his body heat, and she was sure she felt his breath ruffle through the hair on the top of her head.
She half turned and bumped into a broad muscular chest. Swallowing around the tightness in her throat, she slowly raised her gaze up and up and up some more until she was looking into his green eyes. He stared into her eyes for a beat or two and then caressed his hands down over her arms, starting just above her elbows. Her pulse raced wildly when her heart thudded rapidly, and although she wanted to draw in a deep lungful of air, she didn’t want him to realize his touch was affecting her. She tried to step back but ended up bumping her hip into the back of the car. When his hands reached hers and he grasped the handles, her face heated with embarrassment. He wasn’t making a move on her like she thought. He was only trying to remove the grocery bags from her grasp.
Cindy released the handles, ducking her head as she tried to hide her mortification.
“My brothers and I will bring in the rest.”
Cindy nodded, and when he turned away from her, the backed-up air in her lungs exploded out of her mouth. She drew in a couple more breaths until she was no longer panting like she’d just run a footrace. Thankfully, Curtis, Grant, and Jake had also grabbed some shopping bags and were already carrying them toward the hall.
You are such a dork, Cindy Dodge. Get over yourself. The Kenny brothers probably think you’re a naïve, childish idiot.
 
Chapter Three
 
Chester couldn’t believe that bitch had pressed charges. It wasn’t like it was the first time he’d hit her. He’d been beating on her for years. He was so furious he couldn’t sit still, but no matter how much or how fast he paced, the anger wouldn’t abate. He was sure if he looked in the mirror he’d see steam coming out of his ears.
His dumb slut of a wife and his kids seemed to have disappeared off the face of the earth. He’d lost his fucking job because of that stupid cunt, and it looked as if he was about to lose his home, too, since he couldn’t pay the rent. While he didn’t really give a shit about working on the road crew in his hometown of Phoenix, Arizona, it was the principle of the situation that had anger roiling in his gut.
She’d promised in a church to love and obey him in sickness and in health, but she’d taken off at the first opportunity. That cunt needs to pay for taking away his own flesh and blood.
There was no way she was smart enough to have escaped him on her own, so he figured that she must have had someone help her.
He was worried about Brett and Belinda. Kids needed a father figure around them to lay down the law and teach them right from wrong, especially a boy. No boy of his was going to grow up without a male’s touch. If he didn’t find his family, he could just imagine Brett growing up to be a real mommy’s boy. When his son got older, females were likely to walk all over him and he would probably let them.
No, he wasn’t going to let his bitch wife get away with what she’d done.
Chester was going to find his kids if it was the last thing he ever did, and when he got his hands on his wife, well, he’d make sure she learned a lesson she’d never forget. When he was done with her, there was no way she’d ever think of leaving him and taking his kids from him ever again.
Chester wasn’t giving up until he had his family back where they were supposed to be, right here in the house he’d been busting his ass at work to pay the rent for.
But first he had to find them.
 
* * * *
 
“Whoa, are you okay, darlin’?” Curt asked as he grasped Cindy’s hip just after they’d collided. He’d been carrying in another bag of groceries and was glad he’d had a free hand to steady her. He hadn’t seen Cindy enter the hall, but he was relieved that she hadn’t disappeared on him like he’d thought.
“Sorry,” she said.
Curt’s dick twitched in his pants. He loved the husky quality of her voice, but his body reacted almost instantly to the sound, and he hoped she didn’t look down toward his crotch and see that he was as hard as nails.
“Don’t apologize, darlin’. I should be the one saying sorry. I was lost in thought and didn’t take any notice of where I was going,” he explained.
She raised a skeptical brow at him but stepped to the side of the entrance. With a quiet sigh of regret, his hand dropped from her arm. He’d noticed in the diner, and again now, how fucking good she smelled. Curt wanted to pull her into his arms and hold her up against his body. When he had her in his embrace, he imagined just holding her and breathing in her delectable perfume.
“Everything all right?” Shane asked.
Curt watched Cindy intently as she glanced toward his older brother before quickly looking away. Pink crept up her cheeks as she blushed and nodded. When he looked down at her chest, he almost groaned when he saw her hard little nipples poking against the shirt she was wearing. She was so shy and sweet, but she wasn’t naïve. Cindy was just as aware of the attraction between her and them as he and his brothers were. He decided now was as good a time as any to ask her out on a date. He cleared his throat and then asked, “Will you have dinner with us tonight, Cindy?”
The flush on her face deepened, and his gut clenched when she shook her head. “Thank you for asking, but I have a lot of work to do tonight.”
She licked her lush lips, drawing his gaze to her mouth, and his imagination immediately went straight to the gutter. Pushing his lust and his carnal thoughts aside was hard, but if he didn’t get control of himself, he was liable to scare her off with his intensity.
“What work do you have, baby?” Shane asked.
Cindy lifted a trembling hand toward her face and pushed her hair back off her cheek. Curt frowned and wondered if she was scared of him and his brothers. It didn’t bode well for them if she was.
His mind started spinning in circles. Had Cindy also been a victim of abuse? Is that why she was going to be teaching kids at the shelter?
“I have lesson plans to prepare for the kids to do tomorrow.”
“What about tomorrow night?” Jake asked as he and Grant joined them. His brothers remained at the bottom of the steps, and Curt was glad they’d seen how nervous she was and had decided not to crowd her. Cindy was shifting from foot to foot and was now wringing her hands. He wished he could take her hands in his and try to settle her down, but he didn’t want to spook her.
“Sorry, I’ll be busy all week with the lessons.” Cindy nibbled on her lower lip.
Curt shifted his stance, trying to relieve the pressure of his jeans against his hard, aching cock, but it didn’t help worth a damn. The only way he was getting any relief was if he made an adjustment, but he wasn’t about to draw attention to the fact that he was hard.
“So you’re free on the weekend?” Grant asked.
Cindy gazed at the doorway to the hall over her shoulder. She was so fucking tiny, he was worried that if he and his brothers ever got the chance to touch her, to make love with her, that they’d hurt her. While he knew most women were a lot tougher than they looked—they had to be, otherwise none of them would ever go back for a second or more children—he was very aware of his own strength and masculinity right now.
Curt sighed when she shook her head again. “Sorry, I already have plans.” Without looking at any of them, she descended the steps, making sure her body didn’t brush against his or Shane’s and hurried away.
“Damn it, Curt, you are so fucking impatient,” Jake snarled.
“And you aren’t?” Curt snapped.
“Hey, what the hell is going on out here?” Kat asked brusquely.
When Curt turned to meet her gaze and he saw the scowl on her face, he winced. While Kat was taller than Cindy and her sister, Niki, she was still small compared to him and his brothers, but he’d learned from listening to others that she had a sharp tongue when warranted. Curt opened his mouth to answer but quickly shut it when Kat held her hand up, palm out toward him.
“You know what? I don’t really give a shit,” she said through clenched teeth, but also softly so no one inside the hall would hear her. “If you four are going to argue and fight, you need to take it somewhere else, or better yet, wait until you’re far away from Safe Haven. Those women and kids inside have been to hell and back. They’re scared, and they don’t need all of you frightening them further.”
Curt felt his cheeks heating with shame and embarrassment. He hadn’t blushed since he was a kid, but Kat was right. This wasn’t the time or the place to get into it with his brothers. “Sorry, Kat. It won’t happen again.”
Kat nodded, and when she gazed at Shane, Jake, and Grant they all apologized, too. “Look, I know you’re men and need to blow off steam now and then, but please be aware of where you are. I like you guys, and I appreciate how hard and fast you’re working to get the houses built, but I need to think of our guests first.”
“And so you should,” Shane said. “We promise to keep our…debates on hold until we get home.”
“Thank you,” Kat said. “Are we all good?”
“We’re good,” Curt and his brothers replied simultaneously.
“Does Cindy have a boyfriend?” Jake asked.
Kat gazed at each of them with speculation. “Not that I’m aware of. No.”
“She doesn’t look old enough to have a teaching degree,” Grant said. “Do you know how old she is?”
“I do.” Kat quirked a brow.
“Are you going to enlighten us?” Shane asked.
“Don’t you all know it’s rude to ask a lady her age?” Kat countered.
“We just want to make sure we aren’t about to do something illegal,” Curt said.
“And are you?” Kat smirked.
“Not on purpose. No,” Jake replied.
“Cindy is over the age of consent if that’s what you’re trying to find out.”
Curt sighed with relief, and he wasn’t the only one. Kat grinned mischievously, a twinkle of amusement in her blue eyes. She was a pretty woman, but he wasn’t attracted to her at all. Right now, he only had eyes for Cindy, and he hoped that he and his brothers would get the chance to take her on a date and find out if she was the woman he and his siblings had been waiting for.
“You need to take your time with her if you’re planning on dating.” Kat crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “Cindy hasn’t had the easiest of lives. Don’t push her, or you’ll never have a chance.”
Before Curt could ask any more questions, Kat reached for the shopping bag he’d forgotten he was still holding, turned, and walked back into the hall. He spun on his heels and jogged down the steps. He and his brothers still had a few hours of light left, and they intended to use it to remain ahead of schedule. They had plans to eat out again tonight, and he was hoping like hell that they would see Cindy in town. If they could persuade her to have dinner with them, then all the better.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy hadn’t been lying exactly when she’d told the Kenny brothers that she had lessons to plan, but she also didn’t feel comfortable around men she didn’t know. Especially after what Virgil had done to her. However, what she’d experienced at his hands was probably nothing compared to what all the other women she knew had gone through.
She’d never been a scaredy-cat, but now that she was living on her own, she was nervous. Sure, she’d had nightmares nearly every night for a few months after Virgil had kidnapped her, tied her up, and beaten her, but they’d slowly begun to taper off. Yet, now that she had a place of her own, the nightmares were back every damn night, and she was tired of it. She was weary from lack of sleep, and while she was excited that all her studying and hard work was finally paying, off, she hated living by herself.
She’d even thought about looking for a room to rent and sharing an apartment with someone, but she wasn’t a great people person either. Working at the diner had helped bring her out of her shell somewhat, but she was shy to the bone, and she’d never, ever made a first move on anything or anybody except for her passion in regard to teaching hearing-impaired kids.
Cindy had a lot of friends, which still managed to surprise her, but they were all older than her and involved in serious relationships. She’d never been on a date or been asked to go on a girl’s night out or even to someone’s house for a barbecue. Maybe if she were more outgoing, she’d be asked to join a fun night out, but she also wondered if her earlier refusals to invitations were the reason she was no longer asked.
She wished she could go back in time and accept a couple of those invites, but she hadn’t thought of anything but schoolwork and looking after her younger sister. Her mom would have been pissed at her if she’d gone out to have fun instead of looking out for Erica.
Now, here she was again, at home all alone with nothing left to do. She had the schoolwork ready for the next day, and since she was the only occupant of her one-bedroom apartment and she wasn’t a slob, it was spick-and-span. She wasn’t the type of person to watch TV because she’d rather stick her nose in a book and read.
No wonder all the kids in high school had called her a Goody-Two-shoes and made fun of her, but there was nothing she could do to change what had been or who she was.
However, she didn’t have to sit inside all alone either. It was a warm spring night, which was perfect for her to go for a walk. Cindy had never been able to afford a car on a waitress’s salary, and while her mom had had an old beat up station wagon, it was now in Denver with her mother and sister. Nevertheless, walking had never bothered her, and in fact, it had helped her to stay in shape.
Although she liked her little home and was finally independent, right now Cindy felt as if the walls were closing in on her. She needed to get out into the fresh air so she could breathe. Plus, the exercise might just make her tired enough to sleep without being disturbed by the recurring nightmare.
Decision made, she glanced down at her favorite pair of worn comfortable jeans and T-shirt. While her clothes weren’t the height of fashion, she didn’t care since she was only going for a walk. Instead of grabbing her purse, she put a twenty-dollar note in her pocket and her cell phone in the other, snatched her apartment keys from the hook in the kitchen, and headed out.
Her apartment building was four streets back from the main road, which had been great when she’d been working at the diner, but now that Kat and Niki had hired her on as a teacher, she was going to need her own transport. Tears of frustration burned her eyes, but she kept them at bay by blinking rapidly. She wasn’t going to give in to tears now. The only reason she was feeling so emotional was because exhaustion was catching up with her.
What worried her though was how the hell she was going to continue to pay rent, her student loans, and bills, and buy a car to get her to and from Safe Haven.
She was already on a strict budget, and while she was going to be earning significantly more than she had as a waitress, she wasn’t sure how far her weekly paycheck would stretch. If she couldn’t buy a vehicle, maybe a push-bike would be a better and cheaper option.
Cindy shook her head. If it rained, all the papers would get drenched and so would she. She couldn’t show up to teach her kids looking like a drowned rat. After her walk, maybe it would be a good idea to head to the internet café and use one of the computers to look for secondhand cars for sale in the area. But that just brought up another problem. She was no mechanic or expert on cars and was worried she was going to end up being ripped off and buying and lemon.
She hadn’t realized how much she’d sheltered herself from the real world. Cindy had thought she was smart and independent. She wasn’t stupid by any stretch of the imagination, but she wasn’t street savvy either. She’d spent the last fifteen years with blinders on. She’d been so tunnel-visioned about getting a good education so she could help kids just like her sister, she hadn’t learned how to deal with the real world.
Sometimes she wished she could go back to being a kid so she wouldn’t have any other responsibilities other than schoolwork, homework, and looking after Erica.
Cindy admired her mother to no end even though she’d been destroyed after her father had left. She had done everything she could to keep a roof over their heads and food in their bellies. She’d even worked two and three jobs just to make ends meet. That was one of the reasons Cindy had decided she’d wanted a career instead of a low-paying job. She’d hated seeing how exhausted her mom was. She didn’t care that her mom hadn’t finished her high school education or that the jobs she’d had were low minimum wage.
She’d wanted to make a difference and be able to pay her own way.
Cindy snorted. She was in debt up to her eyeballs and would probably be struggling for years to come.
When she realized how depressing her thoughts were, she pushed them away and decided to enjoy her walk. Sometimes stopping to smell the roses was the only pleasure she got, and she was going to savor those moments even if she was all alone.
A shiver rippled up her spine when she realized how dark and quiet it was. Nervousness took flight in her belly, and she hastened her pace.
Cindy needed a mode of transportation, and she needed one fast. There was no way she was going to rely on other people to ferry her to and from her place of work. She’d even take out a small bank loan if she could.
She was on a mission, and no bitching or whining was going to change her circumstances.
She tried to ignore that being watched feeling as she quickly walked toward Main Street and the internet café. With a sigh of relief she grasped the door handle and just before she turned it and entered the store, she gazed about again. When she saw that no one was even looking at her, Cindy put her disconcertion down to her thoughts and paranoia at being alone.
After leasing a computer for an hour, she sat down and started searching for a car. There were only a couple within her budget, which was really nonexistent, but one of them looked as if it were about to fall apart because of all the rust.
Clicking on the better-looking car, she took down the details to call the owner and inquire about the vehicle later when she got back home. Her stomach rumbled, and though she’d eaten dinner, she’d only had a small bowl of noodles that hadn’t been that satisfying. She also hadn’t eaten any breakfast or lunch, and right now her body was lamenting the lack of food she hadn’t consumed. With a sigh of frustration, she thought about the twenty-dollar note in her pocket. Thankfully, she’d had some change in to pay for leasing the computer and hadn’t had to break the twenty. She had more than enough money to buy herself a meal at the diner, but if she did, she’d have to live off noodles for the rest of the week and maybe even a little longer. Until she got her first paycheck, she was scraping the bottom of the barrel.
Deciding against buying a cooked meal, she cleared her search history from the computer, stood, and headed out.
The sun had set before she’d decided to walk into town, and while it wasn’t hot, it was cooling off quickly. After glancing longingly at the diner diagonally across the road, she gasped when she saw the Kenny brothers eating and talking in one of the booths. Cindy was very attracted to the four men, but since she’d never had a boyfriend, or even been kissed before, she didn’t have any confidence in her own femininity. She was painfully shy and wasn’t a go-after-what-you-want type of woman. If she hadn’t worked at the diner, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to have an intelligent conversation with anyone. Not because she was stupid but because her coyness sometimes made her an incoherent, stuttering fool.
Plus the four men probably thought she was too young for them and maybe they were right, but she wanted a long-term, loving relationship just like all of her friends had. However, not just yet.
The Kenny men no doubt had women throwing themselves at them everywhere they went since they were all handsome, tall, and muscular.
What would they want with a little nobody like her?
Pushing her dejected thoughts aside, Cindy turned away and started walking.
She had a feeling she was meant to live a lonely life of solitude. Maybe when she could afford to, she’d think about adopting a rescue cat, or two. At least she wouldn’t be going home to an empty apartment anymore. Yet having a pet was costly. There were vet bills, food and pet beds. She could barely feed herself let alone an animal.
She snorted at her thoughts and picked up her pace.
When the hair on her nape once more stood on end, she looked behind her and nervously eyed the man strolling yards away, but he wasn’t looking at her. She’d seen him in the internet café, but had quickly glanced away when he made eye contact.
His hair and skin appeared greasy as if he hadn’t bothered to shower, but thankfully she hadn’t sat close enough to him to find out. She frowned when she remembered that his eyes didn’t seem quite right. Although she hadn’t looked close or long enough to make out the color of his irises, there had been a haze over his eyes. He’d gazed at her, but she wasn’t even sure if he’d really seen her.
Cindy shrugged and tried to push him from her mind as she walked.
She’d just crossed the second street and had another to cross before she reached her own road. As she stepped up onto the curb and the pavement, she heard the scuff of a shoe or boot close behind her and went to turn around, but she only made it halfway.
The dirty-looking guy from the internet café grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her head back. She cried out and reached up to claw at his wrist, trying to get him to release her. When she gasped and got a load of the stench wafting off him, she gagged. Her summation of him being unclean had been accurate.
Why the hell are you thinking about that right now, you idiot? Fight him!
“Let me go, asshole,” Cindy yelled, as she curled her hand into a fist, ready to punch him in the face and escape his clutches, but before she could, she felt something being pressed hard into her side over one of her ribs. She winced with pain but swallowed back her cry.
“Give me your money, cunt,” he ordered in a hard voice.
“I don’t have any money,” she stated calmly, hoping not to aggravate her assailant any more than he was. Cindy bit the inside of her cheek when he shoved the gun into her side even harder. It hurt, badly, but she wasn’t going to cry out and make his night.
She gazed about from her periphery, hoping to see someone walking down the street, but they were the only two people around.
Cindy knew that if she was going to get out of this situation without harm, she was going to have to do something. She needed to fight, but if he shot her, she could end up dying.
So be it, she thought.
Fighting was better than doing nothing at all. While he was inches taller than her, he was thin and didn’t look very muscular. Hopefully, he wasn’t one of those wiry, deceptively strong men.
All her life she’d only really had herself to rely on, and this was no different. Her mom had tried her hardest, and while she’d been a good mother, Cindy had had to grow up fast. She’d been the one to clean up her sister when she’d taken a fall and dried her tears. She’d fed her, bathed her, clothed her, and had been there for her more than their own mother hadn’t been. While she didn’t begrudge her mom having to work since she’d had no other option, Cindy wished things had been different. Nevertheless, she couldn’t see anything changing in the near or the distant future.
Once more, Cindy had to pull her big girl panties up and fend for herself.
There was only one way she was going to take this asshole down, and that was to go for his balls.
Sucking in a quiet, deep ragged breath, she moved without overthinking things.
Instead of lifting a knee since she was so much shorter than he was, she tightened her grip on his wrist as he pulled at her hair to distract him, curled her free hand into a fist, and shifted on her feet, pushing the pain in her burning scalp away as some of her strands were ripped out, and she slammed her balled up hand into his crotch as hard as she could.
He groaned, tore his fingers from her hair, and sank to the concrete on his knees.
Cindy lunged away from him, just as a loud bang echoed through the night air.
A stinging, burning pain seared her side along her ribs, and she stumbled. Even though she tried to remain on her feet, she staggered when her knees buckled, and she hit the ground, face down, hard.
The air was knocked out of her lungs, her chin smacked into the pavement, and she saw stars.
She tried to breathe through the agony ripping into her side, chin, and jaw, but the quickly encroaching darkness blanketed her vision until all she could see was black.
With a weary, pain-filled sigh, she gave into the gaping ebony maw and floated away.
 
Chapter Four
 
“That was a fucking gunshot,” Jake said and took off running. Shane, Grant, and Curtis were right behind him.
They’d just left the diner after eating dinner, and he was so glad he had because it sounded like someone was in trouble or creating havoc. As he sprinted, he heard Shane on his cell phone and knew his big brother had called 9-1-1.
Jake saw two shadows up ahead. It looked as if there was a kid lying on the ground, and the dude hunched over on his knees, wobbled to his feet, and raised his arm. When he saw the guy was holding a gun and aiming it, he put on a burst of speed and leaped the last few yards between him and the asshole. He didn’t even think about putting his own life in peril when he jumped on the fucker, knocking him to the ground. Luckily for him, the bastard hadn’t been gripping the gun too tightly, and it flew from the prick’s hand before he could shoot.
He drew his fist back and punched the motherfucker in the jaw, knocking him out cold. Jake grimaced at the stench coming off the bastard and wondered when the last time the dick had had a shower. Pushing himself up so that he was straddling the gunman, he tugged at his belt, pulled the leather from the loopholes on his jeans, pulled the man’s hands behind his back, and tethered them together.
“Shit, it’s Cindy, and she’s hurt,” Grant said from between clenched teeth.
Jake gazed over and gasped when he saw Cindy lying face first on the cold, hard pavement with her eyes closed. Fear that she was dead tried to take hold, but when he saw her upper body rise as she took a breath, some of the tension eased from his muscles. He shoved to his feet and hurried over to his brothers and Cindy. “Has anyone called an ambulance?”
“Shane did,” Curt replied angrily. “Do you think it’s safe to turn her over?”
“Wait until I make sure she hasn’t broken anything,” Shane said, and then quickly ran his hands up and down her arms and legs. “Grant, support her neck as I turn her over.”
Grant cupped her neck and her head, and with Jake’s and Curt’s help, they gently eased her onto her side.
“We need to slow that bleeding down.” Grant tugged his T-shirt up, wadded it into a pad, and pressed it against Cindy’s chin.
Jake pulled his shirt off, and after raising Cindy’s top, he folded his shirt and held it against her side.
Cindy flinched and groaned.
“You’re okay, sweetness,” Jake said as he applied pressure to her wound.
“Can you look at me, Cindy?” Shane asked.
Jake sighed when he heard the wail of sirens, thanking the stars that the sheriff’s department and the hospital weren’t that far away.
Moments later, tires squealed as two cars screeched to a stop on the road. Brax and Ajay Rhodes, Jaylynn’s husbands and deputies, as well as Cree and Nash Sheffield hurried over.
“What the fuck happened?” Nash asked angrily as he took in the scene.
Jake shook his head, took a deep breath, and told the deputies his part in the situation. “You’ll have to ask Cindy what happened before we arrived, but she needs medical treatment first.”
Thank fuck the ambulance arrived as he finished speaking.
Brigg and Tane Tremaine, Shyann’s men, were on the ground beside Cindy seconds later.
“You all need to back off so we can see what we’re dealing with,” Brigg stated.
Jake didn’t want to move from Cindy’s side, but if he didn’t, she was just going to keep losing more blood. He scuttled back out of the way and gained his feet. Shane, Grant, and Curt moved aside, too.
“We think that asshole shot her.” Jake pointed to the smelly guy on the ground just as he groaned and started coming around. Cree had secured the prick with handcuffs, and after gazing at his and his brothers’ hips, he passed Jake’s belt to him. “Thanks.”
“Her vitals are good, but she’s going to need stitches,” Tane said. “Her chin is split open, and the graze from the bullet over her ribs is too deep.”
Jake turned and scowled at the fucker who’d hurt his and his brothers’ woman, but he was too busy spitting profanities at Cree and Nash as they wrestled him into the back of the patrol car to notice him.
“Who the fuck is that guy?” Grant snapped.
“I think he might be homeless,” Brax said. “One thing is for sure, though. He’s as high as a kite.”
“Fucking bastard,” Curt growled.
Jake nodded in agreement. He was so fucking angry right now he wanted to haul the motherfucker out of the car and beat the shit out of him, but instead he took a few deep steadying breaths, trying to control his fury.
Cindy drew his gaze when she whimpered, and he was relieved when her eyelids fluttered open. Her lids were droopy as if she were struggling to keep them open, and when she saw everyone watching her, she frowned.
“What…” She licked her lips, and then gasped. “He’s got a gun.”
Shane stepped toward her, sank to his knees near her shoulder, and brushed the hair off her face. “It’s okay, baby. He’s been taken care off. You’re safe, now.”
“I need to shine a light in your eyes, Cindy,” Tane said. “Can you tell me what happened? How did you get hurt?”
Jake and everyone else moved closer as Cindy told Tane what had gone down. He ground his teeth together as he tried to rein his anger in. His brothers were just as pissed as he was. Although Shane was being gentle with Cindy, his shoulders must have been aching because he kept rolling them. Grant rubbed at the back of his neck, and Curt’s hands were balled into fists.
“We need to get you to the hospital, sweetheart,” Brigg said. “You’re going to need some stitches.”
Tears welled and rolled over Cindy’s face. “I can’t afford to go to the hospital, Brigg. I’ve just changed jobs, and I don’t know if I have any health insurance.”
“Don’t go worrying about that now, honey,” Tane said. “I’m sure everything will work out.”
Grant stepped back out of Cindy’s line of sight and gestured to himself and then to Shane, Curt, and finally to Jake. He knew exactly what his brother was asking and didn’t need to hear the words. He nodded vigorously. Grant gave a chin lift as did Shane, and Curt gave a nod, too.
When Brax and Tane carefully lifted Cindy onto a stretcher and then carried it and her to the ambulance, Jake fisted his hands so tightly his knuckles ached. He wanted to get into the back of the van and go with her, but since he wasn’t a relative and he and his brothers weren’t in a relationship with her, he didn’t stand a chance. Nonetheless, he walked toward the back of the ambulance and said, “We’ll be at the hospital soon, honey.” He frowned when Cindy didn’t respond and wondered if she’d heard him, but that didn’t matter.
Nothing was going to stop him from being there for her.
Jake and his brothers wanted a relationship with her, and though she’d rejected a dinner invitation earlier that day, he wasn’t about to give up.
Cindy was perfect for him and his brothers. They were just going to have to show her how perfect she truly was.
 
* * * *
 
“Curt, go and get the truck,” Shane commanded and then tossed the keys to his brother. His gut was one big massive knot of anger. He couldn’t believe some random drugged-up motherfucker had tried to rob Cindy, held her at gunpoint, and shot her. Thank fuck she’d fought back because he’d hated even contemplating what could have happened to her if she hadn’t. The man who’d attacked her was so high on drugs, he was crazy.
Shane had planned to slowly woo the shy Cindy into his and his brothers’ lives and their beds, but he wasn’t going to pussyfoot around any longer. After she was examined and fixed up, she was going to need help, and they were just the men to do it. There was no fucking way he was letting her go home alone.
He was going to take her back to their place so they could look after her. What he really wanted to do was hold her in his arms to reassure himself that she was all right.
“Thank fuck you all heard what was going down,” Cree said. “We’ll get the bastard into a cell and meet you at the hospital.”
Shane nodded, waved, and stepped out onto the road just as Curt pulled the truck to a stop. He and his brothers got into the vehicle, pulled their seat belts on, and sat tensely as Curt drove.
Minutes later, they were walking into the main entrance to the small hospital.
Shane glanced at the nurse behind the reception desk, but he didn’t bother going to her to ask where Cindy had been taken. Instead, he changed directions and pushed through the double doors to the emergency area. There were only about ten curtained beds in the large room, but when he saw only one of the beds had the drapes pulled, he headed that way.
“I’m so glad you didn’t get hurt worse, Cindy,” Dr. Axel Raymond, one of Enya’s husbands, said.
“Me too,” Cindy answered.
She sounded so fucking exhausted, Shane couldn’t wait to see her any longer. Instead of just barging in and invading her privacy, he peeked through the gap in the curtains, to make sure she was decently covered, and when he saw that she was, he held the drapes aside and stepped toward the bed.
Cindy had her eyes closed, and from the tear tracks on her face, she’d been crying.
“She okay?” he mouthed to the doc.
Axel nodded, and then shrugged. Shane wanted to grill the man but held his tongue. He didn’t want to upset Cindy more than she already was. He gritted his teeth when he saw the line of stitches over her ribs. Axel had a magnified light pointed toward her chin and was currently sewing her flesh up. She kept her eyes squeezed tightly closed until Axel had finished suturing her skin back together. “All done. You can open your eyes now.”
“Not sure if I can, Doc. The drugs you gave me are working well. All I feel like doing is curling up in this bed and going to sleep.”
“You can if you want to,” Axel said.
“No.” Cindy sighed. “I don’t know how I’m going to pay for my treatment. If I stay longer, I’ll just end up owing more.”
Shane was glad that she wouldn’t have to worry about that. Grant was taking care of the payment at present.
“I’ve written out a prescription in case the pain gets to be too much, but they will make you drowsy. Don’t go driving or operating any heavy machinery if you take any of those. Over-the-counter medicine will help a bit. Keep the stitches covered and dry. You can still bathe, but just take a bit of care. Come back and see me in seven to ten days so I can remove the threads.”
“Thanks, Doc,” Cindy said as she opened her eyes. She gasped when she saw him, and her cheeks flushed with pink. “Uh, hi.”
“Hey baby, how are you feeling?” Shane clasped her hand and entwined his fingers with hers.
“Like I’m floating on a cloud.” She giggled and then covered her mouth.
Shane smirked. It looked like Cindy was feeling very happy from the medication Axel had given her. He and his brothers had met Drs. Axel Raymond, Camden Brown, and Phoenix Carter a few times when they’d gone to the diner. Their wife, Enya, was part owner of the diner and an amazing pastry chef.
“I don’t want you staying alone right now,” Axel said. “Do you have a friend that can come over and stay with you?”
Shane was aware of his brothers standing near the end of the bed. He gazed Grant’s way and quirked a brow. He was relieved when Grant nodded, letting him know he’d taken care of all Cindy’s medical expenses.
When he heard her sniff, he turned to look at her again. The tears in her eyes broke his heart. He was just about to ask her if she was in pain, but she began to speak. “No, there’s no one. I’m all alone since my mom and sister moved away.”
“She can come home with us,” Shane said.
Cindy whipped her head around toward him, moaned, and closed her eyes. When she lifted a hand and placed it over her forehead, he realized she had a headache.
“I don’t need—”
“Cindy, you need someone to watch over you. While you don’t have the signs of a concussion, you were unconscious and need to be watched. You can come and stay in our spare room if you want. I know Enya would love to take care of you.”
Shane scowled at Axel, but the doc ignored him.
“I’ll be fine,” Cindy mumbled sleepily.
Shane bent closer to her ear. “We have a spare room you can have all to yourself. You don’t want to end up back in the hospital, do you, baby? Think of the added expense. If you come home with us, you won’t have to worry about how you’re going to pay the bill.” He felt like a real asshole for using her lack of money to cajole her into agreeing to come home with him and his brothers and hoped he didn’t end up getting bitten in the ass. However, he wanted her in his house, arms, and bed, and he would use any means necessary to get his way as long as they weren’t nefarious.
“You’ll be safe with us, Cindy. I give you my word.”
“’Kay,” she whispered, just before her breathing deepened as she fell asleep.
“I hope you know what you’re doing.” Axel crossed his arms over his chest and scowled at him. “Cindy is like a little sister to me and most of the other men in town. I’m warning you now—if you and your brothers hurt her, you’ll be answering to all of us.”
Shane nodded as he locked gazes with the doc. “We want a relationship with her, Axel. We know she’s attracted to us, too, but she’s fighting it. Curt even asked her to have dinner with us tonight, but she refused.”
“She’s sweet and shy.” Axel scrubbed a hand over his face. “There are things you don’t know. Cindy’s had a hard life, and she’s been hurt. You need to go slow with her. If any of you pressure her into something she isn’t ready for, I’ll rip you all a new asshole. Cam, Phoenix, and the other men in Slick Rock will be next in line.”
“There won’t be any need to defend her,” Grant said as he took a step forward. “We aren’t going to fuck with her, Axel. We’re not just looking for someone to screw and walk away from.”
“We want the whole nine yards with Cindy,” Jake said.
“We want her in our lives permanently,” Curt stated.
Axel nodded, gazed at the chart, and after making a notation, he spun on his heels and started walking away. He halted and glanced back at them over his shoulder. “Make sure you look after her.”
Before Shane could reply, Axel was gone.
With a gentleness he hadn’t realized he was capable of, Shane carefully lifted Cindy into his arms and carried her through the emergency department and out of the hospital. Even though he could hardly keep his eyes off her, he made sure he watched where he was going so he didn’t trip up and hurt his petite bundle.
Cindy was so fucking small compared to him and his brothers, and he was more aware of his muscles, height, and strength than ever before. Having her in his arms made him feel so manly, so masculine, but it also made him feel a little old. She looked about eighteen, but she was definitely older since she had a teaching degree. She was probably in her early to midtwenties.
He loved the smattering of freckles across her cheeks and the bridge of her small nose. The urge to lean down and kiss each dot was intense, but he just kept walking. Walking was also kind of torturous since his dick was so hard it was aching, but he tried to ignore his lust.
Finally he reached the truck and waited for his brothers to get in. Curt was once more behind the wheel. Grant had shoved Jake to the front passenger seat and then opened the back door for him. After closing the door, Grant raced around the truck and got into the back with him and Cindy.
Shane maneuvered her so that her head was resting on his thigh, and Grant lifted her legs over his.
“Are you all set?” Curt glanced at him and then Cindy.
“Yeah,” Shane said. “Let’s get our woman home.”
Although he hated that she was hurt, he really liked that she was going to be in their house and their spare bed.
Now, all he and his brothers needed to do was try to convince her to stay and that they were the men for her.
He had a feeling that wasn’t going to be as easy as it sounded.
 
Chapter Five
 
“Oh God,” Cindy moaned. She was aching all over and felt as if she’d been hit by a truck. Her head was aching, her chin was hurting, and her side was throbbing. All she wanted to do was roll over in bed and go back to sleep, but the incessant pain in her body wouldn’t allow her to.
“How are you feeling, sweetie?” a deep voice asked.
Cindy squinted toward the voice, and clarity returned quickly. She remembered being in the hospital and Axel stitching her up, but everything after that was fuzzy. Blinking a few times helped clear her hazy vision, and she gazed at Grant. He was sitting on the side of her bed next to her hip. Being careful not to turn her head too fast, she glanced about the room and knew she was no longer in the hospital, but she wasn’t in her own home either.
“Where am…” She trailed off as a vague memory of being asked to go home with the Kenny brothers niggled at her mind. Feeling at a distinctive disadvantage lying down, Cindy tried to sit up but winced, groaned, and sank back into the mattress and pillows when a sharp pain stabbed at her side.
“I’ve brought the medicine the doc prescribed,” Jake said as he entered the room.
Cindy looked toward the doorway to see that Curt and Shane were right behind him. She was nowhere near her best, but she didn’t have the energy or the inclination to really care. Her hair was probably a wild tangled mess around her head, and she felt kind of grungy, as if she needed a shower, but she wasn’t sure she’d be able to get to her feet.
However, she wasn’t going to be able to put off trying for long since her full bladder felt as if it were getting fuller by the minute.
“Cindy?” Shane walked closer to the bed, knelt down, and took one of her hands in his.
“I feel like shit,” she finally remembered to answer.
“Where are you hurting, sweetie?” Grant asked.
“Everywhere,” she whispered and closed her eyes when tears threatened.
“Do you want us to call the doc?” Jake asked from where he was standing at the end of the bed.
She heard a rustle and realized that Curt had walked to the other side of the bed to Grant and Shane.
“Open your eyes, baby,” Shane said in a low voice.
With a sigh of resignation, she forced her heavy eyelids up. The blinds over the window had been partially lifted, and she realized it was late when she saw the sun streaming through the window.
Grant scooted closer to her. “Shane and I are going to help you sit up so you can take the pills Axel prescribed. Okay?”
“Okay.” Cindy gripped Shane’s hand tighter and sucked in a deep breath in preparation of the expected pain, and then she held it. She couldn’t believe how gentle they were with her. While she experienced a few aches and twinges, it wasn’t as bad as she’d imagined. Once she was propped up against the headboard and some pillows, Shane handed her a glass while Grant pushed two tablets into her cupped palm from the blister pack.
She put them in her mouth, took a few sips to swallow the medicine, and then guzzled the rest of the water. Shane, who was now sitting on the edge of the bed, too, took the empty glass from her.
“Do you want more water, darlin’?” Curt asked.
Cindy gazed toward him. He was sitting on the bed beside her with his legs stretched out. She swallowed as she eyed his long legs and up higher. A blush heated her cheeks when she noticed that she was staring at the bulge in his crotch, and she quickly looked away.
Her eyes connected with Jake’s. He was standing at the end of the bed, his legs shoulder width apart, his arms crossed over his broad, muscular chest and a frown on his face.
“Cindy, do you want more water?” Grant placed his hand on her thigh and caressed up and down.
“No, thanks.”
“What can we do to make you more comfortable, baby?” Shane asked.
She lowered her gaze toward the covers and gasped when she noticed she was no longer wearing her own clothes. The large black T-shirt was falling off one shoulder, and her bra had been removed.
“Who undressed me?” she asked brusquely.
“Shane and I did, sweetie. We wanted you to sleep comfortably. Your shirt was torn and covered in blood. We thought it best for you to sleep in something loose so you weren’t hurting,” Grant explained.
“We didn’t look, Cindy.” Shane cupped her cheek, being careful to keep his fingers away from the wound in her chin. “We only saw you in your panties and bra, baby. We’d see that if you were at the beach or swimming pool. I didn’t take your bra off until after we had the T-shirt on you.”
She stared into his eyes, trying to gauge whether he was being sincere. He held her stare without wavering, and she sighed with relief.
“I need to get up,” she stated, once more gazing down at the quilt.
Shane and Grant stood, but before she could ask one of the men if they had a robe she could borrow, Shane tugged the covers down and scooped her up into his arms.
“What are you doing?” she asked breathlessly as she tried to tug the large shirt down to make sure her ass was covered.
“I’m carrying you to the bathroom,” he said as he walked to the partially open door she hadn’t seen until now. He nudged it wider as he carried her across the adjoining bathroom, and she took as much as she could in even though she was still feeling a little thickheaded.
It was huge, with four sinks and cabinets taking up one wall of the room. There was a mirror on the wall the length of the vanity. A large, raised spa bath was off in another corner, and next to that was a shower big enough to have a party in.
Shane halted outside another closed door and slowly lowered her to her feet. She clutched at his arm when she swayed dizzily, but she needn’t have worried about ending up on her ass, because he kept a steadying hand on her hip as he opened the door.
“Do you need me to help you, baby?” he asked.
Cindy’s face flamed hotter at the thought and shook her head. She bit her lips to stop herself from gasping in pain. She didn’t care that she was a little wobbly on her feet. There was no way in hell she was having someone watching her do her business.
“I can do it,” she snapped and immediately felt contrite.
She had no idea why she was feeling so irritable. Maybe it was because of the pain she was in. Cindy turned into a shrew when she was sick or hurt. She hated anyone seeing her so vulnerable. She liked being left alone when she wasn’t feeling up to par because that way when she was feeling better, she wouldn’t have to feel guilty over her bitchiness and have to apologize.
Without meeting his gaze, she shuffled away from him, closed the door behind her, and did her business. Bending to pull her panties up proved to be a painful challenge because of the pulling of the stitches in her side, and it also made her chin and head throb more to have it lower than her heart, but she sucked it up.
Shane was leaning against the doorjamb when she opened it, and once more her face flushed. He’d probably heard her taking a pee. Trying to ignore him as best she could, she moved past him toward the sinks and washed her hands. When she peered at herself in the mirror, she grimaced. She looked as bad as she felt. What she wanted to do was take a shower and brush her teeth. While she remembered Axel saying she could bathe, she wasn’t sure she had enough energy to do so right now. However, she wasn’t leaving the bathroom until she’d at least brushed her teeth and hair.
Movement caught her eye, and she glanced up to find Shane standing right behind her and watching her in the mirror. “Do you have a spare toothbrush I can use?” she asked.
“Sure, baby. Whatever you want.”
Shane moved aside, opened a cupboard, and then placed a toothbrush still in its packaging on the counter along with a tube of toothpaste. When he also put a brush next to them, she wondered if they had a girlfriend. Jealousy pierced her heart, but she didn’t ask the question on the tip of her tongue. If they were already in a relationship, then what the hell was she even doing here?
Where they just kindhearted men who couldn’t leave someone in need to fend for themselves? That wouldn’t surprise her in the least since most of the men living in and around Slick Rock would help out anyone who needed it.
Cindy was acutely aware of Shane watching every move she made, but since the pain medicine was kicking in, she found she couldn’t find the energy to care.
Once she was done, she turned to face him.
He frowned down at her as he cupped her cheek. “You still look too damn pale for my liking.”
Cindy shrugged because he was right. She was so pale her skin looked almost translucent. Her chin was swollen, and while she could no longer see the threads in it because they were covered by a small waterproof bandage, she could see bruising near the edges of the patch. She shivered when he caressed her cheek with his thumb.
“Shit! I’m sorry, baby. You’re cold. Let me find you something warm to put on, and then we’ll get you something to eat. Sound good?” Shane asked.
“Yeah,” she replied. It was a funny thing. She hadn’t even felt hungry until he’d mentioned food, and now her empty stomach was gurgling up a storm. She just hoped that he couldn’t hear it growling.
Shane draped his arm around her shoulders and guided her back into the bedroom. A sigh of relief escaped from between her parted lips when she saw that Curt and Jake had left.
Grant, who’d been sitting on the bed, shoved to his feet and stepped toward her. “Feeling better, Cindy?”
“A little,” she answered.
“Cree called just before you woke up. He and Wilder will be over soon so you can read over your statement and sign it,” Grant explained.
Cindy nodded and then turned when Shane began to speak. He was holding up what looked like a pair of sweat pants, socks, and a sweater.
“I grabbed some of Curt’s clothes since he’s the shortest out of all of us. I know they’ll still be too big, but if you roll the legs up, you won’t trip over them.”
“Thank you.” She took the proffered clothes and glanced from one to the other expectantly.
“I don’t think we should leave you.” Grant frowned. “What if you need help and we’re not here?”
“What if you fall and end up hurting yourself?” Shane asked.
Cindy rolled her eyes and sighed with exasperation.
“Look, I’ve been taking care of myself and my younger sister since before I was seven years old. I know how to get dressed.”
Grant rubbed a hand over his face, shrugged, turned, and walked out.
Shane ran his fingers through his hair and sighed. “Yell if you need help,” he ordered firmly as he pointed a finger at her.
Cindy nodded, and once he walked out of the room, she sank down on the bed and covered her face with her hands.
Now that she was hopefully over the worst of the pain, she could go back home to her own place.
Why did the thought of being alone, of leaving the Kenny brothers, cause her to feel down?
 
* * * *
 
Curt turned from the stove where he and Jake were cooking breakfast when he heard chairs scrape over the floor. He was elated that Cindy was in their home, but he wished it wasn’t under these circumstances.
“How are you feeling, darlin’?” he asked.
“Okay,” she replied.
Curt narrowed his eyes as he scrutinized her face. She was so fucking pale, too pale for his liking, but she’d been shot so it wasn’t really a surprise. Though he tried to tell himself it could have been worse, that she could have been killed before he and his brothers had a chance to court her, he couldn’t get rid of the anger roiling in his gut.
He hoped like hell the sheriffs and the presiding judge over the trial, whoever that might be, threw the book at the fucker who’d hurt their woman. He could also tell she was still in pain and wondered why she’d said she was okay. Curt hoped the pain pills she’d taken earlier kicked in soon.
She was just a tiny little thing, and he couldn’t understand how anyone could hurt her or someone smaller and weaker than they were.
“Come and sit down, Cindy.” Grant moved to her side, grasped her elbow, and guided her to the dining table.
Curt was glad his brother didn’t lead her to the stools, which were probably too difficult for her to get onto right now.
He and Jake worked together to plate the food. Though they’d all been up and about early and had eaten breakfast, they’d discussed cooking bacon and eggs for lunch for Cindy. He had no idea what her likes and dislikes were, but everyone he knew loved bacon and eggs. He just hoped she did, too.
“Do you want a cup of coffee, baby?” Shane asked after Grant had settled her into a chair.
“Please.”
“How do you like to drink it?” Shane waited for her reply as he stared down at her.
Curt hated that she was so shy she had trouble looking him and his brothers in the eyes, but he was hoping in time that that would change. When she was more familiar, more comfortable with them, would she let her real personality shine through? He fucking hoped so.
“Milk, one sugar please.”
Curt lodged that tidbit of information into his mind so he wouldn’t forget it. He and Jake grabbed two loaded plates each and carried them over to the dining table. He set one in front of Cindy, passed the others out, and then sat beside her.
Shane scowled at him when he saw that Curt had stolen his seat, but he ignored his brother.
“Eat up, darlin’. You have to be hungry.” He gently nudged her arm. His breath caught in his throat when her brown eyes met his. Curt cursed under his breath when she quickly glanced down.
“How long have you lived in Slick Rock, honey?” Jake asked.
He and Shane were now sitting across the table from him and Cindy. Grant was seated on the other side of her.
“Since I was seven.” She wrapped her hands around her coffee mug, raised it to her mouth, and took a sip. “Hmm,” she moaned and closed her eyes as if savoring the taste.
Curt shifted in his chair, trying to relieve the pressure on his hard, aching dick. Jake was squirming and he figured his brother was having the same problem.
Shane and Grant had always had more self-control than him and Jake, but just because they weren’t moving in their seats didn’t mean they were lusting after their houseguest either.
“Where’d you live before here?” Grant asked after swallowing.
“We moved around a lot.” Cindy shrugged.
When he noticed she was frowning, he had a feeling there was more to that story, but he wasn’t sure she was ready for them to ask any more questions. They all ate in silence for a while, but from the way Cindy was fidgeting, she was uncomfortable, still in pain, or both.
She pushed her plate aside after only eating a piece of toast with some scrambled eggs and a piece of bacon.
“Don’t you like bacon and eggs, baby?” Shane asked.
Cindy blinked up at him. “Who doesn’t like bacon and scrambled eggs?”
“You didn’t eat very much.” Grant pointedly gazed at her plate.
“I don’t eat much. I’m not as big as all of you. That’s probably the most food I’ve eaten in days.”
Curt frowned over that. He was about to ask her why, but Shane beat him to it. “Don’t tell me you’re on a fucking diet?” he snapped out.
Cindy blushed and shook her head. She looked at all of them nervously before gazing at Shane. “No, I’ve just been a bit too busy to worry about food.”
When she glanced to the right, toward him, and her eyes quickly skittered from his, Curt knew she was lying. His brothers had to have picked up on her body language, too.
“I don’t like it when people lie to me,” Shane stated.
Cindy’s face turned pinker as she nodded.
“How about you tell us what’s really going on, honey?” Jake suggested gently.
She dipped her chin down so far it was almost touching her chest. Curt wondered if she was going to respond or just try to ignore them, but when he heard her sniff, his gut clenched.
Was Cindy crying?
 
Chapter Six
 
Cindy felt like a real idiot and didn’t understand why she was crying all of a sudden. While the medicine had eased her pain, she was still tired and feeling very exposed. She didn’t know how the Kenny brothers had known she was telling fibs.
Then and there she decided it would be a good idea for her to head back to her own home. Although she wasn’t sure what part of town they were in, where they were, she could probably walk to her apartment without too much trouble. At least she hoped she could. There was no way she was forking over money for a cab even if she knew a couple of the drivers. She’d even thought about calling an Uber, but she’d never liked having strangers driving her about.
She startled when Grant caressed a hand over her shoulder and down her arm, but she stubbornly kept her head lowered. Nevertheless, she didn’t bargain on being lifted from her seat and onto his lap. He threaded his fingers into her hair, gently tugging on her tresses and tilting her head back until their eyes met.
“Why are you crying, sweetie?”
Once more she shrugged and tried to pull away, but Grant just tightened his grip in her hair, holding her head fast.
“Talk to us, Cindy,” he commanded. “We’re trying to help you.”
Her emotions went from vulnerability to anger in about a second flat. “You want to know why I haven’t been eating much? I didn’t earn much money at the diner. What I did earn and get in tips had to cover the cost of my rent, utility bills, and student loans. I’ve also just changed jobs and haven’t gotten my first paycheck yet. I have twenty dollars left to last me until I do, and that was nearly stolen from me last night. Are you satisfied now that you know I’m struggling financially?”
“We aren’t trying to humiliate you, sweetie.” Grant used the thumb of his free hand to wipe the tears from her face. “We’re just trying to get to know you. That’s not a crime, is it?”
She slumped and sighed as she shook her head. She’d overreacted because she was weary and grumpy. She shouldn’t have taken her anger out on him. “I’m sorry, Grant. I kinda get bitchy and grumpy when I’m not feeling a hundred percent.”
“Apology accepted.”
He surprised the crap out of her when he leaned down and kissed her on the forehead.
“I think it would be a good idea if you went back to bed and had another nap, honey,” Jake suggested.
“I’m not a fucking child,” she snapped and instantly regretted it. “I’m sorry, Jake.” She paused to meet each man’s gaze before continuing. “I think I should go home.”
And then it hit her that she was supposed to have started teaching the kids their school lessons today. She sprang to her feet and cried out as her sutured side and chin protested. Chairs scraped, but she didn’t turn to look at the men. She was bent over with her hands resting on her knees, trying to breathe through the pain. Once the aches had settled down to dull throbs, she straightened again.
“I need to go. I was supposed to be at work this morning.”
Shane moved until he was standing so close to her she could feel his body heat. “I called Kat and Niki last night after we brought you back here. Kat told you to take as much time as you need to recuperate. She doesn’t want you killing yourself.”
“I need to work.” Cindy stepped back. “I can’t afford not to earn money.”
“We can help you—” Jake began, but she stopped him by holding a hand up.
“Don’t you dare offer to give me money. You don’t even know me.”
“We know enough.” Grant walked closer.
“I’d give you the shirt off my back if you needed it, darlin’,” Curt said as he stood at her side.
“I’d sell my soul to the devil to get everything you need and everything you want,” Shane stated firmly.
Cindy gaped at the four Kenny brothers, not sure what to say. The only person who’d ever cared about her that much was her sister and mom. She closed her lips and took a deep breath, but before she could thank them, Shane entwined his fingers with hers.
“We’re all very attracted to you, baby. We want to have a relationship with you.”
She tugged her hand from his, eased her way out of the middle of them, and walked into the kitchen. Once more, tears burned her eyes, but she blinked them back as she started rinsing dishes. She only managed to put one plate in the dishwasher before someone moved up behind her, turned the tap off, and clasped her shoulders.
Cindy raised her gaze as she was turned around and held her breath when she met Shane’s serious eyes. “You don’t need to do that. My brothers and I are more than capable of cleaning up.”
“I was just trying to help. You all cooked me a nice breakfast. The least I can do is clean up afterward.”
Shane frowned down at her for a beat or two. “My God, you are so fucking stubborn and independent. Does it really hurt you that we are trying to help you? Why can’t you just say thank you and let us do what’s necessary to make your life a little easier?”
Cindy placed her hands on his chest and tried to shove him away, but it was like trying to move a brick wall. The only thing she ended up doing was hurting her side. She tried not to show her pain, but Shane and his brothers were way too observant.
“That’s it,” he snapped. “I’ve had enough of this.”
Before she could ask what the hell he was talking about, he bent down and swept her off her feet and up into his arms. “What are you doing?” she asked breathlessly. Cindy closed her eyes and mentally cursed herself, hoping he hadn’t heard the surprise and desire in her voice.
“What I should have done from the very start,” Shane said, and then slanted his mouth over hers.
Cindy gasped as she clung to his neck. His lips were soft yet firm as they brushed over hers. When he licked over the seam of her lips and he delved inside her mouth with his tongue, she moaned. This was her very first kiss, and though she didn’t have any experience, having Shane’s mouth on hers, his tongue rubbing and curling against hers, drove her wild. Her blood heated, and her heart rate and breathing sped up.
Shivers of arousal caused her to shudder, and for a moment, she wondered if the earth had moved.
By the time he let her up for air, she was shaking with desire and panting as if she’d just finished a cardio workout, but she kept her eyes closed as heat suffused her cheeks. She didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or assertive and ask for more. Shane had tasted so good. Cindy licked her lips and sighed. She could still taste him on her tongue.
“You feel the attraction, too, don’t you, baby?” he asked.
Although she couldn’t deny that, she wasn’t sure it was prudent to reply either. Why are they attracted to me? I’m not anyone special. I’m just a nobody. They’re all so big and handsome. They could have any woman they wanted with a snap of their fingers.
“Cindy, look at me,” Shane demanded.
Without meaning to, she opened her eyes and met his gaze. His green eyes were so intense as they locked with hers.
“You feel it, too, don’t you, sweetie?” Grant asked, drawing her attention.
All four of the Kenny brothers were once more gathered around her. Though she tried not to show it, she was having trouble breathing. She felt as if all the air in the room had been sucked out.
While she didn’t really want to answer the question that had been asked a second time, she realized they weren’t going to give in until she did. Cindy had also been taught not to lie, so after taking a deep breath, she replied, “Yes.”
“Thank fuck,” Curt rasped out.
“Thank you for not lying to us, honey.” Jake stroked a finger down her cheek.
“We promise to never do anything to hurt you, sweetie,” Grant stated.
She shook her head. “You’re darn tootin’ you won’t, but I haven’t said I’ll have a relationship with any of you either.”
“What will it take for you to say yes?” Shane asked.
“Put me down, please.” She pushed against his shoulders. With a sigh of reluctance, Shane eased her feet back onto the floor, holding her waist for a moment or two until she nodded for him to let go. “I can’t answer that question. I hardly know you, and you don’t know me.”
“We’re mature men, Cindy,” Grant said. “We’ve been around the block a time or two and know what we want.”
“As soon as we saw you, we knew you were the woman for us, honey,” Jake said.
“We sure as shit did.” Curt winked at her and smiled flirtatiously. “All you have to do is say yes, darlin’.”
“I need more time.” She backed up and leaned against the counter. These four men were dangerous. They were confident and sexy, and she was very tempted to tell them yes, but she wasn’t about to jump into bed with a man—or in this case, men—she barely knew.
Even though she felt deep in her gut that they’d been sincere when they’d said they wouldn’t physically hurt her, they were huge, and if one of them so much as backhanded her, they could injure her badly.
Cindy knew her anxious thoughts were the result of being kidnapped and beaten, but she was hesitant to put her trust in men she’d only just met.
Yet the attraction between all of them was off-the-charts scorching. Just imagining having all four of them kissing, touching, and making love to her had her girlie parts sitting up and taking notice.
Her breasts were swollen and achy. Her clit was throbbing, and her pussy was wet. It was so very tempting to give into her urges and say to hell with it, but she wasn’t wired that way.
After growing up without a father, she wanted to make sure she was in love and loved in return before giving her body to someone. There was no fucking way she was having sex with someone she didn’t have feelings for. She didn’t want to end up pregnant and spending the rest of her life all alone rearing a child or children the way her mother had. Though she admired and respected her mom, she’d had it tough. Cindy wanted someone at her side she could rely on. She wanted to share the joy of parenthood with a partner who was loyal and faithful.
So many relationships ended in separation and/or divorce. When she made a commitment, she stuck to it no matter what. That was another reason she needed to be sure of her feelings and theirs before jumping in with both feet.
“We’ll give you all the time you need, sweetie.” Grant stepped closer to her. “My brothers and I won’t pressure you. Will we, guys?”
“No, we won’t,” Shane said emphatically.
“Whatever you need, honey,” Jake said.
“Will you promise us something?” Curt asked.
Cindy frowned. She wasn’t about to say yes before he told her what he wanted.
“Don’t look so worried, darlin’.” Curt clasped her hand. “We aren’t the type of guys to trick and trap you. All I was going to ask is, as soon as you make up your mind one way or the other, would you please come and tell us? We don’t want to feel as if we’re dangling from a puppet string.”
“I would never do that,” she snapped. “If you think I’m capable of something so reprehensible, then a relationship won’t work.”
“That’s not what I meant.” Curt sighed. “All I’m saying is, don’t keep us guessing forever. Please?”
Cindy was kind of shocked that Curt was being so serious since she’d pegged him and Jake as the more playful, flirty brothers. Maybe she’d read them wrong. She shook her head. No, she didn’t think she had, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t be stern when they needed to be.
All the more reason to hold back. She didn’t know them enough to say yes, and as far as she was concerned, they didn’t know her well enough to be asking.
“I can promise that I will let you know if I ever decide whether I want to be in a relationship with you or not. I won’t leave you hanging.” She held up her free hand when Curt opened his mouth. “However, I’m not likely to have made any decisions in the next few days, weeks, or even months.”
“Thank you, darlin’.” Curt leaned down and kissed her on the cheek.
She had no idea what he was thanking her for, but she nodded anyway. When one or all of them touched her, they frazzled her mind and caused her body to sizzle. How was a person supposed to think when they did that to her?
“Are we good, honey?” Jake asked.
“We’re good,” she answered.
“I’m glad that’s all settled,” Shane said. “You, young lady, are going to go back to bed and take a nap.” Before she could protest, he scooped her up into his arms again.
Normally she would have told him off, but she was too weary to protest. “Are you always this bossy?”
“When it comes to you and your health, it seems I am.” Shane met her gaze briefly as he continued carrying her toward the bedroom.
“Don’t get used to giving me orders, Shane. You aren’t my mother, and you’re not my boyfriend. Even if you were, I’m not going to let you tell me what to do.”
“I know that, baby. I’m just worried about you. My brothers and I could tell you were hurting. You’re a stubborn little minx, aren’t you?”
“I’ve had to be, Shane. If you don’t like an obstinate, independent woman, then maybe I should leave.”
“The only place you’re going is bed,” Shane said emphatically. “We can talk more after you’ve had a nap.”
He lowered her to her feet, his arm about her waist as he tugged the covers down and lifted her onto the bed. “Are you warm enough?” he asked after covering her with the quilt.
“Yes, thanks.”
“You’re welcome, baby.” He leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. “Stop thinking and worrying, Cindy. Everything will work out the way it’s supposed to. You’ll see.”
She stared at his muscular jeans-covered ass as he walked toward the door. When he halted in the doorway, she raised her eyes to his, blushing when she saw him watching her with a grin on his face. Thankfully, he didn’t say anything, but he winked and then sauntered from the room.
Though she was tired, Cindy didn’t think she’d be able to fall asleep. Her face felt about as hot as she thought hell would feel, and she couldn’t get the thought of being in a relationship with the four Kenny brothers out of her mind.
Being in a ménage relationship was all she’d dreamed about since she, her mom, and sister had arrived in Slick Rock and she’d been old enough to figure out why so many women always had more than one man at her side.
She’d wanted to say yes so badly, she’d had to bite her tongue, but she hadn’t been about to run headlong into something before she knew where she was going. If she had, she might very well have hurt herself when she’d smacked into a dead end.
They hadn’t even been out on a date, for god’s sake.
Were Shane, Grant, Jake, and Curt just expecting her to fall into line without putting any effort in?
She had no idea. She was in a quandary and didn’t know in which direction to turn. Nonetheless, she figured that even if she had a compass to show her the way, she’d still be indecisive about which path to take.
Cindy sighed as her heavy eyelids closed, and she pushed her thoughts from her mind.
There was no use pondering over anything since her mind would just continue to spin in circles.
Time was what she needed, and she wasn’t going to let the Kenny men pressure her into something she wasn’t ready for, no matter how persistent they were.
 
Chapter Seven
 
“You’re a lucky son of a bitch,” Grant said as soon as Shane entered the kitchen.
Shane nodded and grinned. “Hell yes, I am.”
“Did she taste as good as you thought she would?” Jake asked.
“No. She tasted even better.”
“I’m so jealous of you right now, bro.” Curt rubbed a hand over his face.
“You need to stop that right now.” Grant pointed at Curt. “There is no room for envy between us if we’re going to make this work with Cindy.”
“You think I don’t fucking know that?” Curt snarled.
“Keep your fucking voice down,” Shane said. “I don’t want you waking her up or her hearing you arguing. If she thinks she’s becoming between us, she’s likely to tell us no to a relationship and leave.”
“You’re right. Sorry.” Curt sighed. “I’m just so eager and excited to have her in our home.”
“He means he’s horny.” Jake chuckled.
“We all are, but we’ve been horny before,” Grant said. “We’re grown men and don’t let desire rule our actions or decisions.”
“We are,” Shane said. “I don’t think she’s very experienced.”
“I figured that out since she’s so shy.” Jake crossed his arms over his chest.
Shane shook his head. “I’m not sure if I’m right or not, but I don’t think she’d been kissed before me.”
“What makes you say that?” Curt asked.
“She was very hesitant at first, as if she didn’t know what to do. And when she did make a move, she mimicked what I did.”
“You think she’s a virgin?” Grant adjusted his aching dick.
“If I had to hazard a guess, then yes, I do.”
“Fuck, no wonder she’s so sweet and shy.” Jake began to pace back and forth.
“We can’t let her get away from us,” Curt said. “Every time I think of some other asshole making a move on her, I see red.”
“So how do we go about this?” Jake asked.
“We take it one day at a time,” Shane said.
“I agree.” Grant nodded. “When she’s healed up enough, we take her out on dates.”
“All together or one-on-one?” Curt asked.
“We should let Cindy decide that,” Grant said.
“I’m not sure that she’s ready for all of us,” Jake said. “Did you all notice how skittish she is when we’re surrounding her?”
“It was hard not to, Jake,” Shane said.
“She was breathing heavily, and I could see her pulse beating fast in her neck.” Curt sighed.
“She’s also just been attacked, bro.” Grant clasped Curt’s shoulder.
“Grant’s right,” Shane said. “She’s probably nervous of all men because she was held at gunpoint and shot. We have to back off, give her time to get comfortable with us.”
“And if she doesn’t?” Jake asked.
“Then maybe she isn’t the right woman for us,” Curt said.
“Do you really believe that?” Shane asked incredulously.
He shook his head. “No.”
“Neither do the rest of us,” Grant stated. “We make sure we spend as much time with her as we can.”
Jake nodded.
“Are we in agreement?” Grant quirked a brow.
“Hell yes,” Shane, Jake, and Curt answered simultaneously.
Grant turned toward the kitchen and the dishes. Shane, Jake, and Curt were heading to Safe Haven in the next half an hour. Shane had told Kat that they’d be late getting to work, but she’d waved him off, apparently. Kat and Niki were wonderful caring women. She’d told Shane that as long as the construction was completed on time, she didn’t care what hours they worked. He was the lucky asshole who’d won the draw in the competition on who was staying at home to take care of Cindy.
He hoped he got to kiss her like Shane had.
 
* * * *
 
Chester had virtually ripped the house apart looking for a clue, but so far he’d found nothing.
With an angry sigh of frustration, he stalked out of the bedroom and down the hall toward the kitchen. He was tired and thirsty after searching all day long and needed a beer. After grabbing a beer from the fridge, he popped the lid and tossed it toward the trash. “Fuck!” he yelled angrily when the lid hit the side of the can and then dropped onto the floor. He stormed across the room, lifted his foot, and kicked the can over. Trash spilled from the downed can onto the floor, creating more of a mess.
He guzzled down the beer, tossed the bottle in the recycle bin, and then started picking up the mess. He was almost done with just a few pieces of what looked like news articles left to dispose of. Chester picked them up and frowned as he looked the pieces over. He had no idea where they came from because he hadn’t subscribed to any news outlets to have newspapers delivered.
His curiosity was piqued when he read the heading “Safe Haven.” The more he read, the more his gut fluttered with excitement. Is this where his slut had run away to? Had that bitch skipped out of the state of Arizona to Colorado? He really wished he knew someone who could trace her cell phone, but he didn’t. Nor did he have any extra cash to spend, but the more he read about the shelter being set up for victims of abuse, the more certain he was that this was where she was hiding.
There was only one way to find out, though.
Chester folded the article and shoved it in his pocket. Then he hurried to the bedroom to pack a bag.
He still had his credit cards, so he’d be fine for a while. Once he had Louise back, he’d teach her a lesson she’d never forget. After he had her under his control once more, he was going to send her out to work.
Why should he bust his gut working when he had a wife? It was her fault he’d lost his job anyway. She would have to be the major breadwinner. He wasn’t going to listen to her bitching and nagging anymore. He was laying down the law, and if she tried to argue with him, he’d hit her.
One way or the other, he was getting his family back. He was the man of the house and would demand respect. She and his kids would cower in his presence, just the way they should.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy felt much better after her nap. She’d already used the bathroom and tidied up as much as she could before taking a quick shower.
She listened as she walked through the house and wondered why it was so quiet. When she entered the kitchen and saw that Grant was alone, she was surprised.
He smiled when he looked up from the paperwork he was reading over and held his hand out toward her. “Hey, sweetie. You’re looking better. How are you feeling?”
Cindy walked toward him, lacing her fingers with his. “I feel better. Where are the others?”
“They had to go to work.”
“Oh.” She frowned. Her being here was creating chaos with their lives. It would be better if she just asked him to drive her back to her own home, but she didn’t really want to.
Suck it up, Cindy. You’re no longer a little girl. Everyone has to do things they don’t want to.
“Hey, what’s the frown for?” Grant asked as he nudged her eyes up to his, being careful not to touch her chin.
“I was just thinking.”
“About?” He raised a brow.
Cindy had never been able to do that. She’d seen her mom quirk her eyebrow a few times, but only when she or her sister had done something wrong. She liked the way the Kenny men did it. For some reason, she thought it made them look even sexier. It was as if they were trying to be stern or did it when they were concerned, and it also made her feel cared for.
“I’m disrupting your lives by being here,” she said. “I think it would be best if you took me home.”
“You do, huh?” Grant frowned. “And why would you think that?”
Cindy frowned back. “I just told you why.”
“You wouldn’t be trying to tell me lies, now would you, sweetie?” Grant kept his commanding eyes locked with hers.
“Why are you treating me like a child? Do you think I don’t know my own mind just because I’m small in stature? I’m a grown-assed woman.”
“Oh, believe me, sweetie, you don’t need to tell me that.” Grant eyed her body up and down.
Warm tingles coursed through her blood. She actually felt her areolae contract and her nipples harden, not to mention what was going on down between her legs. She tugged at her hand, trying to get it out of Grant’s clasp, but he just held her tighter. When he hooked an arm around her waist after scooting his chair back and lifted her onto his lap, she gasped.
Cindy kept her gaze away from his, but Grant was determined and cupped her cheeks between his hands. “Why are you fighting the attraction, Cindy? Are you scared of me and my brothers?”
“Don’t be ludicrous,” she said quickly. Too quickly, but she continued to hold Grant’s stare. He and his brothers had such vibrant green eyes. Even though Shane’s eyes were hazel, she’d worked out that when he was feeling intense emotions, the green took over the brown.
“You could never be a disruption or distraction, Cindy. We like having you in our home. My brothers and I want to spend as much time as we can with you so we can all get to know each other.”
“Why me?” she asked.
Grant’s frown deepened. “Why you what?”
“Why do you want a relationship with me? I’m no one special.”
“I beg to differ, sweetie. You’re very fucking special.”
Before she could argue with him, Grant lowered his head toward hers, covering her lips with his. He started off slowly, rubbing his lips back and forth over hers. Just as she was getting used to the feel of his flesh on hers, he deepened the kiss. He delved his tongue into her mouth, caressing and then twirling it around hers.
Cindy moaned as she wrapped her arms around his neck and tried to get closer to him. He and his brothers were all so big and powerful. They made her feel so small and feminine, and she liked the feeling. If she wasn’t careful, she was going to end up caring about Grant and his brothers too much.
When Grant released her lips, she gulped in air. Grant was breathing as heavily as she was. “You taste good, sweetie.” He pecked her on the tip of her nose.
Cindy blushed, rested her cheek against his chest, and inhaled his delicious scent. Grant, Jake, Curt, and Shane all smelled so good to her. She’d never noticed the way a man smelled before, and now she was taking note of how four men smelled.
Grant smelled like lemons. Shane’s scented of a sandalwood incense stick she’d once burned in her bedroom. Jake’s aroma was fresh like the sea, and Curt’s fragrance smelled like a pine forest. One-on-one, they were dangerous, but collectively, they were lethal. She wished they’d come with warning labels, but she had a feeling it was already too late.
The more time she spent with the Kenny men, the more she wanted to spend time with them.
What if they didn’t like her as much as they thought they did when they got to know her personality? Would they discard her by the wayside and turn to another woman? That’s what had happened to her mom after she’d given birth to Cindy’s baby sister, Erica.
She was much younger than they were and still a virgin, which she was going to keep to herself.
They were mature and sophisticated, and she was worried if they found out she’d never had sex before, that they would drop her like a hot potato.
Her heart clenched painfully at the thought.
She needed to get out of here and fast. If she was already feeling pain over mere thoughts, she would probably feel agony if she hung around them longer. She slid from his lap quickly so he couldn’t stop her.
He sighed as he rose.
She backed away from him, fearful that another touch or kiss from him and his brothers would sway her into changing her mind about getting to know them before jumping into bed with them.
She was so damned desirous it was ludicrous. When she noticed she was backstepping, she stopped, crossed her arms beneath her breasts, and met his gaze head-on, even though she had to tilt her head way up to do so. “Please take me home, Grant.”
“Cindy—”
“No,” she interrupted him. “I’m not going to let you keep me here against my will. I’m fine. I no longer have a headache and don’t need to be watched over anymore.”
Grant clenched his teeth together, and the warmth in his green eyes iced over. “If that’s what you really want.”
“It is.” She forced herself to smile, trying to soften her emphatic statement. “I’ll just go and get my things.”
She rushed from the kitchen and headed toward the bedroom where she’d slept. Her things consisted of the clothes she’d been wearing when she’d been attacked. One of the men had folded them neatly after undressing her, and she needed to get her apartment keys so she could get back into her home.
Cindy had every intention of working tomorrow, no matter the cost to her well-being. Those three sweet kids needed her to help them keep up with their education and her new bosses, Kat and Niki, were relying on her to do a good job. She wasn’t going to let any of them down, least of all herself. This was her passion, and she didn’t care about some bruising and stitches. She was well enough to work, and that’s exactly what she was going to do.
 
* * * *
 
Grant was so fucking frustrated he was pissed. He’d had no idea what to say to talk Cindy into staying in their home. The silence in the truck while he’d driven toward her apartment had been fraught with a tension so thick he was sure he could have cut it with a knife.
As soon as he’d pulled up out front of the small apartment complex, she climbed out, thrown a thanks over her shoulder, and hurried to the entrance. He’d sat there with his hands gripping the steering wheel so hard, he was sure he was going to break it.
Now, he was driving up the driveway of Safe Haven. Even though there were only a few hours of light left, he didn’t give a shit. Grant needed to work off some of his pent-up frustration, and the only way he was going to do that was by wielding a hammer. A nail gun wouldn’t give him the same physical satisfaction.
“What the fuck are you doing here?” Shane called out from the roof he was working on.
Jake and Curt stopped what they were doing and gazed at him.
“She left.” He gripped the ladder after wrapping his tool belt around his waist and started climbing.
“What did you do?” Curt snarled loud enough for him to hear.
“Keep your voice down, Curt.” Grant pointed at his brothers, who were working on the roof of the small house next to the one he had just climbed onto with Shane. “We can talk about this later. Okay? We can’t be yelling back and forth, scaring those women and kids.”
“Grant’s right,” Shane said. “Get your asses back to work. We’ll have time enough for talking later.”
Grant slammed in nail after nail as he and his brother worked. By the time he realized the sun was going down and it was getting harder to see, he was covered in sweat, but at least some of his frustration had eased.
Hopefully when he told his brothers what happened and they started asking questions, he wouldn’t bite their fucking heads off.
“Are you okay?” Shane asked as they gathered their tools and started packing up.
“Yes. No.” He sighed. “I don’t fucking know.”
“Want to go to the pub for a beer?”
Grant shook his head. “I don’t want to socialize right now.”
“Fair enough. Maybe we can sort everything out when we get home,” Shane said.
Grant nodded, but he wasn’t sure what he and his brothers could do to change Cindy’s mind about being their woman. Right now, it looked as if she wanted nothing to do with them.
“We aren’t going to give up, bro,” Curt stated firmly.
“We’ll get to see her here every day,” Jake said.
“That’s right, we will.” Shane nodded. “She can’t keep avoiding us all the time. When the opportunity arises, we’ll spend time talking to her and getting to know her. We’ll wear her down eventually.”
Grant nodded again, even though he wasn’t sure he believed that Cindy would give into the attraction simmering between all of them. If it had helped, he would have got down on his knees and begged her to stay, but she was an obstinate little thing.
He frowned when he remembered her backing away from him and avoiding his gaze. She’d looked so damned nervous.
Was she scared of them, or what they represented? Was she so independent she couldn’t see herself living with one man, let alone four? He frowned over that thought because it didn’t make sense. Not to him anyway. He and his brothers weren’t trying to take over her life or her self-reliance. However, it sure would be great if she leaned on them from time to time.
Grant pushed his thoughts aside as he got into his truck and turned the key.
His brothers were right. They weren’t giving up.
Determined resolve filled his body, heart, and soul.
Cindy would be theirs in the end. She could fight and keep them at a distance as much as she liked, but it wasn’t going to work.
Grant, Shane, Jake, and Curt were going to be in her space as much as humanly possible.
He smiled for the first time that afternoon as excitement fluttered in his belly.
He and his brothers had always worked hard to get what they wanted and had never failed because of their doggedness.
This time they were playing to win. Losing wasn’t an option.
 
Chapter Eight
 
Cindy had hardly slept a wink, and with a tired sigh, she got ready for work. She’d missed the first day of her new job and had no intention of missing the second.
After slugging down her coffee and glancing at her cheap watch, she snagged her backpack, keys, and the exercise books she’d picked up for the kids to work in and headed out the door. When Grant had driven her home yesterday afternoon, she’d been lucky enough to encounter a neighbor in the foyer of the apartment building. The older woman had asked what had happened to her as she’d eyed the waterproof patch on her chin. Cindy had explained and Virginia had commiserated. The nice lady had offered her the use of her push-bike when Cindy had told her about her new teaching job and bemoaned about not having transportation.
Until she had a car of her own, she was going to have to ride to work, rain, hail, or shine. Thankfully, she had a backpack and had wrapped all the workbooks and lesson papers in ClingWrap to keep them dry on the off chance it did rain. She gazed up at the sky as she hurried down the steps and sighed with relief. The sky was blue with a few wispy white clouds floating on a breeze.
After unlocking the padlock around the bike and removing the chain from between the spokes of the wheel and the fence post, Cindy swung her leg over the bike and swallowed back her giggle of hysteria. Her neighbor was inches taller than herself, and she was going to have trouble getting her balance enough to get her ass on the seat, but she had no choice. If she knew how to lower the seat she would, but she didn’t have time to work out how. If she didn’t hurry, she might end up being late.
Standing on one pedal, she pushed down and quickly placed her other foot onto the other pedal. She managed to get her butt on the seat, but she was only able to use the tips of her toes to push the pedals with.
So be it. There was nothing else she could do.
Cindy set off along the roads leading out of the town of Slick Rock and wished that Safe Haven was close enough to walk to, but it wasn’t. Instead of lamenting over her situation, she decided to take in the scenery.
Just over half an hour later, she was hot, sweaty, and out of breath, but she couldn’t stop. Ignoring the tightness in her calves and the way her heart thudded fast and hard, she kept pedaling. “Thank god,” she huffed out ten minutes later when she saw the entrance to the shelter property.
Turning the bike onto the gravel drive turned out to be a mistake. The back wheel caught in a rut, and though she tried to keep the bike from wobbling, she didn’t stand a chance in hell. The front wheel slid in a loose pile of gravel, and down she went.
Cindy squealed as she put her hands out to try to break her fall. One of her wrists twisted, and pain shot up into her arm and down into her hand. The handlebars dug into her chest and she hit the ground on her side, knocking the air from her lungs. She closed her eyes and let the tears flow as she tried to catch her breath. Her chest hurt so bad she couldn’t get any air. Blessed moments later, life-saving oxygen flooded her aching lungs as she gasped.
“Why?” she asked as she blinked the tears from her eyes and stared up at the sky. “Why me? What have I ever done that was so bad to deserve this?”
Cindy groaned when she heard a vehicle turn onto the driveway. She raised her head and squinted, trying to see who had found her in such an ungainly, klutzy position, but all she could make out was a large dark truck.
The vehicle stopped, and someone got out.
“What the fuck happened?” Shane asked worriedly as he hurried over to her and knelt at her side. “Are you all right, baby?”
“Peachy,” she muttered sarcastically and closed her eyes again.
“Are you hurt?” Shane ran his hands up and down her legs.
When he got to her left wrist, she bit the inside of her cheek to prevent herself from crying out in pain. It was throbbing badly, and she didn’t know if she’d just strained it or if she’d broken it.
“Fuck, you’re bleeding.”
Cindy followed his gaze to her left hand and stared at her scraped bleeding palm. She giggled nervously, thankful that she’d been wearing the backpack on her back. Otherwise she might have hit her head on the ground, too. It had cushioned her fall.
“You haven’t answered my question.” Shane cupped her cheek, bringing her eyes to his.
“What question?” She frowned.
“I need you to tell me where you’re hurt. I don’t want to move you and exacerbate any injuries you might have.”
“I’m fine, Shane.” Cindy used her toned abdominal muscles so sit up after he disentangled her legs from the bike and carried it off the side of the driveway. Before she could get to her feet, he was back at her side and reaching for her.
She clasped his hands with hers, trying to ignore the pain in her wrist, but when he tugged her to her feet, she couldn’t stop herself from crying out.
“Fuck!” Shane swept her from her feet, backpack and all, and carried her to his truck. He carefully placed her on the passenger seat and crouched down next to her. “Why didn’t you tell me you’d hurt your wrist, Cindy? You have to be the most stubborn woman I’ve ever met.”
Cindy rolled her eyes and then glared at him.
He helped her to remove the backpack and set it aside.
He cupped her face between his hands, his thumbs stroking over her cheeks as he stared into her eyes. “I’m not doing this anymore.”
Her heart sank and tears threatened, but she quickly glanced away so he wouldn’t see how his words had hurt her. He was obviously tired of the distance she was keeping between her and them. He and his brothers had given up on her. Her shoulders slumped and she sighed, but then he tilted her head up until their eyes were locked once more.
“You’re ours,” he stated emphatically. “Do you hear me, Cindy? You’re going to be our woman, and I’m not letting you get away from us again.”
She opened her mouth to protest but ended up moaning when he crushed his mouth to hers. She gasped as he licked into her mouth, tangling and dancing his tongue with and around hers.
Warmth coursed through her blood as the kiss went on and on and on. This time when he broke the kiss, she was breathless for an entirely different reason for being winded.
“Let’s get you to the shelter and get you cleaned up.”
Shane removed his hands from her face, and as he reached for her seat belt, his arm brushed against her breast. Her already hard nipples hardened even more. Her pussy was wet, and her clit was throbbing. Although she tried to ignore the lustful ache in her body, it was difficult since she felt as if she were burning up.
“Look at me, baby,” Shane demanded, and she cursed herself when she immediately obeyed. She gasped when he circled a finger over the peaked nipple of one breast over her shirt. “You like that, Cindy?” he asked raspingly.
Her mouth was too dry to answer, but her body had no problems. Without conscious thought, she arched her chest toward him. His pupils dilated further, and the green of his eyes hazed over with desire. “You don’t need to answer me. I can see that you do. Your body knows what it wants even if you won’t admit it. Tell me you belong to me and my brothers.”
She pressed her lips tightly together, refusing to speak.
“You can fight us all you want, but I know you feel the attraction. We’re not going to let you contest us any longer.” Shane tweaked her nipple, and she groaned. With a sigh of reluctance, he stepped back, closed the door and hurried to the driver’s seat, started the truck, and drove down the drive.
After parking and turning the ignition off, he got out and raced to her side of the truck. She’d been hoping to get out before he could come and help her, but since her muscles were sore after her fall, she moved slower than normal. However, she’d released the seat belt and opened the door before he was at her side.
She reached out toward him with her right hand, but instead of grasping it and helping her down, he picked her up off the seat and held her against his chest. Cindy kept her gaze on her bleeding palm, cupping it and trying to keep from getting blood on anything.
“Hey, is she okay?” Grant called out.
Shane spun around, making her feel dizzy for a second, and she peered up at Grant from beneath her lowered eyelashes. When she caught movement from her periphery, she noticed that Jake and Curt were staring in her direction with frowns on their faces.
“No, she took a tumble off a fucking bicycle. She’s bleeding and has a hurt wrist. I’m taking her inside to get her fixed up.”
“Shit!” Grant said as he moved to the ladder and started climbing down.
Shane turned and then walked quickly toward the hall.
Cindy hoped the women and children staying there didn’t get frightened when they saw Shane and her disheveled, bloody condition.
 
* * * *
 
Jake looked at Curt just before he started jogging toward the hall. Grant beat them to the top step and walked over the threshold. He and his younger brother followed.
He glanced about, being careful to keep his concerned frown from his face and upsetting the women and kids living here temporarily, and while he’d hate to scare them, he was more worried about Cindy at the moment.
Thankfully, Niki was here today. She and her sister, Kat, brought food for the occupants so they wouldn’t go hungry. While the pantry, fridge, and freezer had been stocked, Niki and Kat bought fresh produce for the people every day.
Shane lowered her to the sofa and squatted in front of her. Jake rushed over and sat on one side of her. Grant was already sitting on the other.
“What the hell happened?” Niki asked, stopping a few feet behind Shane.
Shane met each of their gazes before glancing over his shoulder at Niki. “She fell off a bike.”
“God, Cindy. You’re in the wars lately, aren’t you, girlfriend?” Niki asked.
Cindy nodded, blinked, and cleared her throat. Jake thought she was fighting tears.
“Why are you even here today?” Niki asked. “I thought I told you to take as much time as you needed to recover.”
“I didn’t want to let anyone down.”
Niki sighed. “I understand. I truly do, and I appreciate the effort you’ve gone to, but the kids can wait. They won’t suffer badly if they get a little behind with their schooling. Plus, I have a feeling you’d help them catch up quickly.”
Cindy blushed, nodding again.
“Do you have a first aid kit?” Jake asked as he cupped Cindy’s bleeding hand in one of his hands. She was so fucking tiny, his hand was almost twice the size of hers, but from what he’d seen, there wasn’t anything fragile about her. Cindy was a tough as nails when she had to be. Yet he hated that she felt as if she couldn’t lean or rely on them to help her or take care of her. Did she think they were trying to take control of her?
He and his brothers needed to set her straight and quickly. Otherwise, he could see her slipping away from them, and that was far from acceptable.
Jake blinked when Shane took the first aid kit Niki handed over. He’d been so lost in thought he hadn’t even noticed she’d left. Shane opened the box and got out the things necessary to clean the blood off and get all the dirt out of her torn skin. His brother ripped open some alcohol wipes.
“This is going to hurt, baby. I’m sorry.”
Cindy shrugged and tensed up just before Shane began to clean her flesh. When she jerked, Jake clasped her wrist firmly to stop her from pulling away, and she yelped. He immediately let go. “I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t think I was holding you hard enough to hurt you.”
“You weren’t.”
He frowned and wondered if she was lying again, but when Grant pushed his hand aside, gripped Cindy’s forearm, and turned her arm over, he was the one gasping. “Holy shit. Your wrist is black and blue and twice the size of the other one.”
“That looks broken.” Niki frowned. “We need to get her to the hospital or the doctors.”
Jake cupped her cheek. “Niki’s right, honey. You need an X-ray.”
“It’ll be fine,” Cindy croaked out. “I’ll just wrap it for extra support and I’ll be good to go.”
“Like f…hell,” Grant snapped softly.
“You’re going, and that’s that,” Shane stated emphatically.
Jake cursed under his breath when he saw a tear leak from the corner of her eye. He brushed his thumb over her skin, sweeping the moisture away. “Are you crying because of the pain, honey?”
“No,” she whispered.
“Then what are the tears for?” Curt asked.
“I don’t have any health insurance, and I can’t afford any extra bills,” she explained quietly, her gaze lowering to her knees.
“Grant, move out of the way please,” Niki ordered.
Grant lowered Cindy’s arm to rest on her leg, then shoved to his feet, and walked around behind the sofa. Niki took his seat. “You don’t need to worry about any of that, Cindy. Your salary package includes health insurance. I must have forgotten to tell you, but I’m sure it was in the information pack you were given.”
“I haven’t had time to read it,” Cindy said. “Before I was hurt the first time, I was busy trying to prepare lessons for the kids.”
Niki smiled. “I knew we were right in hiring you, and while I’m sorry you had an accident, since it was on Safe Haven property, our liability insurance will cover any and all expenses. Would you like me to drive you to the hospital?”
“I can do it,” Grant said.
“I’ll go with you.” Shane pushed to his feet. He’d already gathered up the trash and put the bloody wipes in a plastic bag.
Jake hated that Cindy was hurting again, or more, and he was pissed at himself for not jumping in to offer to drive her to town for medical attention before his older brothers. Right now, he felt as if Shane and Grant had spent way more time with their woman than he and Curt had. Nevertheless, he hoped that would change soon. None of them were giving up on her until she was living in their house with them where she belonged.
Convincing Cindy of that was going to be difficult, but he had every intention of winning her over. No matter what.
Shane and Grant helped Cindy to her feet. Jake stood and glanced at Curt. Curt didn’t look any happier than he was about the situation, but they’d get their turn with their woman soon enough. All they had to do was be patient, which he figured was going to be harder than he suspected, but he wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize his and his brothers’ chance with Cindy in any way, shape, or form.
Losing wasn’t even in his vocabulary.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy was sitting in the middle of the front seat as Grant drove the truck Shane had earlier. Each time she breathed in through her nose, their delectable fragrances had her mouth watering. She sighed and blinked her tired eyes, trying to keep them open.
“You sound tired, baby. Did you have trouble sleeping?” Shane asked.
She nodded.
“Why don’t you rest your cheek on me and close your eyes until we get to the hospital?” Shane suggested.
“Okay,” she said, too weary to argue when all she wanted to do was crawl into bed and sleep. However, with her wrist throbbing so badly, the likelihood of her falling asleep was nil.
She listened to the deep timbre of Grant’s and Jake’s voices as they talked. She didn’t really care what they spoke of, but she could listen to them chatting forever. The deep cadences were intoxicating and manly. Jake’s and Curt’s voice were more modulated baritones, where Shane’s and Grant’s were more raw. They sounded as if they had bits of gravel in their throats, making their tones more…well, gravelly, and she liked it a lot.
“We’re here, sweetie.” Grant caressed his hand up and down her thigh. He’d placed his hand on her leg almost as soon as he’d gotten into the driver’s seat. The only time he’d removed it was to change gears.
After parking and turning off the truck, the men got out. Shane shifted toward her as she undid her seat belt and scooted across the seat. He took her good hand in his and helped her to the ground.
All her muscles had stiffened up on the drive, and she felt a little awkward as they all walked toward the hospital entrance, but she sucked up her aches and pains and nibbled on her lip.
Shane was grasping her elbow, and Grant had a hand on her lower back. She could feel the heat of his palm and fingers seeping through her clothes and searing her skin. His hand was so damn big, two of his fingers were close to the top of her ass.
A spark of desire skated up her spine, making her shiver.
“Are you cold, sweetie?” Grant looked down into her eyes.
“A little,” she answered truthfully. She had a feeling now that all the adrenaline had worn off and the pain in her wrist was getting worse was the reason for her cool state.
“I’ll go and get my jacket from the truck.” Shane turned and hurried away.
Grant guided her to the nurse behind the desk, but before he or Cindy could explain about her injury, Dr. Axel Raymond exited the double doors to the emergency area and rushed over.
“Cindy, what are you doing here? Do you have complications from your wounds?”
“We think she might have broken her wrist,” Grant explained.
“Come on through and let me have a look,” Axel said, leading the way.
Cindy followed with Grant at her side and lowered her eyes to the floor when she saw that Axel was watching her walk and frowning. Just as they reached one of the curtained cubicles, Shane stepped up beside her. “I’ll help you put this on after Axel has examined you. Okay, baby?”
“Thanks.”
“Can you get up on the bed by yourself, Cindy, or do you need some help?” Axel asked.
“I’ve got her,” Grant said, then turned to her, grasped her hips, and lifted her up and onto the bed.
Axel nudged him aside as he gazed at her wrist. When he pressed on a really sore spot, she groaned. “You definitely need an X-ray. That black-and-blue color is usually a sure indication of a break or fracture. Wait here while I get a nurse to get a wheelchair and we’ll get you to the X-ray department.” The doc hurried away.
Three hours later, Cindy was wearing a cast and her arm was in a sling.
She hated that she would only be able to use one of her hands for a while, but she wasn’t going to let that stop her from fulfilling her obligations, but she had no idea how she was going to cope with dressing and other things she needed two hands for.
“Keep your arm in the sling for at least one to two weeks, Cindy. I want that bone healing properly. If you go using your hand too much, you could end up making that fracture worse. Am I clear?” Axel looked at her sternly with his eyebrow quirked.
“C-Crystal,” she stuttered. The pain medication he’d given her was making it difficult for her to speak. Her tongue felt thick and ungainly.
“Are you ready to get out of here, sweetie?” Grant asked.
“Please.”
Instead of wheeling her out of the hospital in the wheelchair as she’d expected, Grant bent down and plucked her out of the seat as if she was as light as a feather. She rested her cheek on his chest and closed her eyes, savoring the warmth from his body and the way he smelled so good.
Shane walked at their side.
As soon as Cindy got back to Safe Haven, she was going to start teaching Brett, Belinda, and Angela the lesson she’d prepared.
That was, if she could stay awake long enough.
 
Chapter Nine
 
“She asleep?” Grant asked.
“She was out as soon as I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her against my side,” Shane said.
“There’s no way we’re taking her back to Safe Haven or to her own place. She’s going to need help now that her arm is in a cast. We’ll need to call Niki and Kat as well as Jake and Curt to let them know what’s going on.” Grant glanced at Shane and then back to the road.
“How are we going to stop her from leaving our house again?” Shane combed his fingers through his hair.
“We seduce her.”
“Do you think that’ll work?” Shane asked.
“I fucking hope so. She feels the connection, but she’s fighting it. We have to break down those walls so she’ll let us in.”
“We do.” Shane nodded. “I have a better idea.”
“What’s that?” Grant gave him a questioning look.
“We convince her to move in with us. She won’t have to worry about paying rent and bills or skipping out on meals to make ends meet. I also want to talk to her about paying off her student loans. We can more than afford it.”
“I know, but don’t broach the subject of the loans before we have her where we want her. She’s used to being independent and will likely get her back up if we stick our noses in where they’re not wanted.”
“Yeah, okay. You’re right.”
“’Course I am.” Grant grinned, and Shane chuckled.
He and his brothers were going to have to work out a schedule for babysitting duty. Not that Cindy was a baby, but their woman was going to need help until she got her wrist out of the plaster.
Grant hated that she’d fractured her arm, but he also had a good feeling about this. Having Cindy in their home again was a dream come true. He just hoped she didn’t shatter all of his dreams by leaving again.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy rolled onto her side and gasped when she bumped into something warm and hard. She opened her eyes, blinked the sleep haze from them, and gaped when she met Shane’s hazel eyes.
“How are you feeling, baby? Are you in pain? Is your wrist hurting?” He brushed the hair back off her face.
“No, it doesn’t hurt that much,” Cindy answered truthfully.
“You are so fucking beautiful.” Shane stroked a finger down her cheek.
Her heart flipped at the compliment. She had no idea why praise from Shane or his brothers boosted her confidence and made her feel good, special.
“I’m sorry for—” She didn’t get to finish her apology for mucking up his and Grant’s workday because of her clumsiness since Shane covered her mouth with his.
Cindy whimpered with need as she kissed him back. She was too tired to put up a fight, and she was also sick of being alone.
She’d been trying to keep distance between them, but she wasn’t really sure why since all she’d ever dreamed about was being in a loving relationship herself.
It didn’t matter that her father had up and left her, her mom, and her sister. Shane, Grant, Jake, and Curtis were nothing like her dad. At least what she could remember anyway. There was good and bad in every race, but the Kenny men had already showed her with actions that they were the good guys. They’d taken her into their home after she’d been shot and looked after her.
She was tired of doing everything for herself, and while she would remain independent, it would be wonderful to have someone, or four someones, to lean on occasionally. When he broke the kiss, she was breathing fast and hard, but she was also shaking with arousal.
Her breasts were swollen, her nipples hard and achy. They were so sensitive the lace of her bra was almost painful. Cindy wanted to take her clothes off to get some relief, but more than anything, she wanted Shane’s hands on her naked body.
She startled when another hand caressed over her hip and turned to glance over her shoulder to meet Grant’s smoldering green-eyed gaze. “Say yes, sweetie,” he murmured before pressing his lips to hers in a chaste kiss, then pulled back again. “Say yes and be with us. We want everything with you, Cindy.”
She looked back at Shane when he moved beside her, and when she saw someone move from near the end of the bed, she was surprised to see that Jake and Curt were standing at the bottom of the bed eying her intently.
Cindy realized she must have slept the day away because of her lack of sleep the night before and the pain relief medicine Axel had given her.
“Grant isn’t lying to you,” Shane said, drawing her attention. “None of us would, baby. We know our own minds and know what we want in a woman, and you’re it.”
“The age difference doesn’t bother you?” she asked, hedging.
“Not unless it does you. You’re what, twenty-four, twenty-five?” Jake asked.
Cindy shook her head and drew in a deep breath, and then answered, “I’m twenty-two.”
“Do you care that I’m thirteen years older than you are?” Shane asked.
“No.” She looked at Grant questioningly.
“I’m thirty-four.”
“I’m thirty-two.” Jake winked at her.
Curt smiled. “I’m the baby of the family and am only thirty. If you think my brothers are too old for you, we could always run away and be alone together.”
Cindy giggled. Curt’s humor had broken the tension in the room.
“Over my dead body,” Shane stated.
“That can be arranged, old man.” Jake waggled his eyebrows, and Cindy laughed.
“We’ll never lie to you or cheat on you, sweetie,” Grant said, bringing the conversation back on track. “We won’t ever hurt you on purpose either. We’re only human and are bound to fuck up a time or two, but as long as you let us know if and when we piss you off, we’ll be fine.”
“You might promise to be faithful now, but what happens if and when someone younger and sexier comes along and catches your eye? Where will I be if I open myself up to care for you all and you decide you don’t want me anymore?”
“Has someone done that to you, darlin’?” Curt frowned.
“Not to me directly. No.”
“Talk to us, honey,” Jake said.
“I want to sit up,” Cindy said.
No sooner had the words left her mouth than Grant and Shane helped her to settle against the headboard with pillows at her back. Shane and Grant settled beside her. Jake and Curt sat on the end of the bed. All four of them were staring at her avidly.
She took a deep breath and started to explain. “My dad left my mom for another woman just after my sister Erica was born. I’d just turned six years old.”
“I’m sorry, baby.” Shane twined his fingers with hers.
“That must have been real hard for you all.” Grant draped an arm over her waist.
“We know what it’s like to lose someone you love, darlin’,” Curt said.
“I’m sorry for your loss, honey,” Jake stated.
“He didn’t die.” Cindy frowned.
“Just because your father is still alive doesn’t mean you, your sister, and mom didn’t grieve him as if he did.” Shane raised her hand to his mouth, kissing the back of it.
“Your mom must be a strong woman to raise two young girls by herself.”
“She wasn’t at first.” Cindy sighed.
“What do you mean by that, sweetie?” Grant asked.
“Momma started drinking. We were evicted from our home because she’d decided that we were more important than money. We traveled all over for a year, living out of the car, but she couldn’t hold down a job since she was drunk nearly all the time.”
“Damn, who looked after you and your sister?” Jake asked.
“I did,” Cindy answered. “There were times I’d go hungry so that Erica would have food to eat. I’m just grateful we ended up here in Slick Rock. The people are all so friendly and the men protective. I’m not sure if someone said something to my mom about her drinking, but all of a sudden she stopped. When she’d cleaned up, she got a job and though we still struggled since she didn’t earn much, life was much better. I still looked after Erica since Momma was working as much as she could, but I didn’t mind since we had somewhere to live and food to eat.”
“Is that why you worked so hard to get your teaching degree?” Shane asked.
“Yeah,” Cindy replied. “I didn’t want to struggle my whole life the way my mom had. Because of Erica’s hearing impairment and having to learn ASL as well as wanting to teach, I decided to combine the two.”
“ASL?” Curt asked.
“American Sign Language.”
“You are so damned amazing. Do you know that?” Grant tightened his arm and pulled her against his side.
Cindy shook her head. “I’m no different than anybody else, Grant. Most people have struggles to overcome in their lives. There’s nothing at all special about me.”
Shane cupped her face, turning her eyes his way. “That’s where you’re wrong, baby. Everything about you is special. You have the biggest, kindest heart of anyone I’ve, we’ve, ever met. You’re shy and sweet, but you will—and I have no doubt have—stand up for the underdog. You’re beautiful and so fucking sexy, I get hard just looking at you.”
Cindy’s cheeks flushed as she gaped at him. Warmth surged into her heart and soul, and just maybe, she started to think that she might have something to offer these men after all other than just her body.
“We want to make love with you, Cindy,” Grant said. “We want to have you in our lives on a permanent basis.”
“No other woman will ever measure up to you, darlin’,” Curt stated earnestly.
“You’re it for us, honey.” Jake caressed up and down her quilt-covered leg.
“We want everything with you, Cindy. The whole nine yards. Please tell us you’ll have a relationship with us?” Shane pleaded.
She’d swallowed around the emotional constriction in her throat. No one had ever said such nice things about her before, not even her momma. Of course her mom told her she loved her often and how appreciative she was of how responsible she was, and how she took care of Erica, but nothing like the four Kenny men had just said.
She wanted this more than anything else she’d ever wanted in her life, even her teaching degree. All she had to do was say yes and they’d be hers, but she wasn’t sure she’d be able to keep up with four men. She was a virgin and had no idea about sex. Sure, she knew how everything worked and how slot B fit into slot A, but that was it.
She was nervous and excited at the same time.
Cindy didn’t want to come across as naïve in their eyes. Would they think she was an anomaly, a weirdo, if and when they found out she’d never had sex?
She wasn’t sure she could handle any of them looking at her as if she were a paradox.
“Hey, what’s the frown for, honey?” Jake asked.
“I want to say yes. I really do.”
“But?” Curt quirked a brow.
“I’m scared.”
“Of us?” Grant asked.
“No. Yes. I don’t know.”
“Tell us what you’re thinking, baby,” Shane stated firmly.
Cindy sucked in a shaky breath. If she didn’t take a risk, she’d never know what it would be like to make love with Curt, Jake, Grant, and Shane. That thought caused her heart to clench with pain, and that was the moment she realized she was already falling in love with them.
She didn’t want to lose them before she’d ever had them.
“I’m scared of the way you all make me feel because I know there are no guarantees that things will work out between us.”
“Yes, they will,” Grant said emphatically.
“You can’t know that,” she said.
“Yeah, we can, darlin’,” Curt said. “We knew you were the woman for us as soon as we saw you.”
“We’re grown men and know our own minds, Cindy. The attraction was instant, and that’s never happened to us before. What else is bothering you?” Shane asked.
“I’ve never…” Cindy gulped and hoped her face wasn’t as red as if felt.
“Never what?” Grant asked. “Had sex before?”
She shook her head.
“Don’t ever be ashamed of waiting, Cindy,” Jake said.
“You are so fucking perfect, darlin’.” Curt stared at her with such heat, the embers simmering in her belly started to flame to life.
“Do you trust us, Cindy? Do you trust us to make love with you and not hurt you?” Grant asked.
“I-I…” She licked her lips, and as she met each of their hungry stares, and saw emotion she couldn’t discern in their eyes, her reticence began to dissipate. “I do.” She nodded.
“Say the words, baby,” Shane demanded. “Tell us you’ll be our woman.”
She nodded again.
“Not good enough, sweetie,” Grant said. “Give us the words. Now!”
She once more met each of their gazes, then she said, “I want to be in a relationship with all of you.”
Cindy expected them to pounce on her, but none of them moved. She lowered her chin to the quilt and traced a pattern with her fingertip.
“How is your wrist, Cindy?” Shane asked.
“Is it hurting, honey?” Jake asked.
“There’s a dull throb, but I’ve had worse.”
“What the fuck do you mean you’ve had worse?” Grant snapped.
“Who the fuck hurt you?” Curt snarled.
She blinked at him in surprise. He was mostly playful, but he was showing her his serious side. She’d suspected that he and Jake could be just as stern and authoritative as Grant and Shane.
“A while back, when I was working as a waitress at the diner. Violet had an obsessed psycho after her. She was raised in a cult but managed to escape. The cult leader’s son came after her, and he used me to lure Violet to him. The asshole beat me up some.” She shrugged, trying to make light of the terrifying situation she’d been caught up in.
“I hope he’s in fucking prison,” Jake said in a growly voice.
“He is. He’ll be spending the rest of his life locked up behind bars.”
“Thank fuck he is. Otherwise we’d hunt that bastard down and beat him to a bloody pulp.” Shane scowled.
“I need to get up,” Cindy said.
“Is there something wrong, sweetie?” Grant asked.
She hated that her face heated with embarrassment as she said, “I need the bathroom.”
Shane rolled to his feet, turned to her after flinging the covers aside, and held his hand out. Cindy gasped when she noticed that her trousers had been removed and tried to tug her shirt down to cover her pantie-covered mound.
“Hey.” Shane helped to her feet and pulled her into his arms. “You have nothing to be embarrassed about, baby. You’ve got one hell of a sexy-looking body.”
Heat began to pool in her lower belly when he caressed a hand down her back and over her ass. She couldn’t stop herself from moaning when he squeezed first one butt cheek and then the other. She was thankful that she was wearing bikini briefs for a change instead of the usual G-string she normally wore. Even though her ass and pussy were covered, she felt exposed since they were all dressed.
“Do you need some help, honey?” Jake asked as he came up behind her. He brushed her hair away from her neck, kissing and nibbling up and down her skin.
“No, thanks. I can manage. Would it be all right if I have a shower? I’m feeling kind of grungy after sleeping for so long.”
“You don’t need to ask, darlin’.” Curt moved to her side, entwining his fingers with her hand.
“We want you to treat our home as if it were your home, too.” Grant stroked a finger down her cheek, before he, Curt, and Jake stepped back.
“Go freshen up, baby, and come out to the kitchen when you’re done. We have something we’d like to discuss with you.”
Before she could ask what he and his brothers wanted to talk to her about, Shane bent toward her, kissed her on the forehead, and then left.
Her mind started spinning in circles as she tried to figure out what they wanted to discuss. When she realized she thought they might have changed their minds about being with her, she cleared her thoughts and headed toward the bathroom.
She’d find out soon enough what they wanted to talk about, but she wasn’t sure she really wanted to know.
 
Chapter Ten
 
Curt was so nervous he couldn’t sit still. He and his brothers were working together to prepare and cook dinner, but he was so anxious he was having a hard time concentrating. He’d already set the table, and though he didn’t know what to do with himself, he couldn’t stop pacing from one side of the room to the other.
“Stop fucking pacing, Curt.” Jake glared at him. “You’re making us all fucking nervous with your agitation.”
“I can’t help it. She’s got me so tied up in knots.”
“Try to put yourself in her shoes,” Grant said. “That little girl is in unfamiliar territory, too. She’s a virgin, and we have to go slow with her so we don’t overwhelm her or frighten her with our intensity.”
Curt nodded, sucked in a few deep breaths and exhaled slowly. Grant was right. Cindy was probably so trepidatious right now. “Do you think—” He cut himself off when he heard light footsteps heading their way. Not wanting to look as nervous as he felt, he hurried toward the counter and sat on a stool.
His breath caught in his throat when he saw her. Her hair was damp, but it was her shiny pink cheeks that had him staring. Cindy was the epitome of a sex goddess in his eyes.
“Come on in, darlin’.” He stood and walked toward her where she’d stopped in the doorway. He clasped her hand in his and guided her toward the stool at the counter.
“Can I help with anything?” she asked.
“Hell no!” Shane frowned at her over his shoulder.
Cindy quickly lowered her gaze.
“Hey!” Curt palmed her cheek, raising her eyes to his. “He didn’t mean anything by his tone, darlin’. That’s just Shane. He and Grant don’t sugarcoat anything and can come across as dictatorial and abrupt. My older brothers are authoritative and brusque, but just remember we’re all trying to look after you.”
“Sorry, baby. I didn’t mean to upset you.” Shane sighed. “I don’t want you helping because you’re injured. Okay?”
“I understand,” Cindy said.
Curt held his breath when he saw a fierce look of determination enter her gaze. He wondered what that was about, but he didn’t have to wonder for very long.
“Just because I have my arm in a sling doesn’t mean I’m not capable of helping out.”
“I know that, Cindy, but you’re still in pain, and I’ll be damned if I let you help me, help us, when you’re hurting,” Shane stated.
Cindy sighed. “It doesn’t hurt that much. It’s not even really broken for fuck’s sake.”
Curt bit his tongue to stop himself from chuckling. He’d never heard her say the f-bomb before. He was also glad that she had the gumption to stand up to his sometimes overbearing brothers. She was going to need a backbone of steel on occasion where Shane and Grant were concerned. He and Jake, however, were the more laid-back of the four of them. He snorted. They could be just as arrogant, too.
“After dinner, I think you should take another of those pills Axel gave you,” Grant said.
She shook her head. “I don’t like the way they make me feel.”
“We’ll be here to keep you safe, honey,” Jake said. “I think you should do as the doc ordered.”
Cindy rolled her lips inward as if trying to stop herself from speaking and stared at Grant, Shane, and Jake mutinously. Curt wanted to tell her how it was going to be, too, but his three brothers had already played the hard-ass card. He needed to remain neutral so that when he asked her to move in with them, she didn’t think he was trying to control her the way it seemed his siblings were.
None of them would ever try to manage somebody’s life, but when it came to Cindy’s health, safety, and well-being, he, Shane, Grant, and Jake wouldn’t hesitate to order her about.
“Do you want something to drink, darlin’?” Curt asked.
“Water please.”
“We have tea, coffee, juice, and soda,” he explained. “I’d offer you a glass of wine or a beer but you shouldn’t drink while on medication.”
“I’m not much of a drinker,” she said. “Water will be fine, please.”
Curt rose, walked to the fridge, and grabbed the jug of water they always had on hand. He poured her a big glass and one for himself and then carried them to the table. His brothers were plating the steaks and veggies they cooked. Seconds later, he was back at Cindy’s side, grasping her elbow and helping her from the stool. Then he led her to the dining table and helped to seat her. Shane, Grant, and Jake brought the loaded plates over and sat.
“Let me cut up your steak for you, darlin’.” Curt shoved his plate away, picked up Cindy’s, and started cutting.
“Thanks.” She sipped at her water. “You said that you knew what it was like to lose somebody. If you don’t mind me asking, who have you lost?”
“Our parents and aunt and uncle,” Grant answered after swallowing.
“I’m sorry for your loss.”
Jake, who’d taken the seat on her other side, patted her arm. “Thank you, but it happened a long time ago.”
“I’m sure you still miss them a lot.”
“We do,” Shane said. “We’d all just passed Marine training. Our aunt, uncle, and parents were off on vacation. They’d hired a motor home to travel the country for a few months. They were only two weeks into the time out when a semitrailer plowed into them, killing them all instantly. The driver was so tired he’d fallen asleep at the wheel and lost control.”
“That’s terrible.” She covered her mouth and blinked back tears.
“It was a difficult time,” Curt said as he placed her food back in front of her. “But we knew our folks wouldn’t want us mourning them forever.”
Cindy nodded. “You were all Marines?”
“Yes.” Jake met her gaze.
“Thank you for your service,” Cindy said.
They all nodded their acknowledgement.
“I have an idea on how to help you in regard to your financial situation,” Curt said, ignoring Grant’s and Shane’s glares. His brothers had wanted to wait before broaching the subject of Cindy moving in with them, but he was impatient. She’d already said that she wanted to enter a relationship with them. What better way for her to get to know them if she was living with them? He just hoped that she didn’t think he was moving too fast or trying to pressure her into jumping into bed with them before she was ready.
He was so fucking hard his dick was throbbing, and he was leaking precum, but he pushed his arousal to the back of his mind. Or tried to, anyway. There was a deep-seated craving to have Cindy with him all the time. He loved that she’d be working at the shelter close by after she’d recovered enough to start teaching the kids. He was hoping he and his brothers could spend all their lunchtimes and other break times with her. They’d be able to ferry her to and from work. After her fall and her new injuries, he never wanted her riding a fucking bicycle again.
If he had his way—he’d need to discuss buying her a solid reliable car or truck for her to drive—he’d go out and purchase a vehicle for her tomorrow.
Cindy brought him back to the present when she nudged his thigh with her own. “Are you going to elaborate?”
“We have a couple of spare rooms. If you moved in with us, you wouldn’t have to worry about paying rent or any other bills. Any money you earned you could use to pay off your student loans.”
Cindy shook her head, swallowed what she’d been chewing, and met his gaze. “I don’t think—”
“Let me finish, darlin’, then you can have your say. Okay?”
“Okay.”
“We don’t expect you to jump into our beds unless you’re ready to, and I’m not offering just to have you here for regular sex. That’s if you do decide you’re ready for us to make love with you. We hate that you’re struggling, but what I hate more is that you’ve been skipping meals. You’re already so damn tiny, I’m sort of scared to touch you in case I hurt you. We’re all big, strong men. You could do with a few extra pounds on you.”
“If I lived here, then I’d want to contribute to the finances. I’m not a leech and never will be.”
“None of us even considered that you were, baby,” Shane said.
“I think it’s a great idea,” Jake piped up. “Just think how convenient it would be if you lived with us, honey. You wouldn’t have to ride that dangerous bike anymore. You could ride to the shelter with us every day and home again when we’re finished.”
“Wouldn’t you all find it hard to have a female invading your home?” Cindy asked.
“Not in the least.” Grant met her eyes. “We’d love having you in our house, sweetie.”
“It will give us the chance to get to know each other better.” Jake winked.
“What if you find out you don’t like me? My momma used to say that you never really know someone unless you live with them. What would happen to me if you realize you don’t like me as much as you think you do?” she asked.
While Curt knew that would never happen, he understood why Cindy would ask such a thing. She was worried about finding somewhere else to live if things fell apart. That was the moment he realized that her father leaving had affected her more than he’d first thought.
It was up to him and his brothers to show her how much they cared for her. It was up to them to earn her trust and keep it.
They hadn’t even taken her out on a date and here they were asking her to move in with them. They were moving too fucking fast, but Curt couldn’t seem to or want to make himself slow down. He was in full steam ahead mode and he wasn’t about to pull on the brakes.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy’s stomach was fluttering with nervous excitement. Life would be so much easier if she wasn’t paying for all the living expenses, but that wasn’t a reason to move in with the Kenny brothers. She was attracted to them like she’d never been attracted to any other man before. Sure, she’d had a small crush or two, but those feelings hadn’t been real. For the first time in her life, she wanted to have sex, and though she’d agreed to have a relationship with them, not one of the four brothers had made a move on her.
She’d lived in Slick Rock long enough to know how protective the men of the town were, and while the Kenny men hadn’t been here that long, they seemed to be just like the other men and that made her hot.
“We like you just fine, baby.” Shane’s gravelly voice brought her back to the present. “Say yes, Cindy.”
“Yes,” she said before she could stop herself.
“Thank you for trusting us, darlin’.” Curt slung an arm around her shoulders and hugged her. “I promise you won’t regret your decision.”
Cindy hoped he was right and she didn’t end up regretting her choice to live with them either. The last thing she wanted was to see any of them look at her with disappointment in their eyes or worse, hate.
She’d make sure she didn’t do anything to come between them and hoped that one day soon, they’d fall in love with her the way she was falling in love with them.
Physical attraction was one thing, but love was something entirely different.
She wanted what Delta, Enya, Violet, and Jaylynn had. She wanted to get married and eventually have children of her own.
Cindy wanted it all and only hoped that her dreams didn’t end up becoming nightmares.
“Have you had enough to eat, sweetie?” Grant asked.
She blinked up at him over her shoulder. She’d been lost in thought and hadn’t heard him get up or seen him walk around behind her. “Yes. Thank you all for dinner. The steak and veggies were delicious.”
“I’m glad you liked them, baby.” Shane rose and started gathering the dishes.
Cindy was so full since she’d eaten more in one meal than she had in days, and her wrist was starting to ache again. She was also tired, which she didn’t understand since she’d slept the afternoon away.
“Why don’t we go and get comfortable in the living room, honey?” Jake asked as he stood and then proffered his hand toward her. She gripped it and stood when he helped her up and guided her to the other room.
Jake sat beside her with his arm around her shoulders, and she leaned into him. He looked down when she tilted her head up to meet his gaze. “Can I ask you something?”
“You can ask me, us, anything, honey.”
“Are you and your brothers turned off because I’m a virgin?”
“What? Why the fuck would you ask something like that?” he asked from between clenched teeth.
“I said I’d agreed to be in a relationship with all of you.” She licked her suddenly dry lips. “I thought that you’d all want to have sex with me. I’ve heard that the men in this town make love with their woman to cement a bond between them. To stake a claim.” Cindy quickly lowered her eyes to her legs and tried to draw away from him, but Jake gathered her hair into a ponytail and gave her tresses a gentle yank until they were once more gazing at each other.
“We would have done exactly that if you weren’t injured. You’ve got stitches in your chin and side, and you’ve got a fractured wrist. While you aren’t as white as a ghost, you’re paler than normal and we can tell you’re in pain no matter how much you try to hide it.
“I…my brothers and I want to make love to you more than anything else in the world, but there is no way in hell we’re going to do that because we don’t want to aggravate your pain and injuries.”
“Oh. Okay.”
Jake stared into her eyes for a few more moments as if looking for something in her gaze. He must have found what he was looking for because he nodded and released her hair. “What do you like to watch on TV? Maybe you want to watch a movie? We have more than a few if you’re interested.”
“You choose,” Cindy said. She’d never been a fan of TV since she preferred to read, but she didn’t mind watching shows every now and then.
Jake shoved to his feet and walked toward the entertainment unit below the huge flat screen TV on the wall above it. He squatted down and peered into the cupboard.
Cindy let her eyes rove over his big body. He was taller and more muscular than any of his brothers. His shoulders were wide, and even though he was wearing a T-shirt, she could see his muscles flexing and bulging under the soft cotton. His biceps were huge, and his legs were long and sturdy, but it was his ass that caught and held her attention. It was so damn sexy she wanted to take a bite out of it.
When she realized he hadn’t moved for a bit, she looked up and blushed. He was watching her, and though he had a shit-eating grin on his face, the heat in his green eyes was so hot she felt singed.
Jake turned back to the entertainment unit, put a movie into the DVD player, and sauntered back toward her. Though she tried to keep her eyes lowered, she was too filled with curiosity and ended up glancing at his crotch. There was no way she could miss the long, hard ridge in his pants. The flush on her cheeks grew hotter, and she took a deep breath, trying to slow her panting breaths and the rapid beat of her heart.
He snagged the remote from the coffee table as he skirted it and then plopped down next to her again. “I like having you looking at my body, honey. I would also love it if you touched me,” he whispered close to her ear, causing her to shiver.
And then he threw her for a loop when he pointed the remote and started the moving playing.
At first she’d thought that the Kenny brothers were blowing hot and cold, but now that Jake had explained things to her, she knew she’d been wrong. The more she thought over Jake’s words, the hornier she got. Her areolae contracted and her nipples hardened. Her clit was throbbing, and each time her inner muscles clenched, cream wept onto her folds and panties. Cindy was glad she’d put her jeans back on. Otherwise Jake might have been able to smell her arousal.
She didn’t even notice that she was shifting in her seat until Jake twined his fingers with hers.
“I can take away that itch, if you want me to,” he stated in a husky, deep voice.
 
Chapter Eleven
 
Jake’s cock was aching so much he was tempted to open his button and lower his fly. He felt as if his jeans were strangling his dick, and if the way Cindy was wriggling about were any indication, she was as horny as he was. He so desperately wanted to bury his face in her pussy, but he didn’t want to shock her or scare her off with his intensity. Yet each time she shifted on the sofa cushion, his imagination got more and more carnal.
He hadn’t even realized he was going to blurt out his desires until it was too late. Jake held his breath as he awaited her response.
Cindy slowly raised her eyes to his, and he groaned when he saw how dilated her pupils were and how hazed over with lust her pretty brown eyes were. Nothing on Earth could have stopped him from leaning down and opening his lips over hers.
She moaned and opened to him immediately, and he was pleasantly surprised when she became the aggressor. She delved her tongue into his mouth, tangling and curling it around his own. When he started to get a crick in his neck, he released her lips, then carefully lifted her up, and lowered her onto his lap. With her wrist in plaster and her arm in a sling, he couldn’t pull her closer. He so wanted to feel her full breasts against his chest, but that would have to wait for now. Sifting his fingers into her hair, he cupped the back of her neck and leaned down to kiss her again.
She sighed and kissed him back as voraciously as he kissed her. They both gasped for breath when she turned her head. “Jake?” She breathed his name, and his cock twitched.
“Yeah, honey.”
“I need…” She frowned as if she wasn’t sure what she was going to say. Maybe because she was a virgin she didn’t know what to ask for or how to ask for it.
He lifted her into his arms, cradling her against his chest, and then slid from the sofa to his knees before setting her down again.
“Do you want me to make you feel good, honey?” he asked in a near whisper.
She was so fucking sexy with her cheeks all flushed, her eyes bright with desire and her lips kiss-swollen red. While she was leaning back against the sofa and still breathing faster than normal, she looked relaxed yet eager. Cindy swallowed audibly, licked her lips, and nodded.
The air backed up in his lungs exploded out from between his parted lips with excited reprieve. Instead of pouncing on her the way he wanted, he inhaled deeply, trying to curb his raging lust, and then asked, “How’s your wrist, honey? Is it hurting?”
“A little.” She frowned at him.
“Do you think it would be more painful for you if I helped you take off that sling?” The only way he was going to be able to get his hands on her sexy body was to remove the sling so he could help her take off her clothes. If she was still willing, that was.
“It’ll be fine,” she said. “In fact, it’ll be a relief to get the blasted thing off. My neck muscles are aching from having to hold up the extra weight.”
Jake scrambled to his feet, sat beside her, and started to unhook the sling. He held her arm close to her chest and then eased it away. “You okay?”
“Yes.” She licked her lips again, and he couldn’t resist anymore. He leaned toward her and pressed his lips to hers again. She sighed as he looped her good arm around his neck and tilted her head at an angle to give him better access to her.
Jake didn’t hesitate to deepen the kiss, swiping his tongue over her bottom lip before probing inside. His blood heated until he was so hot he thought he might just catch on fire. His cock was throbbing, and his balls felt tight. As he slowed the kiss down until he was sipping at her lips, he pushed the hem of her shirt up to expose her belly. He was the one moaning as he splayed his palm on her warm, soft skin. Her flesh was so silky and supple, yet underlying that smooth covering were toned muscles. He drew back slightly so he could look into her eyes and slowly moved his big hand higher up her body. As he got closer and closer to her breasts, her breathing grew harsh and rapid.
Using his thumb, he swept it back and forth, caressing her at the edge of her bra. Her lips were parted and her pupils were dilated, and when she shifted, slightly arching her chest toward him in silent supplication, he cupped her boob in his hand. She whimpered and closed her eyes as he kneaded her lace-covered globe. Her nipple hardened, stabbing into his palm, and he thrummed his thumb over the taut peak.
“Oh!” Cindy cried out.
“You like that, honey?” he rasped out. “Do you like me touching you like this?”
“Yes. God, yes.” She gasped.
Although Jake was aware of his brothers entering the room, he kept his attention centered on Cindy. This was a special, important moment, and he wanted to give her so much pleasure, she’d be begging them for more. With a deft flick of his fingers, he opened the front clasp of her bra and groaned as he cupped her other breast.
“Oh,” she moaned softly. “That feels…so good.”
Jake rolled her nipple between his finger and thumb and then squeezed gently. When he looked her body over and saw that her legs were parted, his dick twitched and precum leaked from the tip.
From the corner of his eye, Jake saw Shane heading their way while adjusting his hard dick in his pants. Grant and Curt moved in behind her.
“Help me get her shirt and bra off,” he said.
“What?” Cindy frowned as she gazed at him.
He couldn’t help but smile. Their woman was so hot she hadn’t even heard his brothers entering the room. “I was talking to Grant and Curt, honey.”
“Oh.” When Shane sat down beside her, she turned her eyes his way and blushed so brightly red, Jake was sure she would have been a beacon in the dead of night.
He kept a gentle clasp on her elbow as his brothers helped to remove her shirt and bra. She was so fucking beautiful, he wanted to devour her, but he kept his hunger in check. Cindy was innocent, but he was so fucking happy she was giving them a chance. It was up to him and his brothers to have her screaming in pleasure so she’d become addicted to them, want to make love with them over and over.
Jake glanced up at Curt and Grant. Curt was licking his lips as he stared at Cindy’s gorgeous full breasts with the hard, pink nipples standing up in the air. Although Grant was clenching his jaw, Jake knew his brother well enough to know that he was also trying to keep his desire to touch under control.
Lowering his gaze back to hers, he kept their eyes locked as he slid to his knees and crawled in between her slightly parted thighs. “Hold her arm still,” he ordered without looking up at his brothers again. Curt reached over and gripped her elbow to keep her arm from moving.
Shane combed his fingers into her hair, grasped a hank of her tresses together, and turned her toward him. “I need to kiss you, Cindy. Will you let me?”
Cindy didn’t answer verbally. Their shy woman surprised the shit out of him yet again when she reached up, cupped the back of Shane’s neck, and yanked him down as she leaned up. Her and Shane’s mouths crashed together, but before his brother could take control of the kiss, Cindy drew away, her cheeks a fiery red, dropped her chin toward her chest, and then closed her eyes. “S-Sorry.”
“Look at me, baby,” Shane commanded.
Cindy shook her head. Shane made a growly sound in the back of his throat and pulled on her hair again. “Open your eyes, Cindy.” This time, he put more force in his voice. She opened her eyes and glared up at Shane. “Don’t you dare fucking apologize to me, or my brothers, for taking what you want. We want you just as much as you want us, baby.”
“I was awkward,” she whispered softly. “Did I hurt you?”
“Do I look like a child to you?” Shane asked. “Do any of us?”
“N-no.” She frowned.
“Sex can be a little rough sometimes, honey,” Jake said.
“It can be raw and primal,” Grant stated as he reached over the back of the couch and cupped one of her breasts, weighing the full globe in the palm of his hand.
“I don’t know what to do.” She sighed.
“You don’t have to do anything, darlin’,” Curt said. “This first time, just sit back and let us take care of you.”
“There’ll be plenty of time for you to touch and explore us later, baby,” Shane said. “Just sit back, close your eyes, and feel. Okay?”
Cindy gulped and nodded, but she did as Shane had told her to.
Jake lifted his chin toward his brothers, silently thanking them for their intervention, and then he pushed all of his thoughts and worries aside. Right now, he needed to rely on his instincts because they’d never let him down before.
He yanked the button of her jeans open, lowered the zipper, then hooked his fingers into the side of her jeans and undies, and pulled them down over her hips and from beneath her ass.
Thankfully, she wasn’t wearing any shoes, only a pair of pretty pink socks, so he didn’t have to worry about removing them first. With slow deliberation, he pulled her clothes off and then stared at the sexy naked woman before him.
She was so fucking perfect with her petite body and gentle feminine curves. Her breasts were perfect, too. Not too small or too large with her contracted pink areolae and hard little nipples. His mouth watered for a taste, but since Grant and Curt were currently playing with them, he shifted his gaze lower.
The light blonde pubes covering her mound were trimmed short, and he could see drops of creamy dew caught in the strands. As he stared at her pretty cunt, so much saliva pooled in his mouth he had to swallow.
When he raised his hands toward her thighs, he wasn’t really surprised to see them shaking with need. He was starving for her and was about to get his first real taste of their woman.
He skimmed his hands up and down her legs, getting higher and higher, but instead of caressing her pussy like he wanted to, he bracketed her hips with his hands. She moaned, and he glanced up to see that Shane was cupping one of her breasts while suckling on the nipple.
Grant was bent over the back of the couch devouring her mouth, and Curt was holding her casted arm still while administering to her other breast.
Jake couldn’t wait a second longer and gently nudged her thighs wider, wrapped his arms around her legs, and lowered his mouth to her sexy cunt.
Sweet womanly flavor exploded on his tongue as he licked her from bottom to top and he swallowed her juices down. She tasted so fucking good he knew he’d never get enough. Hunkering down between her legs farther, Jake set about sending their woman to the stars.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy couldn’t believe she was sitting on a sofa surrounded by four hot, handsome men. Or that she was totally naked.
She jerked when Jake licked up through her folds and swiped the flat of his tongue over her clit. It felt so good, so sublime, she wanted more. Even though she was a little disconcerted that she was naked for the first time in front of the Kenny brothers she knew she’d eventually get over her embarrassment.
When she felt the cushion move next to her, the opposite side where Shane was sitting, she opened her eyes. Grant gave her a sexy wink, took over holding her casted arm, and watched her intently as he carefully moved her arm away from her chest.
Cindy was so high on pleasure right now, she wasn’t feeling any pain at all. All four of the men were being so gentle and careful not to touch where her healing wounds were or to jostle her arm.
“You are so fucking sexy, sweetie. I love how your breasts taste.”
She shivered as goose bumps raced over her skin, but she was in no way feeling chilled. In fact, she was so hot she felt as if she were burning up. Jake, Curt, Shane, and Grant had lit a blaze inside of her that just kept flaming higher and higher. She was sure she was about to self-combust.
Jake was licking, sucking, and lapping at her pussy. Each time his tongue caressed over her clit, tension invaded her muscles. Her lower abdomen felt as if it had melted, yet a taut pressure was growing hotter and higher inside of her.
Curt stroked a finger down her cheek, causing her to tilt her head back and meet his eyes. She barely had time to blink before his mouth was on hers. The kiss he laid on her was hot, wet, and wild.
Shane and Grant were alternately kneading and sucking at her breasts and nipples. The pleasurable sensations were so good they were driving her crazy.
Jake stroked his tongue up through her folds again, but this time instead of making the return journey to her weeping pussy hole, he lightly flickered his tongue back and forth over her aching clit.
“Oh!” she moaned when he rimmed her entrance with a finger before dipping into her soaked pussy.
Curt, still leaning over the back of the sofa, was nibbling and kissing up and down the side of her neck.
Cream spilled from her pussy when he delved his tongue into her ear. Cindy had no idea that her ear was an erogenous zone until then, but then she’d thought only her breasts and pussy would be sensitive to a man’s touch. How wrong she’d been. With all four men touching, kissing, and stroking her, her entire body felt as if it was one big aching mass of need.
Jake gained more depth with his finger, sparking all those responsive nerve endings to life.
Shane released the nipple he’d been sucking on with a pop. “Do you like having Jake’s finger in your sexy cunt, baby?”
“Oh.” She shook with arousal at his dirty, sexy words. “Yes.”
“You are so fucking hot and wet,” Jake rasped out. “So fucking tight.”
She moaned when he started pumping his finger in and out of her pussy. It felt so amazing, and she could already feel that blissful spiral she’d heard so much about winding tighter and tighter.
Intense liquid heat gathered in her lower belly, and the tension in her muscles made them tauten. Jake lashed the tip of his tongue over her clit, added another finger to her pussy, and began to thrust them into and out of her sex.
Grant and Shane drew her nipples into her mouth suckling firmly on the hard, throbbing nubs, and Curt kissed her with feverish hunger.
She sobbed with pleasure when Jake twisted his fingers inside of her and began to pump them harder, faster, deeper.
The blazing ball of hungry lust spread outward until the fire inside was consuming her with hungry flames.
The pressure was so powerful she was sure she was about to explode.
Jake rubbed his fingers over an ultrasensitive spot on the top wall of her pussy just as he pulled her clit between his lips and sucked on it.
“Jake!” Cindy screamed as she climaxed for the first time.
She trembled and jerked as rapturous glory swept her up in a tidal wave of bliss so pure, so forcefully passionate, white lights flashed in front of her eyes. Juices dripped from her pussy with each convulsive clench of her inner muscles as she came and came some more.
By the time the last aftershock faded away, she was sheened in a light coating of perspiration, and her pussy and inner thighs were soaked with her juices.
She kept her eyes closed, savoring the residual tingles coursing through her body as she tried to regain her breath.
All four of the Kenny men were stroking lightly over her body as she came back down from her orgasmic high.
“Was that good, honey?” Jake asked, his voice deeper and hoarse.
Cindy couldn’t believe he’d asked that since she thought it was pretty obvious she’d enjoyed how they’d made her come since she’d screamed his name. “It wasn’t just good,” she said when she was sure she could talk without stuttering. “It was orgasmic.”
 
Chapter Twelve
 
Chester was less than half an hour away from the small town in Colorado he hoped his wife and kids were hiding out in. He was stiff and weary after driving just over seven hours straight, and when he saw a sign directing him toward accommodations, he decided to stop and get a good night’s sleep. Tomorrow, in the light of day, would be soon enough to drive the rest of the way to Slick Rock. He’d take his time scoping out the town and driving around the county until he’d found the shelter.
As far as he was concerned, Safe Haven wasn’t going to be the sanctuary it was purported to be in the article he’d read. If he could, he’d do as much damage to the place as possible, but first he needed to reconnoiter and make sure it was safe for him to make a move. He wanted the women who ran the sanctuary hurting as much as he was since they were helping his cunt of a wife to keep his kids from him.
Nevertheless, his main goal was getting his bitch and kids back. They were his, and he wasn’t about to let his slut live her life without him at her side. If she managed to get hold of a lawyer and divorced him, he’d have no control over her anymore. That scenario wasn’t acceptable in the least.
She owed him for keeping a fucking roof over her head and giving her food to eat from his hard-earned cash. It was her turn to bring in the bacon. Chester also planned to apply for welfare. Of course he would tell whoever he put the claim into a sob story of how his kids needed to eat, but they wouldn’t see a cent of that and neither would his wife. It was his turn to sit back and take it easy for a while. Busting his gut to make ends meet was no way to live. Maybe while he was in the small, low-populated town, he’d be lucky enough to find some rich bitch to hook up with, but he couldn’t imagine anyone being so far away from the major cities would be cashed up.
That didn’t mean it wasn’t possible though.
Chester parked his car, got out, and stretched his stiff muscles as he stared at the entrance to the inn. Monticello, Utah, was pretty much only a hop, skip, and a jump away from Slick Rock, Colorado.
This time tomorrow, he was hoping to have spotted his kids and wife, but even if he didn’t, he wasn’t giving up until he had his family back.
Once he knew the lay of the land, he would figure out a way to get onto Safe Haven land without raising any suspicions, and when the time was right, he’d make his move.
How hard could it be to get his hands on his slut of a wife and his kids when the shelter was run by women, too?
All women were only good for two things in his eyes. One, spreading their legs and servicing their men whenever they were told, and two, feeding her man up so he had the energy to deal with her nagging. Other than that, women were pretty much useless in his eyes.
Chester smiled as he sauntered toward the office. He could see a young woman standing behind the counter and talking on the phone. She wasn’t gorgeous, but she wasn’t ugly either. Keeping the flirtatious smile on his face, he pulled the door open and entered the reception area of the inn to book a room.
When she smiled back at him, he knew it was going to be a fun night.
“Hello, beautiful.”
 
* * * *
 
“Are you ready for more, baby?” Shane hadn’t meant to ask that question, but he was so eager to make love with Cindy and make her his, he’d blurted out his thoughts.
She met each of his brothers’ gazes before staring into his eyes. “I am more than ready.” She entwined her fingers with his. “Take me to bed, Shane. Please?”
Shane didn’t give Cindy a chance to change her mind. He got to his feet, shoved Jake out of the way, and scooped her up into her arms. She gasped, and at first he thought he’d hurt her, but when she met his eyes with her heated brown-eyed gaze, he realized he’d surprised her. She looped an arm around his neck, clinging to him as he quickly carried her toward the master bedroom. The bedroom they’d put her in to sleep, and now that she was hopefully staying, moving in with them, he was fucking glad he had.
While aware his brothers were following him, he only had eyes for Cindy. Her cheeks were flushed, and her brown irises surely sparkled with desire. He could get lost in those brown orbs. Shane already felt as if he could see into her heart and soul and prayed that she could see into his.
He wasn’t normally that great with words, especially around women, and he didn’t want to say anything to fuck things up. Curt and Jake were easier going around the fairer sex and could even be glib-tongued when they wanted to be. He and Grant didn’t beat around the bush. If they wanted something, they went after it and rarely let anything or anyone distract them from their goals.
Although he felt that way with Cindy, she wasn’t a thing or a job, and he needed to mindful of her feelings.
Once they were in the bedroom, he walked to the side of the bigger-than-a-king-size bed and lowered her into the middle of the mattress. Luckily, Grant had rushed around him and pulled the covers back.
Though he was still worried about her arm and hurting her, he needed her too badly to wait. He was hoping after making love with him and his brothers, she’d be so exhausted she’d be out like a light minutes later and wouldn’t stir through the night. But even if she did, he’d be right there next to her to get her anything she needed.
In fact, it was probably better to be prepared. Giving her one or two of those pills she’d been prescribed would almost guarantee she’d get a full night’s sleep. Shane glanced at Curt and Jake. “Can one of you go and get a bottle of water and her tablets?”
“I’m on it.” Curt spun on his heels and raced from the room.
Grant, who’d already pulled his T-shirt off, was lying on the bed next to Cindy. Cindy’s cheeks were pink as she eyed his brother’s muscular chest over.
Shane reached back, grabbed a handful of his shirt and tugged it up over his head and off with a jerk. Next he undid his belt, the button on his jeans and lowered his zipper. As he toed off his boots, he shoved his jeans and underwear down over his hips. Sighing with relief that his hard dick was no longer confined in his jeans, he wrapped his hand around his cock, pumping up and down a few times.
When Cindy turned her gaze toward him, he pumped another couple of times and smiled when he heard her ragged exhale. She might be shy and inexperienced, but she liked watching him masturbate. He’d have to explore that scenario with her at a later date, but right now, he had a woman to make love to.
“Are you on the pill, baby?” he asked as he placed a knee on the bed and then the other. Shane wanted to touch her so badly he was shaking, but first, he needed to know if he needed to protect her. If he touched any of that soft, creamy skin before he’d suited up if necessary, he wasn’t sure he’d be able to stop.
Sucking in a deep breath, he held it for a few seconds before releasing it.
“I’m on the pill,” Cindy said a little too loudly, and Shane figured she was nervous. “I need to take it to regulate my cycle.” He thought she finished speaking, but then she started muttering to herself, but since he and Grant were close to her, they heard what she said. “Oh my God. You’re such a dorky idiot. They don’t care why you’re on the pill.”
“Actually, we do, sweetie.” Grant rolled her nipple between his finger and thumb. “We want to know everything about you.”
“There’s not much to know,” Cindy said. “I’m actually a pretty boring person.” She slapped her hand against her forehead and closed her eyes. “I said that out loud, didn’t I? I didn’t mean to.” Her cheeks turned red, again. “Are you sure it’s me you want to have a relationship with?”
Shane smiled and nodded. She was so cute with her nervous babbling and saying anything she was thinking. It was so refreshing after the calculating, manipulative women who tried to come onto him and his brothers.
“We’re very sure, Cindy.” Grant waited until she gazed at him, and as soon as their eyes met, he leaned over and covered her mouth with his.
“Get up here and help hold her still.” Shane nodded at Jake and Curt.
Curt had placed a glass of water and the box of pills on the bedside table a few minutes ago, and then he just stood at the side of the bed staring at Cindy’s sexy naked body. Jake had still been leaning against the wall with his arms crossed over his chest and his ankles crossed, looking as if he was content and relaxed. The hard ridge in his jeans belied his brother’s pose. As soon as Shane had finished speaking, his younger brothers pulled their shirts off, undid and loosened their belts, opened the button on their jeans, and lowered their zippers.
Curt climbed up onto Cindy’s other side, and Jake got onto the bed near Shane.
Shane stared at Cindy’s cunt and licked his lips. As he looked at her pussy, her internal muscles clenched, and opalescent cream dribbled from her entrance. Seeing her reaction to them was what broke the camel’s back, so to speak.
Shane quickly hooked his arms around her upper thighs, spreading her legs wider, flopped down onto his belly between her legs, and started licking her. He groaned as her sweet-tart juices woke his taste buds. He rimmed her cunt hole with the tip of his tongue, dipped it into her honeyed well, and then stroked up through her bare folds, delighting in the fact that the only hair on her was on her pubis and not her labia.
She gasped and groaned, arching her hips up closer to his mouth. Holding her tighter so she couldn’t move too much and hurt herself, Shane started lapping, licking and sucking and drinking her down. If he hadn’t been so hot, so horny to make love with her, he would have kept eating her out until she came in his mouth, but he couldn’t wait to be balls-deep inside of her any longer.
Giving her pussy a last, long stroke of his tongue, making sure to bathe her clit with a swipe, he released her legs and pushed up to his knees.
She was so fucking small compared to him and his brothers, and even though she’d been injured and was still recovering from her wounds, there was nothing fragile about their woman. Shane had a feeling she had the constitution of a lioness. She had her head tilted back and her eyes were closed. Curt had moved her casted arm up above her head and was gently holding it down against the mattress. Grant had also raised her other arm up above her head and was pinning it in place.
She was a sexy goddess laid out for him and his brothers to feast on, and he intended to enjoy every sexy mouthful.
Shane skimmed his hands up and down the soft inside of her inner thighs to get her attention. “I’m clean, baby. We all are. We were tested a year ago and haven’t been with a woman since. If you want me to wear a condom, I will. All you have to do is say the word.”
Cindy shook her head, gasping when Grant nipped at her nipple before laving the hard peak with his tongue. “No need.” She panted. “I’m safe, too.” She blinked up at Shane when he chuckled and gave him a sheepish grin since she’d already told them she was on the pill and she was a virgin.
Shane loved that they got to her so much she couldn’t think straight. “Are you ready for me, baby?” He knew she was. She was so fucking wet she was dripping.
“I’m ready. Please, Shane? I need…”
He grasped the base of his dick, notched the head at her entrance, and began to push in. He didn’t want to push too hard and end up hurting her, but she was so fucking tiny, so fucking tight, he had to apply more pressure. Her wet folds stretched, and the head of his cock popped through into her. She felt so fucking good. Hot and wet. He clenched his jaw and ground his teeth, inhaling and exhaling rapidly through his nose as he waited for her to stop clinching on him.
Thank fuck Grant released her nipple and met his gaze with a stern look. Otherwise Shane might have lost control of his urges and shoved into her all the way. Curt turned her face toward him and started kissing her passionately. Jake reached out to tweak and pluck at one of her nipples while Grant lashed his tongue over the other one.
Finally, her reflexive contracting on his dick slowed, and he eased his dick in deeper. Shane stopped often as he inched his way into her tight cunt and breathed out a sigh of relief once he was embedded in her all the way.
“You okay, baby?” he asked between rapid pants.
“Yes,” she moaned out. “I can feel you. You’re so hot and hard. I’m so full.”
It was on the tip of his tongue to tell her one day soon she would be a hell of a lot fuller when she took one of their cocks in her ass, another in her pussy, and one in her mouth, but he swallowed the words back. No need to make her nervous before he and his brothers had made her theirs.
Shoving his carnal thoughts to the back of his mind, he slowly withdrew his dick to the entrance of her cunt and stroked back in deep. Each time he retreated and advanced, he gradually increased the pace of his thrusting hips.
“Oh!” Cindy moaned, rolling her head back and forth on the pillow as he made love to her.
Shane loved how her tight tunnel hugged and caressed his dick as he glided in and out of her cunt. The heated friction of her walls on his cock was so fucking good, he was sure he could reach out and touch heaven. No, he was already in heaven on Earth.
Warmth and tension gathered in his lower abdomen, the base of his spine, and his muscles. He was so pumped up his muscles felt as if they were straining and they were, but it was because he was getting closer and closer to climax. Nonetheless, there was no fucking way he was going to reach his peak before his woman.
He plunged deep with a groan and then ordered, “Move!”
His three brothers shifted away from Cindy, and he dropped her legs and then blanketed her body with his. Shoving a hand underneath her, he cupped and squeezed her sexy ass as he pounded harder and faster into and out of her.
She caressed over his shoulder and back and then wrapped her arm around his neck, clinging to him. Shane sought out her mouth and kissed her with a rapacious need he’d never felt before. As he continued to shuttle his dick in and out of her wet cunt, he traced a finger down the crack of her ass, delved between them, and tickled her star.
She cried out, moving her hips in sync with his as she dug her blunt nails into his flesh. The heat spread out, licking at his balls, and he knew he was only seconds away from orgasm. Breaking the kiss, he nibbled his way down her neck toward her chest and drew one of her nipples into his mouth, suckling on it firmly.
The walls of her cunt grew tauter and tauter, letting him know she was with him, almost at the edge of the pinnacle. When he drove into her again, he twisted his hips, making sure to press on her engorged clit. Reaching lower, with the finger he’d been using to play with her ass, he swiped up some of her cream, stroked his wet finger over her pucker, and pressed the tip into her bottom.
“Shane!” she screamed as she fell over the edge into ecstasy.
He groaned as he pistoned his hips faster, his flesh slapping against hers, and he plowed into and out of her fast, hard and deep.
His balls drew up closer to his body, his cock got hotter and thicker, and then he was coming. “Cindy!” he roared as he tumbled into a maelstrom of nirvanic bliss so profound he saw stars exploding in front of his eyes.
Cum spewed up from his balls, along his shaft and out the top of his dick. With each clench of her pussy on his cock, more of his jizz was sucked from his body. He trembled and jerked with rapturous joy until with a last stroke, he emptied his balls.
Never, ever in his life had he climaxed so hard he nearly passed out. Air sawed in and out of his lungs like a struggling bellows as he tried to regain his senses. Aftershocks wracked them both until finally, he lay spent on top of her, but thankfully, he’d had the mind to keep his upper body weight braced on his elbows so he didn’t crush her.
Shane raised his head from where he’d been resting it in the crook of her neck and shoulder and opened his eyes.
Cindy met his gaze through passion-heavy narrowed eyes, and though she was once more blushing, the smile that curved her lips and lit up the brown orbs was sultry and full of satiation.
“That was…” She shook her head and licked her lips.
Shane nodded his head in agreement. “Yeah, it was.” There were no words good enough to describe the phenomenal lovemaking they’d just shared. He’d never felt such a physical and emotional bond with any other human being, including his brothers. While he loved his brothers and they were close, the love in his heart for Cindy was so strong he’d almost wept.
The tiny, shy yet feisty woman lying beneath him was his whole world, and he’d do anything and everything to keep her.
He wanted to get down on bended knee and ask, no demand that she marry him. He wanted to see her belly rounded with his and his brothers’ child.
Shane wanted it all, and he wasn’t going to let anyone get in the way of his ambition.
Now that he’d made love to her and claimed her, he was never letting her go.
She was his and his brothers’ woman, and she would remain so.
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
Cindy cuddled with Shane for a few minutes, relishing the intimacy of having his body in hers, his skin pressed to hers from chest to knees. She’d never felt so strongly about a person before, and while she suspected she was falling in love with the Kenny brothers, the connection she now had with Shane was powerful.
Her heart was overflowing with warmth, and while she didn’t want to examine the emotions too closely just yet, she had a feeling that if any of the Kenny men ever turned away from her, she’d break into a million tiny pieces.
She relinquished her hold on Shane when he raised up slightly and kissed her softly, reverently on the lips. Tears threatened, but she quickly pushed them away. She moaned when he pulled his now flaccid cock from her pussy, pressed a kiss to the tip of her nose, and then got off the bed.
Supine fulfillment was an amazing thing, and while she realized that her arms and legs were spread wide, she didn’t have the energy to do anything about it. Her whole body, her muscles were warm and felt so weak she wasn’t sure she’d be able to move even if she wanted to.
“That was the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”
Grant’s gravelly voice commandeered her attention. When she locked gazes with him and saw the blazing need in his eyes, her repleteness faded quickly to be replaced by arousal. Cindy couldn’t believe that just a look from him, or any of his brothers for that matter, was enough to warm her blood and get her heart pumping.
After a quick glance at Curt and Jake, who were now both back on the bed, she returned her gaze to Grant. He was so damned sexy lying on his back with his arms behind his head and his big, long body stretched out beside her. She swiped her tongue over her lips and slowly perused his sexy masculine frame with her eyes. When she got to the hard pole behind his fly, her inner muscles clinched, releasing a slew of cream onto her folds.
Without taking her gaze from his hard dick, Cindy rolled to her side and then scrambled up onto her hand and knees. Sitting back on her heels near his hip, once more looking into his heated green eyes, she reached out and touched him. As she caressed her hand over his chest and the ridges of his delineated abdomen, her breathing grew fast and choppy.
His pectoral muscles flexed, and his biceps bulged when she undid his belt and the button on his jeans and lowered his zipper. A whimper of need escaped from between her parted lips when she spied the head of his engorged dick peeking out the waistband of his boxer shorts.
The embers simmering low in her belly sparked to life, making the flames flicker higher. The urge to touch and explore was too strong to ignore. Cindy dipped her hand into his underwear and gripped his cock. His dick felt like velvet-covered steel. So hot and hard yet so soft and smooth.
She caressed her hand up and down his shaft a few times and then bent over toward his cock as she pushed his jeans and boxers lower, intending to take herself a taste.
Before she even managed to swipe her tongue over the head of his dick, Grant exploded into action.
He grasped her hips as he sat up, flipped her over onto her front, pulled her up to her hand and knees, and maneuvered behind her. Cindy gazed at him with shock over her shoulder and gulped when she saw that he’d pushed his jeans and underwear lower and was now kicking them away.
“I’m sorry, sweetie,” he rasped out. “As much as I’d love to have your mouth on my dick, I’m hanging on by a thread here, already. Maybe another time when I’m not feeling so starving for you. Are you okay like that? Is your wrist aching?”
She shook her head. Goose bumps rushed over her skin with excitement. Closing her eyes, she shivered and tried to bank the feverish need heating her blood. She felt so empowered as a woman and liked the confident feelings coursing through her. She’d never thought to feel so feminine and sexy, but the Kenny brothers made her feel a lot of things she’d never thought to feel.
The mattress moved in several places, but she kept her eyes closed and tried to slow her breathing and thudding heart, but she figured it was a useless endeavor since she was so horny.
Someone brushed a hand over her hair and head. She opened her eyes and shuddered with desire when she latched her gaze onto the huge, erect cock in front of her face. Looking up and up some more, she moaned when she met Jake’s intense, famished green-eyed stare. He lowered his eyes to her mouth and stared at it with such intent she couldn’t help but lick her lips.
Stroking his cock with his hand in a lazy but highly sexy move, he said, “I’d love to feel the sexy mouth on my dick, honey.”
Cindy lunged forward, swiped her tongue over the crown of his cock, and then twirled it around the head. He groaned and canted his hips forward, closer to her. Balancing on an elbow and her knees, she pushed his hand away from his dick then gripped it with her own. After pumping him a few times, she opened her mouth and sucked his cock in as far as she could.
When Grant dipped a finger into her pussy and then caressed up through her folds, she stilled, absorbing the tingles of need his caresses elicited in her womb, pussy, and clit.
“Are you ready for me, sweetie?” he asked. “I need to be inside of you so fucking much.”
She pulled from Jake’s cock, drew a breath, and said, “Yes. Now! Please, Grant.”
“That’s my aim, Cindy.”
“Huh?” She blinked with confusion, but when she stared at Jake’s dick, all thought fled. Nothing mattered but the amazing feelings of making love with her men. The give and take of pleasure so intense she felt as if she’d been torn apart and put back together again.
“I aim to please you so much you scream my name, sweetheart.” Grant slid the tip of his dick up through her folds, and she moaned when his cock brushed over her distended clit. When Jake shifted on his knees, she took him back into her mouth and swirled her tongue around the head. He growled when her tongue rubbed on the underside of his dick, so she licked that spot again, and again, and again.
“That feels so fucking good, honey, but I need more. Take me into your mouth and suck me off. Please?” Jake pleaded.
Cindy wanted to please him, Grant, and Curt more than anything. As she opened her mouth wider and took him as far as she could, she glanced to the side in search of Curt. He was lying on the bed on his side with his head propped up on one hand while the other one stroked up and down his dick.
She reached out toward him as she bobbed her head up and down, trying to find a rhythm that would please her men.
A hum of approval formed in her chest when the head of Grant’s dick kissed her drenched pussy hole, and then he was pressing into her.
Her tissues stretched to accommodate him, and she moaned when his dick penetrated into her pussy. Since she was still gripping and caressing Curt’s dick, she could no longer do the same to Jake’s. Otherwise she’d fall flat on her face since she couldn’t use her other hand, but she needn’t have worried about taking Jake’s cock too far into her mouth and gagging herself. He must have been watching her as she sucked him off, because he now had his hand wrapped around the base of his dick, which prevented his erection from hitting the back of her throat.
Grant slowly but steadily worked his cock into her soaked pussy. He rocked his hips forward and back, creating a blissful friction that sent zips of pleasure along her nerve endings.
When he was inside of her all the way, he held still for a beat or two. Cindy had never felt so turned on or so full in her life. She loved the way Grant’s dick stretched her out. She loved how hard and hot Curt’s cock felt in her hand, and she loved the taste of Jake’s dick in her mouth and the musky, manly scent filling her nose.
She felt as if she were in seventh heaven, and she never wanted the feelings to stop.
 
* * * *
 
Grant had never felt anything so amazingly pleasurable, so right at having his dick buried inside of Cindy’s cunt balls-deep. He felt as if he’d found home.
She was so hot, tight, and wet, he’d had to keep still so he wouldn’t shoot his wad within seconds of entering her.
Each ripple and clench of her pussy around and along his dick was so fucking transcendent, he had to clench his jaw tight to keep his raging hunger in check. Curt’s groaning drew his attention. Seeing Cindy giving his brother a hand job had heat seeping through his body to his bones. He was so fucking horny for his woman, he was shaking. He gazed at Jake and briefly wondered if he should have let Cindy suck his cock. Jake’s face was pulled into a tight mask of blissful torture. His eyes were closed, and his head was tilted up to the ceiling, but from the sounds he was making, their woman was doing everything right.
When he was sure he had his fervor back on a leash, Grant gripped her hips firmly and started moving. She was so fucking tight. Her hot, wet walls caressed along his throbbing dick, creating the most exquisite friction he’d ever felt.
Each time he entered and withdrew from her wet cunt, he gradually increased the pace of his rocking hips. She hummed and moaned as she sucked on Jake’s cock.
He couldn’t stop staring at his dick and her pussy as he drove in and pulled out. His cock was shiny and wet from her cream, and the sight just ramped up his need for her more.
His woman was so into their loving, her insides had swelled up, and her asshole was wide open to him.
Lifting a hand to his mouth, he shoved his thumb in, licking and lapping at it to coat it with his saliva. When it was good and wet, he removed it and then pushed the tip into her pucker.
Cindy went wild beneath him.
Her mouth pulled from Jake’s cock as she fell to the bed on her shoulder, raising her ass higher into the air.
Grant rocked hard and faster, pistoning his dick in and out of her cunt, and he thrust his thumb into her ass.
Cindy keened as she moved with him, shoving her hips back toward him as he surged forward.
Her cunt rippling around his cock and her ass squeezing his thumb told him she was close to coming, but then so was he.
His balls started hardening as his seed gathered and his cock felt as if it grew in size.
Taking no notice of his brothers as they rolled out of the way, Grant covered her back with his front, wrapped his arm around her hips as he continued to glide his cock and thumb in and out of her pussy and ass. He cupped her mound, dipped his finger into her folds, and rubbed over her clit.
“Oh! Oh, oh, oh,” Cindy moaned, then drew in a deep breath and cried out as she peaked. “Grant!”
“Fuck yeah,” he said hoarsely as he slammed in once, twice more, and on the third stroke, he came with a roar, “Cindy”!
His balls pulled up tight just before fire shot up his dick and cum erupted from the tip with such force, his whole body shook. There were no fireworks or stars as he came. There was nothing but darkness, and for a moment, he thought he was going to pass out. His chest heaved as he gulped in breath after breath of air, and thankfully, the blackness faded and his vision began to return.
Cindy was still quivering under him as the glory slowly began to wane. He didn’t even notice he’d collapsed on top of her until he felt her back struggling to rise as she tried to fill her lungs with air. Bracing his elbows on the mattress, he lifted his upper body weight from her onto his still trembling arms and hoped like fuck he hadn’t hurt her. In the end he’d felt so primal, like a man possessed as he’d claimed his mate.
When he moved his legs, his softened, blood-depleted cock slipped from her body, causing her to whimper and him to groan. His dick had never felt so sensitive after making love before, and while that sort of shocked him, it shouldn’t. Cindy was his heart and soul, the love of his life, and everything with her was so much more. Everything he felt with her was heightened to a supersensitivity, including the love warming his heart.
Cindy was the light of his life, the sun that chased away the darkness he hadn’t even known had stained him after fighting as a soldier.
She mightn’t know it, but she’d brought him back to life, had given him a reason to greet each morning with excitement and happiness instead of an robotic numbness.
Cindy Dodge was an essential part of his life he had no intention of ever losing. If he lost her, he would be losing part of himself. She was the other half of him. An intrinsic piece that made him whole.
She was his everything.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy felt as if she’d died and gone to heaven. Her muscles were warm and loose, and there was no way she’d ever be able to move again. Luckily, Grant recovered from their explosive lovemaking quickly. Just after his cock slipped from her body, he moved to the bed beside her, rolled her onto her side, and spooned her. One of his arms was anchored around her waist and though her head was resting on his other arm, he was cupping her breast with his hand.
She could have stayed where she was for the rest of the night, but knew she’d have to move soon to clean up. She could feel Shane’s, Grant’s, and her combined juices on the inside of her thighs and weeping from her pussy. Although it was tempting to stay right where she was and drift into sleep, she had a feeling she’d wake up because of being uncomfortably sticky. A sigh of contentment escaped her parted lips, and when a hand caressed over her arm, she opened her eyes.
Curt and Jake were nowhere to be seen, and she frowned. Lifting her head from Grant’s arm, she glanced about and sighed with relief when she saw the younger Kenny brothers sitting on the end of the bed. She’d been so intent on Grant as he’d made love to her, she hadn’t even noticed they’d moved, and that made her feel a little guilty. Would they be upset with her for having sex with Shane and Grant first? Were they angry at her because she’d been so wrapped up in Grant as they’d shared their bodies, she hadn’t seen them move?
“Hey, are you okay, sweetie?” Grant kissed her shoulder.
How the hell did he know there was something wrong? Can he read my mind?
She rolled onto her back so she could see his eyes, but before she could ask him her questions, he began to speak. “I felt you tense up, sweetheart. Did I hurt you?”
“No.” She swallowed and cleared her throat, and then gazed toward Curt and Jake. “Are you mad at me?”
Jake jumped to his feet at the same time as Curt turned and crawled over the mattress.
Curt knelt near her thigh while Jake sat next to her with his back up against the headboard. “Why would you think that, darlin’?” Curt skimmed his hand up and down her leg. Jake entwined his fingers with her hand.
Even though her wrist was hurting more than it had been before, she’d worry about doing something to relieve the pain later. Right now, she wanted to make sure the younger Kenny men weren’t angry with her, and she also wanted to make love with them, too.
“Because I didn’t see you move. Because I had sex with Shane and Grant first,” she explained.
“You don’t ever have to worry about stuff like that, honey,” Jake said. “We all knew going into this that we couldn’t all make love to at the same time first off. We also knew that we’d take turns with you, starting with the eldest.”
“Are either of you jealous?” she asked.
“Not in the least, darlin’,” Curt answered. “We know we’ll get our time with you when you’re ready. While we’ve shared a woman a couple of times between us, that was a learning curve for us. I didn’t bring this up to upset you, because I can assure you that the woman meant nothing to us. If we hadn’t tried a ménage a time or two, we might not have known to how to go about this with you.”
“Curt’s right to a degree,” Jake said. “When we moved to Slick Rock, we were hoping to find that special woman we could all share and love. We also started asking questions of the other men on how the dynamics of such a relationship worked.”
“We watched how the other men interacted with their women and always listened to any advice they had to give,” Grant said. “I’ll leave you to spend some time with my brothers. Okay, sweetie?”
“Okay.” She smiled after Grant kissed her softly on the lips, rolled to his feet, gathered his clothes, and left the room.
“Have we explained things right, darlin’?” Curt asked.
“Yes. Thank you for that. It’s going to take me a bit of time to get used to dealing with four men.”
“It’s going to take time for all of us to adjust, honey. If you have any reservations or questions, come to one or all of us and ask. Okay?” Jake quirked a brow.
“Sure. I do have a question.”
“Ask away,” Curt stated.
“Can I have a shower?”
“How about a bath instead?” Jake lightly tapped a finger to the plaster on her arm. “We can cover the cast with a plastic bag so it doesn’t get wet.”
Cindy nodded eagerly. She needed a bath to get rid of the sweat and stickiness from her body.
“I’ll go and get the tub filling.” Curt winked at her, stood, and walked toward the bathroom. She loved watching any of the brothers Kenny walking away from her, seeing the way their muscles bunched and lengthened and their asses flexed.
“I can’t wait until you move in with us,” Jake said as he lifted her into his arms. “Tomorrow after work, we’ll go to your place and help you pack up your things while you give notice to your landlord.”
Right at that moment, even though she couldn’t remember if she had agreed to move in with them or not, she wanted nothing more.
The thought of going back to her small lonely apartment caused her heart to clench.
Cindy couldn’t wait to live with the four sexy, handsome Kenny brothers either.
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
Jake could barely take his eyes off their woman. She was the quintessential depiction of everything he’d ever dreamed of, and she was all theirs. His and his brothers’ woman. If it hadn’t been too soon, he would have gotten down on bended knee and asked her to marry him right then and there.
He set her down on the counter on the towel Curt had put on the granite to protect her from the cold and rummaged in the drawers and cupboard. Quickly finding what he needed, he tore one of the trash bags from the roll, and when she lifted her casted arm, he covered the plaster with the plastic, and then taped it in place. Checking to make sure the tape was tight enough to keep water out but not too tight to cut off her circulation, he picked her up, cradling her against his chest, and turned toward the tub.
The huge spa bath was almost full, and Curt had already taken a seat in the steamy water.
Cindy looped an arm around his neck as he stepped up and then down into the bath. Being careful not to slip and drop his gorgeous cargo even though she didn’t weigh much, he shuffled over to the seat next to Curt and sat.
She sighed and moaned as the hot water enveloped their bodies, resting her cheek on his chest with her eyes closed.
“Feel good, darlin’?” Curt asked.
“You have no idea,” she answered without opening her eyes.
“Are you sore, honey?” Jake caressed a hand over her hip and up and down her side.
“No, not really. I was getting a little stiff, but the heat is already doing a great job of dispersing any slight aches I had.”
“And your wrist?” Curt moved closer.
“It’s fine.”
Jake scrutinized her face just to be sure she wasn’t downplaying with words and was thankful she didn’t seem to be in any pain. While he hated seeing the waterproof patches on her chin and side and the cast on her arm, he was grateful she hadn’t been injured worse. He also realized that Cindy must have a very high pain threshold. He was sure if any other woman had sustained the injuries she had, they would have been resting up in bed.
He felt a little guilty for wanting to make love with her and make her his woman, after both of his older brothers had already done so, but he wasn’t sure he was selfless enough to wait for another day. That was unless Cindy decided she needed to rest. He’d do anything to keep her happy. Her health and well-being, her wants and needs, came first always.
“Let me wash you, darlin’,” Curt said as he reached for the sponge and body wash.
After squirting some liquid soap onto the loofah, he ran it over Cindy’s neck and shoulders. When Curt got lower, washing her breasts, she gasped. Jake stared at her breasts, swallowing back a groan when he saw how hard her nipples were. They were a darker-hued pink than they had been and he hoped they weren’t too tender.
Curt must have thought the same. “Are your nipples tender, Cindy?”
She shook her head. “Sensitive.”
Curt reached under the water with sponge and washed between Cindy’s legs. When his brother had finished bathing her front, Jake clasped her hips, lifted, and turned her before lowering her back onto his lap. Her small hand splayed on his chest as she stared into his eyes while sitting astride his hips. He closed his eyes and tried to control his escalating breathing when he felt her pussy pressed up against his cock. His dick had started going down while he covered her cast with the plastic bag but had quickly come back to life when he’d watched Curt wash her.
“Do you want me, Jake?” Cindy whispered her question as she pressed kisses to his chest.
A shudder ripped up his spine when she licked over one of his nipples. Only one woman had ever done that before, and he’d felt absolutely nothing. Having the love of his life do it was a totally different story. His cock twitched when she laved her tongue over the small hard nub again, and when she nipped it between her teeth, he swore he almost came.
“So fucking much I ache,” he managed to answer raspingly.
“Good.”
Cindy raised up higher onto her knees, grasped his dick, and aligned the head with her pussy. He barely had time to draw a breath before she was sinking down over his shaft. He groaned as her wet heat enveloped his throbbing cock. She took a few inches of his shaft into her body, lifted up, and then dropped down onto his dick hard and fast, taking him all the way inside of her.
“Fuck!” Jake blew out a breath, trying to curb the ravaging need heating his blood.
“Our woman is the sexiest woman alive,” Curt said hoarsely.
“On that…we’re in total agreement.”
“Curt?” Cindy said.
“Yeah, darlin’?”
“I need you, too.”
Cindy’s words almost sent him over the edge again. She was staring at Curt with so much hunger he was sure he could see flames flickering in her brown eyes.
“Are you sure, Cindy?” Curt rasped out.
“Yes.” She nodded emphatically. “I’m more than sure.”
“So you liked it when Grant fucked your ass with his thumb?” Jake asked.
“No,” Cindy answered. “I didn’t like it. I loved it!”
“You are so fucking perfect, darlin’.” Curt kissed her on the shoulder, caressed a hand down her back, and massaged her ass. He stood, stepped out onto the bathmat, wiped his feet, and then rushed over to the vanity. When he turned back to the tub, he had a condom in one hand and lube in the other. Curt stepped into the tub, placed the rubber and lube on the edge of the bath, and then knelt behind her. “You are the sexiest fucking woman.” He caressed his hands up and down her back and then squeezed her ass cheeks. “I love this ass, darlin’. So toned, cute, and peach-shaped. Every time I look at it, I crave a taste, a bite.”
“Oh,” Cindy moaned.
Jake groaned when she clenched her pussy around his dick. He swallowed, met Curt’s gaze, and nodded at his brother to hurry the fuck up. He was so fucking hard, hot, and horny, he wasn’t sure he was going to last the distance, but there was no fucking way he was shooting off first.
He wrapped an arm around Cindy’s waist, making sure he didn’t go anywhere near her stitches, threaded his fingers into her hair, raising her face up to his, and kissed her.
 
* * * *
 
Although Cindy was nervous, she wanted this more than anything. She was so needy for Jake and Curt, she was trembling. When Jake opened his mouth over hers, she clung to his shoulder and kissed him back hungrily. Their tongues dancing and tangling with an eroticism so carnal, she was sure she was going up on flames.
She shivered when the hair on Curt’s chest brushed up against her back and gasped when he pulled her butt cheeks apart. While she didn’t mean to, she held her breath when she felt a slick finger caress over her star. Even though she’d been dreaming about an exclusive loving ménage relationship for years, she’d always been worried that she wouldn’t like or enjoy anal play. Luckily for her and her men, that wasn’t the case.
“Breathe, honey,” Jake ordered as he cupped her cheek.
She exhaled and inhaled then did so again and again. The tension she hadn’t been aware of in her muscles waned, and she moaned when he pressed his finger into her ass. She loved the tingly burning sensation of having the sensitive tissues of her star stretching and couldn’t wait to be filled to the brim with cock.
She closed her eyes, savoring each stroke of Curt’s finger into her ass and how good it felt. When he pulled his finger out, she opened her eyes and locked gazes with Jake again.
“Jake, sit up on the edge of the tub,” Curt said hoarsely. “I don’t want the bathwater washing away the lube.”
Jake tightened his arm around her waist, smoothed a hand down her back, and gripped her ass. She wrapped her good arm around his neck, resting her cast on his shoulder, and hooked her legs around his waist, just before he surged up to his feet, taking her with him. He hissed out a breath when he sat on the rim of the tub, and even though she tried to stifle her giggle over his discomfit, it escaped.
“Think that’s funny, do you?” Jake winked at her.
Cindy nodded.
“I’ll remember that, honey. Next time I put you on the counter, I’m not getting a towel for you to sit on.”
Cindy grinned and shrugged. Goose bumps raced over her flesh when Curt kissed her shoulder. “Keep your eyes on Jake, darlin’. Okay?”
“Okay.”
Curt tickled two lube-coated fingers against her ass, and she sucked in a noisy breath. Though her eyelids grew heavy, she kept them open and her gaze locked with Jake’s. She loved looking into her men’s eyes. Someone—she had no idea who—had once said that the eyes were the window to the soul, and while she wasn’t sure that was exactly right, it was close. All the Kenny men looked at her with such hunger and emotion. Even though she couldn’t discern their feelings, she had a feeling that they at least cared for her a little. If they didn’t, surely they wouldn’t have pursued her and made love with her.
“Oh!” she moaned when Curt pressed his fingers into her ass. The burning sensation was a little stronger as her flesh parted to admit his erotic intrusion, but it wasn’t really painful. Her inner muscles spasmed, causing her pussy to ripple around and clamp down on Jake’s hard dick.
“Fuck, honey. I love how you keep squeezing my cock. I can’t wait until you’re coming all over me.”
“Shut the fuck up, Jake,” Curt growled. “I’m on the edge already, and I’m not even inside of her yet.”
“How the fuck do you think I feel?” Jake snarled.
“Hey, maybe we should just forget it,” Cindy said, tensing as she prepared to pull of Jake’s erection. She didn’t like to hear them angry at each other. This was one of her biggest worries over being in a ménage. She didn’t want, hated to think that she’d come between brothers, family members, and cause a cataclysmic rift.
“We aren’t angry, darlin’.” Curt leaned around toward her.
Cindy stared into his eyes. He held her gaze steadily.
“We’re not. I promise. We’re just eager and famished for you.”
“Curt’s right, honey.” Jake swept his thumb back and forth over her skin.
“Then let’s get this show on the road,” Cindy said. She was relieved that the brothers weren’t fighting over her, and she was just as excited and needy as they were, which was a shock considering she’d already had sex with their two eldest brothers.
Jake cupped her breasts, caressing and kneading them as he peppered kissed down her neck and lower.
Curt slowly worked his two fingers in and out of her ass until they were in as far as they could go. He pumped them a few times and spread his fingers to stretch out her tight muscles. Withdrawing them, she heard him pop open the tube of lube, and then he was back with three fingers. This time the burning pain was more intense, but it ratcheted her arousal up higher.
She gasped and moaned as Curt began to pump his fingers until finally he had all three inside her ass. Cindy felt so stuffed full, but it was a pleasurable feeling. She couldn’t wait until Curt had his cock deep in her rear entrance. Couldn’t wait until he and Jake made love to her for the first time.
Cindy wanted it all, and she wanted it now.
She couldn’t help but close her eyes when Jake pulled a nipple into her mouth, suckling strongly on the hard nub. Each time he drew on the sensitive peak, arcs of stimuli shot from her breast to her pussy, causing her to clench. She was so wet she was dripping.
Curt withdrew his fingers from her ass, and a few moments later, she felt the head of his condom-and-lubed-covered cock against her star. Jake released her nipple with a pop, grasped one hip, and cupped the back of her neck with the other. She nodded to let him know she knew what he wanted and kept her eyes on his.
“Take a deep breath for me, Cindy,” Curt ordered.
After exhaling, she inhaled deeply, filling her lungs, and gasped out when Curt pressed firmly against her asshole. “Keep breathing, honey,” Jake said. “If you can, keep your muscles loose. It might help if you push back against him.”
Cindy licked her dry lips, nodded, drew in another breath, relaxed, and bore down.
“Fuck!” Curt groaned as his dick sank inches into her ass.
Cindy felt spread to the limit, but it felt so good. Nerves she hadn’t realized existed came to life. She wanted to shove back toward Curt and take his cock all the way into her ass, but she didn’t want to hurt herself. This was another first for her, and she wanted to be able to look back on this moment with a smile. She wanted to remember the pleasure and joy her men bestowed on her and she bestowed on them.
Cindy prayed that this relationship worked out and was the one and only she’d ever have, but she couldn’t see the future, didn’t know what was around the corner. She wanted to be with them for the rest of her life, but she didn’t know if they felt the same.
If this didn’t work out, if they broke her heart, she’d never want to be in another relationship or have another man or men touch and kiss her. The thought made her feel sick to her stomach.
Even though it shocked her to feel so much so quickly, Cindy knew she was in love with Shane, Grant, Jake, and Curt. They were it for her no matter what happened.
All her thoughts fled when Curt stroked his cock into her deeper and deeper until finally he was in her ass balls-deep.
“You okay, darlin’?” Curt gasped out.
“Yeah,” she moaned. “You’re both so hot and hard. I can’t believe how good you both feel.”
“It’s about to get better, honey.” Jake kneaded a breast and then pinched and plucked at her nipple.
Curt gripped one of her ass cheeks firmly. Then he slowly withdrew his dick from her ass to the tip. As he pushed back in, Jake retreated from her pussy and then stroked back in.
Cindy groaned as pleasure assailed both her channels. It felt so amazing, so carnally mystical, she couldn’t wait until they were moving faster, harder, and deeper. She wanted them to lose all that self-control and let go. She wanted Jake and Curt to fuck her so good that she and them, came screaming.
Each time the men pumped their hips, they incrementally increased the pace until their bodies were slapping against hers. The friction of their cocks sliding in and out of her pussy and ass was so beautiful, so erotic, and so intimate. She’d never felt so close to a person until she’d made love with first Shane, then Grant, and now Jake and Curt. Her heart was so full of emotion, and she felt as if her soul was reaching out to theirs. The intimacy of making love, the powerful, emotional connection was something she couldn’t have imagined let alone explain.
With each glide of their dicks into and out of her pussy and ass, the pressure inside grew higher. The embers that had flared into flames leapt higher and higher. Tension invaded her muscles, her body, as she moved up the steep slope toward the summit.
Jake tugged at her hair, tilting her face up to his, and kissed her ravenously. He swept his tongue into and around her mouth, then tangled with hers.
Curt cupped a breast from behind, gripped her nipple between his finger and thumb, and squeezed. Shots of pleasure sparked down to her womb, pussy, and clit.
She gasped in a breath when Jake released her lips. Then he lowered his head and latched onto her other nipple with his mouth, laving his tongue over the sensitive nub before flicking it back and forth it with the tip.
“So fucking hot and tight,” Curt stated raspingly. “You feel so fucking good, darlin’.”
Cindy could feel herself getting closer and closer to ecstasy, but she wasn’t sure if her men were too since she wasn’t experienced. However, she was determined to take them with her when she flew.
Gripping Jake’s shoulder, she waited until she had their rhythm down and then she started moving with them. Forward and back, up and down, she moved, taking first Curt’s cock deep into her ass, then Jake’s into her pussy.
The invisible corkscrew wound tighter and tighter until the spring was so tight, she was sure it was about to break.
Jake released the nipple he’d been sucking on and then pressed his lips to hers again. Curt surged harder and faster into her ass. Jake drove his dick into her pussy, and just as she was hovering on the edge of rapture, both men stopped, holding still.
Cindy drew in a breath, just about to yell at them to move, but before she could speak, they rocked their hips rapidly, pistoning their dicks into and out of her ass and pussy, harder, faster and deeper, at the same time.
Cindy was either nearly almost empty or filled to the brim.
She moaned and groaned, digging her nails into Jake’s shoulder as she began to tremble harder. Jake caressed his hand down from her breast, skimming his palm over her nipple and down lower. A shiver wracked her frame when his fingers brushed against her trimmed pubes, and then he pressed the pad of his finger over her clit.
She gulped in air and just before she exhaled Jake squeezed her clit between his finger and thumb.
“Jake! Curt!” Cindy screamed as she tumbled over into rapture.
Her whole body quivered and quaked with nirvana. Her inner muscles spasmed, clenched, and released around the two cocks still plunging in and out of her ass and pussy.
“Fuck yeah,” Jake groaned. “You got me there, honey. Cindy!”
“I’m gonna…Cindy!” Curt shouted as he too climaxed.
She felt each twitch and pulse of their cocks as their cum spumed up their shafts and into her pussy and ass. Even with Curt wearing a rubber, she felt the heat of his semen as it jetted into the end of the condom.
Aftershocks shook her body each time their dicks jolted inside of her.
As the pleasure faded, leaving pleasurable tingles in its wake, she panted and tried to catch her breath. Tears of joy stung her eyes, but she pushed them away. She didn’t want her men to see her crying, even if they were happy tears, since they were likely to misconstrue them and think they’d hurt her. That was the last thing she wanted.
Cindy hadn’t even noticed she’d all but collapsed onto Jake, her cheek resting on his chest until he caressed a hand over her head and down her back.
“That was amazing, darlin’.” Curt kissed her shoulder, and then they both moaned as he eased his softening cock from her ass. “Thank you for trusting me.”
Cindy lifted her head from Jake’s chest, turned, and met Curt’s gaze over her shoulder. He smiled and gave her a playful wink. She smiled back.
“Let’s get you cleaned up, honey.” Jake held her against him as he slipped back into the bath. Her flesh pebbled as the warmth of the water seeped into her cooler skin. “Are you cold, Cindy?”
“No.” Cindy had never been so warm in her life, and it had nothing to do with the ambient or water temperature, but everything to do with what was in her heart.
She was in love and hoped, prayed, that the Kenny brothers would end up loving her in return.
If they didn’t, she’d be devastated.
Cindy was sure she’d die if they didn’t love her as much as she loved them.
A knot of dread formed in her stomach, and though she tried to shove it away, it wouldn’t budge.
Was she feeling scared because she wasn’t sure they loved her back, or for another reason entirely?
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
Shane wasn’t sure it was a good idea for Cindy to be going to work so soon after being injured, but she was determined.
“I’m fine, Shane.” She held his gaze with hers. “My arm isn’t even hurting.”
“What if one of the kids needs help with something?” he asked. “You only have the use of one hand. I don’t want you hurting yourself.”
“I can ask one or both of the kids’ moms to help out. I’m sure they won’t mind.”
Shane sighed as he ran his fingers through his hair. While he and his brothers would be close by, they wouldn’t be able to see her and help her if she needed it. He hated that she was so determined to work, even if he understood it.
“Okay, have it your way, but if you start hurting, I want you to come and tell one of us. Okay?”
Cindy nodded. “Thank you. I’ve worked for this my whole life, and I’m not about to let a fractured wrist stop me from doing what I need and want to do.”
“Are you ready to go, sweetie?” Grant asked, coming up behind her.
“Yes. I just need to get my bag.”
“Let me help you, honey.” Jake winked as he clasped her hand with his and walked her back to the bedroom. “Is this it?” He pointed to the backpack she’d readied earlier, and when she nodded, picked it up, and slung it over his shoulder. “Geez, what the hell have you got in here?”
“Exercise books, pens and pencils, and a few other things.”
“Are you sure you’re going to need all this?” Jake asked as he followed her back down the hall.
“I am.”
“We need to head out.” Shane glanced at his watch, opened the front door and stepped out. Grant, Curt, then she and Jake trailed after him.
Cindy opened the back door, ready to get into the truck, but turned to see what was going on when she heard feet scuffling on the ground. Shane rolled his eyes at his brothers’ childish behavior but was happy that Cindy didn’t seem shocked by it. She was smiling with amusement.
“Cindy, come and sit up front with me,” Shane commanded.
“It’s okay, I don’t mind—”
“I do,” Shane said. “Curt, Jake, why don’t you take one of the other trucks? We were supposed to get a delivery of siding, but the delivery truck’s broken down. I need you to go and pick it up.”
“Damn it,” Jake muttered as he nodded and turned away.
“Jake, give me Cindy’s backpack,” Grant said.
With a sigh of frustration, Jake spun back, shoved the backpack into Grant’s chest, and then met her gaze. “I’ll see you later, honey.”
“That you will.” Cindy smiled then met Curt’s eyes. “Bye, Curt.”
“See ya, Cindy.”
Grant put her bag into the back seat, closed the door, then gripped her hips, and lifted her into the truck. She scooted into the middle of the seat so Grant could get in next to her.
“Let me help you with your seat belt, baby.” Shane helped her with the belt, put the truck in gear, and drove down the driveway.
 
* * * *
 
Grant wiped the sweat from his brow onto his sleeve. He sat back and surveyed the work he, his brothers, and the two men they’d hired had done. The roofs were on the two cabins, and most of the siding was in place. All that was left was to install the kitchen and bathrooms and to paint the walls.
While it was only spring, it was unseasonably warm, and he had a feeling they were in for a long, hot summer. Not that it bothered him any. He and his brothers liked working outside in the elements. If he’d been cooped up in an office all day long, he would have gone stark raving mad.
He glanced toward the main hall, hoping to catch a glimpse of Cindy, but she’d kept inside most of the day. They were heading to her apartment after work to help her pack up her belongings and move her into his house. If he had his way, she would sit on her sofa, and direct and supervise what needed to be done.
Though he hoped her landlord didn’t give her any grief by ending her lease early, he didn’t really care. He was willing to pay whatever rent she owed but had a feeling their woman would baulk. Cindy might be shy and quiet, but he’d come to know how independent and stubborn she could be. Grant couldn’t wait to have her safe and secure in their home. She was so sweet and caring, and he was already in love with her.
Besides moving her in with them, he and his brothers had plans on all claiming her tonight. They were all going to make love to her together. At least as best they could since there were four of them. While he wasn’t jealous per se that Jake and Curt made love to her at the same time last night, he was a little envious. He shouldn’t be since he’d gotten to make love to her after Shane had taken her virginity, but sometimes feelings didn’t make sense. Grant would never tell Cindy though because he didn’t want her feeling guilty. Sharing her was so different from sharing the other woman he and his brothers had fucked. The excitement had been electric and off the charts, but none of his brothers had cared for the women they were fucking. This was totally different and was a learning curve for all of them.
No matter what he and his brothers felt, they needed to present a united, loving front to Cindy. If they argued, they were going to have to do that outside or somewhere else she couldn’t hear them. He didn’t want her getting in the middle of him and his brothers.
“Hey, what’s the frown for?” Shane asked as he came to stand beside him.
Grant sighed and then explained his thoughts to his brother.
“Don’t feel guilty about feeling a little jealous, Grant. It’s a natural emotion, and you weren’t the only one feeling a little green.”
“You were, too?”
Shane nodded. “However, you were right about keeping that under wraps. We can’t go telling or showing Cindy any of this.”
“I know.”
“We’ll work it out.” Shane clasped Grant’s shoulder. “We just need a bit of time to get used to the different dynamics.”
“Okay. Yeah.”
“Let’s get back to work.” Shane led the way into the first house, and they started on installing the kitchen. Curt and Jake were finishing up the siding and then would begin installing the bathrooms.
Grant thought it might be a good idea to hire on more men. They still had a lot of houses to build. He suspected that more and more abuse victims would hear of Safe Haven and head this way. He just hoped he was wrong, because he loathed the thought of women and children being hurt, but he wasn’t about to bury his head in the sand either.
The fact was that there were motherfuckers out there that got off on bullying and hurting someone weaker than they were. He thought that it was because it made them feel masculine, but in his eyes, it was pure and utter cowardice.
 
* * * *
 
“I’m getting a little tired of Shane and Grant ordering us around.” Curt scowled.
“Yeah, me too. They’re treating us like we’re fucking kids.” Jake nailed the last piece of siding into place.
“Next time Shane tells me to do something, I’m going to tell him to fuck off,” Curt snarled.
“Are they trying to commandeer all their spare time with Cindy?” Jake asked. “Are they jealous of us for some reason?”
“That’s got to be it.” Curt smiled humorlessly.
“What do you mean?” Jake frowned.
“We got to make love with Cindy together first,” Curt said.
“You think that’s why Shane’s started bossing us around?” Jake asked. “He’s always been an authoritative asshole.”
“I know, but he’s gotten worse since being in the Marines.”
“We all have our bossy moments, Curt.”
Curt nodded. “Yeah. I don’t know why I’m feeling so covetous. Maybe it because none of us has had any one-on-one time with Cindy.”
“That’ll come. You know it will. Plus, it’s Cindy who’ll be making all the decisions. It’s up to her if we make love with her one-on-one, two-on-one, or all at the same time.”
“True.” Curt snorted.
“What?”
“One woman can’t take on four men at the same time,” Curt said.
“If there’s a will, there’s a way,” Jake stated. “We can’t let resentment into this relationship, bro. If we do, we’re going to fuck everything up.”
“You’re right. What we need to do is make up a schedule.”
Jake shook his head. “That’ll go over well with Cindy.”
“What the hell are we supposed to do?” Curt snapped. “I’ve never felt like this before. This is nothing like screwing around.”
“You’re right, it’s not. We’re playing for keeps. What we have to keep in mind is Cindy. Her needs and well-being come first, second, third, fourth, and last in everything.”
Curt grinned. “If she heard you or any of us saying that, I have a feeling she’d argue.”
“She would. She can be feisty when she wants to be.”
“She can. I loved seeing her going to toe-to-toe with Shane. I swear I could see flames in those pretty brown eyes.”
“I’m still having trouble believing she agreed to be our woman.” Jake scrubbed a hand over his face.
“So am I, but I’m mighty glad she did. I’ve never felt this happy in my life.” Curt gave Jake a chagrined smile.
“You aren’t the only one.” Jake sighed. “What we need to do is sit down with our brothers and talk to them. Once they know how we feel, I’m sure they’ll see the error of their ways and back off.”
“I sure hope you’re right.”
“When have I ever been wrong?” Jake gave Curt an innocent look, and then they both started laughing.
Curt felt much better after talking with Jake. He just hoped his older siblings stopped trying to command him and Jake as if they were soldiers following a platoon sergeant.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy enjoyed every minute of her day teaching Brett, Belinda, and Angela. It had been difficult signing to Angela with her wrist in a cast, but she’d managed to communicate well enough with the hearing-impaired little girl. Nevertheless, she was paying for it now. Her wrist was aching, and she was getting a bad headache. Though she didn’t get migraines often, she knew the pounding in her head and the scalp sensitivity was a precursor to one. She’d already checked in her purse at lunchtime to see if she had any over-the-counter painkillers, but the packet she’d pulled out of her bag had been empty. It must have been a long time since she’d needed them because she couldn’t remember emptying the packet.
Thankfully her workday was over, but it would be an hour or so before her men had finished up. Even though it was the last thing she wanted to do, she decided to use her time by writing up another lesson.
It was hard to concentrate because the pain in her head was getting worse by the minute, but she pushed it to the back of her mind. She was used to ignoring pain and illness because she had to when taking care of her younger sister while her mom had been working.
Though she loved kids and wanted to have some of her own one day, she was still young and had plenty of time. Cindy wanted to establish her career and pay off her student loans before she brought a baby into the world. She didn’t even have the money to purchase a car, and she would need a decent one as well as a baby seat and all the other things a newborn and child would need.
She shook her head and instantly regretted it when the hammer in her skull pounded harder. Normally it wouldn’t have bothered her hearing the noise of nail guns and other powered tools being used, but she’d become increasingly sensitive to noise as the day passed.
She’d thought about heading toward the kitchen, where the children and their moms were currently talking and laughing, to ask for something for her headache, but she had a feeling they hadn’t had much to be joyful over or to laugh about in their lives, and she didn’t want to interrupt. Plus no child wanted to interact with their teacher after hours or in a social setting unless absolutely necessary.
She knew because she’d hated it when her mom went to parent-teacher nights. All the other kids had given her grief and bullied her since she’d been a good student and ahead of everyone else. Her schooling years had been difficult for her, but she was having the last laugh now. While they were all still in college studying and trying to get their degrees, or working at low-paying jobs, she’d started her career.
A stabbing pain shot into her head and through her right eye. Cindy groaned and rested her head on her hand. She should have gone and asked one of the other women if they had any Tylenol or ibuprofen, but it was far too late. She already had a migraine, and her face had started going numb. Her head was throbbing from the base of her neck right up over her head and even her nose hurt. Her nose and lips felt unnatural as if they were made of rubber, and the aura over her sight was beginning to form. Flashes of light exploded in front of her eyes, and there was a large dark spot over her vision.
Although she knew she should get up and ask for help, Cindy didn’t want to move. Her head was thumping so hard now, and her stomach was roiling. She was scared if she so much as moved a muscle, she was going to vomit all over the floor.
Moving slowly, with one eye closed because of the pain and pressure behind it, she squinted to see if there was anyone around. The room was empty, and even though the light streaming in through the windows wasn’t directly on her or in her eyes, it made her head hurt even more, so she quickly shut her eye.
Blindly pushing the work she’d been doing away, Cindy crossed her arms on the desk and lowered her head onto them. She was hoping that by staying still and resting the pain would eventually fade, but experience had taught her that that was wishful thinking. Trying to breathe through the nausea and hoping like hell she wouldn’t toss her cookies was probably a futile wish. The longer she sat here, the more her stomach churned, and though she wanted to get up and go to the bathroom just in case she was sick, Cindy wasn’t sure she’d make it. One, she was frightened if she moved, her roiling stomach would immediately revolt, and two, her head was pounding so badly she wasn’t sure she’d be able to walk.
The only thing she could do was wait and hoped that someone noticed she was in trouble soon.
Please let someone see me. Please, please, please.
 
Chapter Sixteen
 
Grant glanced about when a cold breeze brushed up his spine. There was no reason for him to be feeling worried, but that’s what he was. The longer he gazed about, the bigger the knot of concern in his gut grew. While he wasn’t sure what was going on or why he was feeling the way he was, he’d never discounted an intuitive instinct before, and he wasn’t about to start now. His gut had saved his life more than once while he was a Marine.
He took a step toward the main building of Safe Haven and then another and another. Though he didn’t think about increasing his pace, he started jogging and then running toward the building. There was something wrong.
Hoping he didn’t scare the shit of the women and children currently using the hall as their home, he leaped over the steps to the landing and burst through the doors. Scanning as his feet skidded on the varnished hardwood floors, he spied Cindy near the back of the room with her head down on a table. “Cindy, are you okay?” he asked as he hurried toward her. His concern grew when she didn’t respond or so much as move a muscle. He was at her side a moment later and crouched down next to her. “Cindy?”
“Grant?” she whispered in a voice so filled with pain his heart stuttered.
“What’s wrong, sweetie?”
“Migraine…sick.”
“Do you have medicine?”
“Gone.”
Grant dropped to his knees, grasped his cell phone from his belt, and started punching in numbers. He was aware of his brothers heading their way, but he ignored them. Right now, their woman needed medical help, and he was going to make sure she got it.
“Hey, Grant, what’s up?” Dr. Phoenix Carter answered.
“I need you or one of your friends to get to Safe Haven,” Grant said.
“What’s going on? Is someone hurt?” Phoenix asked.
“It’s Cindy. She’s got a migraine and doesn’t have anything to take for it.”
“Fuck! I can’t leave right now. I have a patient due in two minutes. Cam and Axel are at the hospital helping Will and his brothers. How about I call one of the Tremaine brothers and send them to you?”
“Please, and Phoenix, tell whoever you send to hurry.”
“Will do.” Phoenix disconnected the call.
“What can we do to help you, baby?” Shane asked.
“N-Nothing.” Cindy inhaled and moaned. “Just leave me.”
“Not going to happen, sweetie,” Grant stated emphatically. “Do you want me to lift you up and carry you to the sofa?”
“No,” she groaned. “Oh, god. Bucket!”
Jake and Curt turned, searching for a receptacle of some kind. Jake found a small trash can and brought it over just in time. Cindy gagged and then vomited into the can. Grant held her hair away from her face while Shane gripped one of her shoulders so she wouldn’t topple off her chair.
He hated seeing her in so much pain and sick to her stomach, but what was worse was how useless he felt. He and Shane liked to be in control. Grant would have gladly taken her pain and illness into him rather than seeing her this way, but since that wasn’t possible, all he could do was help her as much as he could. He sighed with relief when she finished throwing up. Curt rushed toward the kitchen, stopping in the doorway to ask one of the women something. When Grant saw a woman hand him a glass of water, he was glad. Cindy would need to rinse her mouth, and while he hoped that Curt hadn’t scared the women and kids with his presence, right now Cindy was their priority.
“I have some water for you, darlin’,” Curt said as he crouched down near their woman. When she reached out a trembling hand without opening her eyes, his brother clasped it in his. “I’ll hold the glass to your lips. Okay, Cindy?”
“Yeah,” she answered shakily.
She took a few sips filling her mouth with water, swished it around to rinse, and unerringly spat into the trash can.
“Do you think you can lie down now, baby?” Shane asked.
“I don’t know,” she replied. “My stomach’s still churning, and I’m worried if I move, I’ll be sick again. I think it’s best if I stay here.”
“Whatever you want, sweetie.” Grant caressed a hand up and down her back. When he heard footsteps heading their way, he once more sighed with relief to see Brigg Tremaine with medical equipment in hand.
The big paramedic nodded to them and then squatted next to Cindy when Curt and Jake moved aside. “Not feeling so good, are you, Cindy?”
“No.”
“Do you get migraines often?” Brigg asked as he dug into his bag. He pulled out an alcohol wipe, a packaged needle, and a vial of clear medicine.
“No.”
“What do you usually take for them, honey?” Brigg tore open the wipe and then swabbed her upper arm with the disinfectant.
“Just over-the-counter stuff.”
“I think you should go and see one of the docs for something else.” Brigg prepared the needle. “It also wouldn’t hurt for you to have a medical checkup. A little pinch, Cindy.” Brigg pushed the needle into her good arm and plunged the fluid into her body. Within a minute, Cindy sighed and the tension in her shoulders eased.
“What did you give her?” Shane asked.
“A small dose of Demerol. She’ll be out for a few hours. From what I can gather, your woman gets stress migraines. At least that’s what Phoenix told me. He must have the information on record. While I hate seeing anyone suffering, and I know you all hate it, too, after what she’s been through recently, this isn’t a big surprise.”
Grant rubbed at the back of his neck and gazed at their woman. When she slumped more onto the table, he knew she was out. Being careful with her, he gently lifted her from the seat and into his arms. “Is there anything we need to do for her?” he asked.
Brigg shook his head. “Just take her home and let her sleep. Make sure she has plenty of fluids when she wakes up. If she’s still in pain later, it would be a good idea to take her to see one of the docs.”
“Thanks, Brigg.” Grant gave him a chin lift.
Brigg waved off his appreciation. “No need to thank me. I’m just doing my job.”
“Thanks anyway.” Shane shook Brigg’s hand, then so did Curt and Jake.
“Let’s get her home,” Grant said as he walked toward the door. He nodded and smiled at the two women peering out from the kitchen. Their frowns turned to tentative smiles.
Shane hurried around him to the truck and opened the door. Grant climbed into the back, still holding the love of his life.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy blinked her eyes open with a sigh. Though she felt a little thickheaded, she felt a lot better. Heat suffused her cheeks when she remembered tossing her cookies in front of the Kenny men. She hated anyone seeing her being sick. In fact, when she wasn’t feeling well, she usually hid behind four walls until she was back to normal.
“Hey, honey. How are you feeling?” Jake asked.
She turned to find him lying on his side on the bed with his hand propping up his head. “Much better.”
“You scared us, darlin’,” Curt said from her other side.
She met his gaze. “I’m sorry.”
“You have nothing to be sorry about, baby,” Shane said.
“Nothing at all. We all get sick every once in a while,” Grant stated.
She glanced down at her chest and shouldn’t have been surprised to see that she was no longer wearing her clothes. The T-shirt covering her breasts was big and black and looked like it belonged to one of her men. When she inhaled, she knew from the scent it was Grant’s. “How long was I out?” Cindy pushed her hair back from her face.
“A few hours,” Curt replied.
She frowned. “Brigg gave me something. Whatever it was worked fast.”
“Demerol,” Jake said.
“What?”
“Brigg gave you a shot of Demerol.”
“Oh. Uh, okay.” She wondered if the medicine was the reason she was so thirsty.
“Are you hungry, baby?” Shane asked.
“A little.”
Curt stoked a finger down her cheek. “Why don’t you go and freshen up? By the time you come out to the kitchen, dinner should be ready.”
“Do you want some help?” She pushed herself up until she was leaning against the headboard and pillows.
“No!” Grant shoved to his feet, combed his fingers through his hair, and began to pace. She had no idea what was going on, but she didn’t have to wait long. “You’ve been pushing yourself too fucking hard. You need a few days to rest and recuperate, sweetie, and we’re going to see you get it.”
“I’m fine, Grant.”
He slashed his hand through the air. “No, you’re fucking not. Look at you. You have stitches in your chin and side and a busted wrist. You’ve been through so much.” He spun to face her, pointing at her. “That migraine was your body’s way of telling you to slow the fuck down.”
Cindy shook her head, crossed her arms over her chest, and scowled at him. “I. Am. Fine,” she yelled. “I’m used to doing things no matter how I feel.”
“You don’t need to do that anymore, baby,” Shane said. “You have us to lean on now. Stop being so fucking independent. Listen to your body.”
“I agree with Grant and Shane,” Jake said. “We know you don’t want to let your new bosses and those kids down, but you’ve been pushing yourself too fucking hard.”
“If you don’t stop, you’re going to end up in the hospital,” Curt stated. “Do you want that? Where will those kids be if you get so sick you’re down for weeks?”
Cindy sighed with reluctant resignation. They were right. She’d been pushing herself too hard and had suffered the consequences, but she had a responsibility to teach, and to Kat and Niki.
“I called Kat while you were sleeping,” Shane said. “She and Niki don’t want to see you at Safe Haven for at least a week. During your week off, you aren’t allowed to lift a finger. You can read and watch TV, but other than showering and dressing, nothing else. Is that understood?”
Cindy glared at him, but Shane held her eyes with a glare of his own. When she glanced at the other men, she knew she wasn’t going to win this fight. Every single one of the Kenny brothers had implacable resolve in their eyes.
“Understood,” she snapped.
“Good. We’ll leave you to clean up,” Grant said before leaving the room.
One by one, his brothers followed him out.
Cindy sighed with frustration, and when she went to push her hair from her face again, she hit herself in the forehead with her cast. “Great,” she muttered. “Just what I need. I’ll probably end up knocking myself out with the fucking plaster.”
Flinging the covers aside, she hurried to the bathroom. Although it was going to be awkward to cover her cast by herself so she could shower, she wasn’t going to ask for help. She was still a little piqued with her men after they’d ordered her about. Cindy began to wonder if this relationship was going to work out after all. She was a grown woman, not a child, and didn’t need anyone telling her what to do anymore.
Maybe the migraine had been a blessing in disguise. Because she’d been ill, she hadn’t had a chance to go back to her apartment to pack up her things and bring to her new home.
When she realized she thought about this place as home, she pushed her angry thoughts aside. This was where she belonged, and she never wanted to leave.
Cindy just hoped that Curt, Jake, Grant, and Shane never asked her to.
 
* * * *
 
“I think we should hire on a couple of men,” Curt said after taking a sip of his beer.
“I agree.” Jake nodded.
“We’ve been thinking about it,” Shane said, “but I think we should put that plan in motion.
“It’s not like we can’t afford to hire on more labor workers,” Grant said. “It will free up some of our time so we get to spend more time with Cindy.”
“Are we going to take turns staying at home with her?” Jake asked.
“As much as I’d like to say yes, we can’t afford to. We might be ahead of schedule right now, but all it takes is something going wrong for us to fall behind.” Shane rubbed his chin. “Grant, I want you to set up a classified for new employees ASAP.”
“I’ll do it after dinner.”
Curt was glad Shane hadn’t asked him to set up an ad. He hated doing any sort of paperwork but would if he had to.
“I don’t like leaving her alone.” Jake said what Curt was thinking.
“If we hover all the time, she’s going to think we don’t trust her,” Grant said.
Curt sighed and nodded. “You’re right, but if we tell her we’re just looking out for her, surely she’ll understand.”
“Would you want someone babysitting you?” Shane asked.
“No,” Curt answered. “Fuck! I hate that she’s hurting.”
“We all do, Curt,” Jake said.
“She should be fine.” Grant me each of their gazes. “She’s been living alone for a while.”
“Doesn’t mean I have to like it,” Curt replied.
“No one said you had to.” Shane frowned.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy tugged a brush through her hair. Though it had been difficult to cover her cast with a plastic bag and tape it up, she’d managed. If anyone had been judging her efforts, she probably would have scored a one, if that, for looks, but she didn’t care.
She felt so much better after brushing her teeth and showering but wished she had some of her own clothes to put on. Nevertheless, she’d found another clean T-shirt in one of the drawers and tugged it over her head before donning a robe. The robe was big, bulky, and too long, but there was nothing for it.
After a last glance in the mirror at her messy hair, which, while it had been brushed and looked clean, it was going to have to stay down. There was no way she’d be able to put it up in a ponytail, let alone braid it.
As she walked toward the kitchen, she took stock of her body and realized, for the first time in a week, she was no longer in pain. She was good at hiding things like that. She’d learned to push pain and illness to the back of her mind because she’d been responsible for her younger sister’s care, but the Kenny brothers were right. There was no need to ignore what her body was telling her anymore. It had become a habit to put herself last, but it was time to put herself first for a change.
She liked the idea of having four men to lean and rely on, and even though at the time she’d been pissed at the men for telling her she wasn’t going back to work for at least a week, she was looking forward to some downtime.
Cindy couldn’t remember the last time she’d had free time to spend on herself or just to be. She had a couple of books on her e-reader she purchased months ago but hadn’t had the chance to read them.
Smiling with anticipation of being able to do one of her favorite pastimes, she entered the kitchen. Shane and Grant were at the stove cooking what smelled like stir-fry, and Curt and Jake were setting the table.
“You look better, baby,” Shane said as he eyed her over. “How do you feel?”
“I feel great,” she said.
When he held her hand out to her, she stepped closer. As soon as she was within touching distance, he pulled her into his arms, embracing her. He bent down, kissed her on the forehead, and then released her.
Cindy was about to help carry the bowls of food to the table but stopped when Grant made a growly sound. She gave him an impish grin, sidled out of the way, and then walked toward the dining table and took a seat.
“What are your plans for tomorrow, honey?” Jake asked.
“I have a couple of books I haven’t read, but my e-reader is still at my place.”
“Jake and I can go get it for you. In fact, if you trust us, we can pack all your things up and bring them back home,” Curt suggested.
“I still haven’t finalized my lease.” She frowned.
“We can deal with everything after dinner, baby.” Shane pointed at the bowl he’d placed in front of her. “Eat.”
Cindy dug into the delicious food. She hadn’t realized how hungry she was until she’d smelled the cooking food, but it shouldn’t have been a surprise since she’d thrown up her lunch.
“Do you have a contact number for your landlord, darlin’?” Curt asked.
“Yes. It’s in my purse.” She covered her mouth.
“Don’t panic, sweetie. Jake got it for you.” Grant pointed to the sideboard behind her.
When she went to stand, Shane clasped her shoulder. “Stay right where you are, baby. Curt can get it.”
Curt tilted his seat on the two back legs, stretched out his arm, snatched her purse up, and then passed it to her.
“Thanks.”
“You’re welcome, darlin’.”
She retrieved her phone, scrolled through her contacts, and hit dial.
“Well, what did they say?” Shane asked after she’d ended the call.
Cindy blinked back tears of frustration. “He said since I signed a binding contract and the lease isn’t up for another six months, I can’t end the lease.”
Grant shook his head as he covered her hand with his. “It doesn’t matter, sweetie. You’re still moving in with us.”
“But—”
“No,” Jake said. “No buts, honey. You’re moving in with us where you belong. End of story.”
Cindy nodded. She wasn’t about to argue since she didn’t want to leave. She loved Jake, Shane, Curt, and Grant with her whole heart.
She had no idea what to do about her apartment but had a feeling her men would take care of everything for her.
They were so damned wonderful her heart filled with love.
She hoped she never did anything to make her men look at her with disappointment.
If they did, she’d be so heartbroken, she wasn’t sure she’d survive the pain.
 
Chapter Seventeen
 
Chester took everything in as he drove through the town of Slick Rock. Though it was small, it looked as if it was going through a growth boom. There was a new estate being built in the northwest just outside of town, but right now, his only interest was finding where Safe Haven was. Luckily for him, it was late. He hadn’t headed out until almost lunchtime, and he’d stopped to look at a few things along the way.
When he saw a deputy patrol car coming toward him on the other side of the road, he stopped gazing about and kept his eyes on the road. He cursed the fact that he hadn’t thought about stealing a set of license plates and changing them with his own. However, he wasn’t wanted by the police even though he now had a record, thanks to his slut of a wife, but he should be ok. So he hoped. He’d have to be a good law abiding citizen so he didn’t draw any attention to himself. Otherwise he might end up with the cops on his ass.
Once he was on the far end of town and away from any prying eyes, he pulled over toward the curb and grabbed his cell phone. Using the navigational system on his smartphone, he punched in a search for Safe Have and started the map directions. After checking his mirrors to make sure the road was clear, he turned right down a side street and headed away from the town center. There were a few houses spaced far apart, and he also passed a couple of entrances to ranches, but they didn’t hold his interest. All he cared about was finding the shelter. When he knew where that was, he had plans to come back tomorrow and reconnoiter.
He was going to get his kids back no matter what. Although he didn’t love his wife, she was still his, and he wasn’t letting her live her life without him. There was no fucking way he was letting her hook up with some other asshole and live happily ever after. She’d ruined his life and deserved payback. Brett and Belinda were his flesh and blood and should be with their father. If they grew up without any male influence, fuck knows how they’d turn out.
When his phone told him he was almost at his destination, he pulled his truck over onto the verge and got out. After stretching and looking around to make sure the coast was clear, he started walking toward the large building he could see in the distance.
Just as he was about to step out from the behind the trees, he caught movement ahead of him. Ducking down to a crouch, he peeked around the trunk of the large tree. There was a security guard walking around the perimeter of the building, and from the confident stride and his size, the fucker knew how to handle himself.
Once the asshole disappeared around the corner, Chester stood and hurried back to his truck.
There was no way he was going to be able to get his hands on his bitch of a wife and his kids without a plan.
He’d have to find somewhere to hole up for the night and think about what he was going to do.
He didn’t care how long it took, but he wasn’t giving up until he had his son, daughter, and wife back under his control.
 
* * * *
 
“We need to buy our woman some clothes,” Jake stated.
“We sure as shit do.” Curt frowned.
It had taken Jake and his brother just over an hour to pack up all of Cindy’s things. Most of the furniture had come with the apartment. The things in her kitchen and bedroom had attested to Cindy not having much money. She’d only had two plates, bowls, cups, and knives, and forks. There’d been a dented saucepan and a battered secondhand frying pan in another cupboard.
Her small pantry had held four packets of noodles, a small jar of coffee, and a jar of peanut butter. Her closet hadn’t been much better.
“Have you got the check ready?” Jake asked.
“Right here.” Curt patted his shirt pocket.
While Curt had been driving, Jake had searched about the rent on apartments at Cindy’s housing complex. A one-bedroom apartment was going for one-hundred and fifty dollars a week. Since she still had six months, or twenty-six weeks, left to go on her lease, he’d worked out that she’d owe three thousand nine hundred dollars. He’d decided to add another eleven hundred bucks and written the check out for five grand. Now all they had to do was find out the fucker’s name, put it on the check, and hand it over.
Jake wasn’t going to give the prick time to argue with him, and since he and his brothers were paying more than what was owed, there was nothing the asshole could do to stop Cindy from moving out. He didn’t really give a shit how much it cost as long as she never had to come back here again.
 
* * * *
 
Shane couldn’t believe how fast Curt and Jake had packed up Cindy’s stuff. They’d been gone just over an hour and a half and were back already unloading the truck. Grant had gone to help them, but with Cindy asleep with her head on his thigh, he wasn’t about to move. She needed all the rest she could get. He watched as his brothers carried her stuff into the house and clenched his jaw with anger as the last load was brought in and set down near the front door.
“That’s it?” Grant asked incredulously.
Jake scrubbed a hand down his face. “Yeah.”
“Tomorrow after work, we start buying her more clothes.”
“Get her everything,” Shane said quietly so as not to disturb her.
“We will,” Curt said as he sat in the armchair. “We’ll fill that closet and dresser until it’s overflowing.”
“Good.” Shane nodded.
“Why haven’t you taken her to bed?” Jake asked.
“Because we didn’t want her waking up,” Grant replied.
Just as Jake and Grant sat, Cindy moaned.
Grant immediately worried that she was in pain, but quickly changed his mind when she moved her legs restlessly. When he lowered his eyes to her chest and saw how hard her nipples were, he began to wonder if she were dreaming.
“Oh!” she moaned. “So good.”
His cock twitched and pulsed as it began to engorge, and he shifted in his seat. Cindy gasped, and then her eyes fluttered open.
The blush staining her cheeks when she noticed him and his brothers watching her answered all of his speculations.
“Hey, sweetie. Nice dream?” Grant winked.
“Oh god.” Cindy raised her hands toward her face, but thankfully, Shane gripped her cast before she could hurt herself with it.
“Don’t be embarrassed, baby. You’re not the only person who has erotic dreams.” Shane grinned.
“Why don’t we all head to bed?” Curt suggested. “It’s getting late, and our girl needs her sleep.”
“You took the words right out of my mouth.”
Cindy giggled.
“What’s so funny, honey?” Jake asked.
“You don’t know the next line to the song?”
“What song?” Grant asked, trying to keep his humor from showing. He liked this playful side of Cindy and hoped to see her this way more often.
“You know. The one Meatloaf sang.” When Cindy went to sit up, Shane and Grant helped her. She started singing, and he was blown away by how amazing her voice was. The husky quality sent shivers racing all over his body, and his dick stood at attention. When she noticed they were all staring at her, she blushed again and glanced down.
Grant cupped her cheek, turning her eyes toward his. “You have a beautiful voice, sweetie. Have you ever thought about being a professional singer?”
“No. There’s no way I’d ever be able to stand up on a stage in front of a crowd. I’d probably throw up or pee my pants. Besides, I love teaching. Singing is just for my own enjoyment.”
“We’d really liked to hear you singing around the house,” Jake said as he stood. Shane and Grant helped her to her feet as Jake walked over and tapped Cindy on the nose. “You have a warped sense of humor, honey.”
She smiled and nodded in agreement.
“Let’s get you to bed,” Shane said. “Morning always comes around way too fast.”
“Isn’t that the truth,” Cindy said.
 
* * * *
 
She couldn’t believe she’d had a sexy dream while her men were watching her. While she was still embarrassed, she’d been quick to change the subject and ended up embarrassing herself again. Although she’d always thought her singing voice wasn’t horrid, she hadn’t thought it was that great either. It did her heart good to know that all her men had seemed entranced. However, right now she was horny and couldn’t wait to get her men naked and into bed.
As soon as she entered the bedroom, she turned to face Curt and Jake. “Did you have any problems with my landlord?”
“No, darlin’. Since he knew we were coming because of your call, he didn’t say much at all,” Curt answered, glancing at Jake and then meeting her eyes again.
“You had to pay him, didn’t you? How much did you give him?”
Jake shrugged. “Just what he was owed.”
She stepped toward them, clasped their hands in hers, and squeezed. “Thank you. Both of you for packing everything up.” She swallowed and then gazed at Grant and Shane. “I know you don’t want me doing anything, but I’m going to need to go back there to clean.”
“No, you don’t.” Shane shook his head. “It’s all been taken care of, baby.”
“Thank you. Again.”
“You don’t need to keep thanking us, Cindy,” Grant said. “You’re our woman. Ours to take care of, to protect, and to love.”
Cindy’s mouth gaped open, and tears welled in her eyes. “What?” she asked hoarsely.
“You heard me, sweetie.” Grant stroked a finger down her nose before lightly tapping the end.
“You love me?” she whispered.
Grant entwined his fingers with hers, lifted her hand to his mouth, kissed the back of it, and then splayed her palm on his chest, right over his heart. “I love you very much, Cindy.”
Jake grinned at her stunned expression and the tears of happiness rolling down her face.
“I love you, too, Grant.” She glanced from his brother, to Shane, then Curt, and finally Jake. “I love you all so much. I never thought…” Cindy inhaled raggedly before continuing on. “I never thought I’d find such wonderful men to make all my dreams come true.”
Grant cupped her face between his hands, bent down, and kissed her. By the time his brother released her lips, they were both panting.
“I love you, baby,” Shane stated, moving to stand in front of Cindy as soon as Grant stepped aside. “You’re my whole fucking world.”
“I love you, Shane,” she replied.
Shane leaned down, covering her mouth with his. The kiss they shared was full of passion.
Jake nodded to Curt, silently telling his younger brother to go next. As soon as Shane released her from his kiss and embrace, she turned and met Curt’s gaze.
Curt hooked an arm around her waist, tugging her against his body. Combing his fingers into her hair to support her neck and head, he rested his forehead against hers. “You stole my heart from the moment I saw you, darlin’. I love you, Cindy.”
“I love you, too, Curtis.” She raised up onto her toes as he bent toward her and they kissed.
Jake’s heart was beating so hard and fast, and his chest felt tight, but so did his throat. If his brothers weren’t in the room, he’d probably be blubbering like a baby, he was so fucking happy. He’d never felt so much love, so much happiness in his life, and it was all because of the beautiful woman kissing his brother. Soon it would be his turn.
Cindy gasped in breath after breath when Curt broke the kiss. When his brother reluctantly released her, she looked right at him. The smile on her face lit up his heart and soul from within. Tears stung his eyes, but he blinked quickly to keep them at bay and cleared his throat, trying to dissipate the emotional constriction.
With their gazes locked, she walked slowly toward him, and when he opened his arms wide for her, she stepped into them. Jake lifted her into his arms and against his chest. Cindy gripped the back of his neck with a hand and hooked her legs around his waist. He swallowed back his moan of need when her hot pussy rubbed against his hard cock.
“I love you, Jake Kenny. You and your brothers are the very air I breathe.”
“I love you, too, honey,” he said gruffly before slanting his mouth over hers. He delved his tongue into her mouth, tasting her feminine essence on his tongue as he kissed her.
Everything was finally right in his world. He was in love and content for the first and last time.
While he wanted to make love to her with his brothers, to be connected to her physically as well as emotionally, he tried to keep his hunger for his love in check. Cindy had been ill, and he didn’t want to tire her out and end up having her relapse.
Seeing her sick with a migraine had been frightening, and while he hoped to never see her that way again, he knew it was probably inevitable. Nonetheless, he was going to find out everything he could about her headaches and do everything he could to help relieve her pain if she got a migraine again.
Jake slowed the kiss until he was sipping at her lips, raised his mouth from hers, and carried her to the bed. It was time for their woman to get into bed and have a good night’s rest.
 
* * * *
 
When Cindy realized her men had no intention of making love to her, she was determined to change their minds. Although she’d been feeling ill earlier, she was back to her normal energetic self. Also since she’d napped after dinner, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to sleep. However, she was sure if she expended some energy by making love to her men, she’d drop right off into dreamland.
“Do you need help, baby?” Shane asked, indicating the robe.
“Yes, please,” she answered, biting the inside of her cheek to keep the smile from forming on her lips.
Even though she’d be able to manage fine to get the robe off, she needed to feel their hands on her. Her breasts were achy and swollen, and her nipples were hard. Her pussy was wet, her clit throbbing, and her panties were drenched.
There was no way she was letting them leave her feeling so horny.
As Shane helped her get the robe off, Cindy made sure to brush up against him each time she shifted on her feet. Her hand and arm “accidentally” rubbing against the hard bulge in his jeans.
She’d just convinced herself to be bold and grip his cock through his jeans and caress him, but before she could put her thoughts into action, Shane swept her from her feet and carried her to the bed. After placing her in the middle of the mattress, he kissed her on the forehead and moved back. One after the other, her men all kissed her good night. For a moment, she was too stunned to react and was almost too late when the Kenny brothers turned toward the door.
Just as Shane was in the doorway, she kicked the covers away and cupped her breast over the large T-shirt she was wearing and moaned. Watching them through narrowed eyes, she tweaked her nipples and gasped. All four of her men turned back to stare at her with heat in their gazes.
“What are you doing, honey?” Jake, who was closest to the bed, asked.
“Since I’m horny and my men don’t seem interested in making love with me, I’m pleasuring myself.”
“Cindy,” Grant said in a hoarse voice. “You were sick.”
“But I’m not now.”
She parted her legs, wondering if they could see her pussy since she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Closing her eyes, she massaged her breasts and squeezed the nipples. The pulses of pleasure that shot down between her legs were nowhere near as strong as when her men were touching her. Peeking at them from beneath her lowered lashes, she almost smiled when she saw the passion in their eyes. She almost had them, but it was going to take a bit more of her newfound feminine confidence to make them break.
Daringly, she smoothed her hands down from her breasts, over her ribs, and lower still. When she reached the hem of the shirt about midthigh, she gripped the cotton and slowly, enticingly began to inch it up higher and higher until it was bunched around her hips. With her gaze still on them, she caressed over her mound and then began to circle a finger around her engorged, throbbing clit.
Then all hell broke loose.
 
Chapter Eighteen
 
Shane’s dick was so fucking hard he couldn’t stand it. Watching Cindy pleasure herself was the most erotic, sexiest thing he’d ever seen. When she started stroking her clit, he almost came in his pants. A second later, he was tearing at his clothes and yanking them off. His brothers were also undressing.
As soon as he was naked, he dived onto the bed between her thighs, wrapped his arms around her legs, spread them wide, and lowered his mouth to her cunt. He groaned as he licked her from bottom to top, and she moaned as he swirled his tongue around her clit.
“Oh, god, yes!” she cried out, bucking her hips up toward him.
The mattress dipped, and he looked up to see that Grant and Jake had climbed up onto the bed beside her. Instead of trying to help her out of the shirt covering her upper half, Grant grasped the neck of the T-shirt and yanked, ripping the cotton right down the middle and exposing her gorgeous breasts to their gazes and the air. Shane growled as he plunged his tongue into her honeyed well, and while he was staring at her nipples, the pink little buds tightened into harder nubs, standing up higher on her chest.
Grant and Jake tore the sleeves on the shirt, and then Jake pulled the material out from under her. Grant cupped a breast, kneading and molding her flesh, and then lowered his head and drew the hard peak into his mouth to suckle on it.
Cindy whimpered and moaned, bowing her chest up toward his brothers. Jake was tweaking and pinching her other nipple.
Curt was on the bed nearby, kneeling close to Cindy’s hip and watching everything with avid attention, but his eyes were mostly centered on their woman. She had her head tilted back, her long, slim neck arched while she gasped for breath.
Shane stroked a finger into her hot, wet pussy, aiming straight for her G-spot. Her soft cries of pleasure turned him on more and he couldn’t wait to be buried inside of her to the hilt.
After adding another finger to her soaked cunt, he pumped his fingers into and out until her cream was dripping from his hand. When his cock twitched and precum bled from the tip, he couldn’t wait any longer.
Releasing his hold on her legs, he got up onto his knees, shuffled closer to her, grasped the base of his dick, and aligned the head with her entrance. He wanted to drive into her hard and fast until he’d bottomed out, but he waited until she met his eyes. “I need you, baby,” he rasped out.
“I need you, too, Shane.” She licked her lips, gazing at each of his brothers. “I need all of you to make love to me.”
“And we will, sweetie.” Grant leaned forward, opened his lips over hers and kissed her greedily.
Trying to keep his wits about him was difficult as he watched his brother and woman kiss, but there was no way he was going to lose control since Cindy was so new to sex. He canted his hips forward, pushing until the head of his cock penetrated her pussy, and held still as she clenched around him. Nothing had ever felt so good, so right as having his dick inside the woman of his heart.
When her muscles began to relax after his initial penetration, he slowly thrust forward and back until he was embedded in her to the root. Her wet cunt gloved him as if she’d been made for him and his brothers, and in his eyes she had.
She was theirs and they were hers.
At his nod, Jake and Grant rolled away from Cindy, giving him room. He lowered his body toward hers until they were touching from chest and knee, his weight braced on his elbows and knees. As he pushed an arm in underneath her, she wrapped an arm around his neck and kissed him. Being mindful of her side and cast, he rolled until he was on his back with his woman draped over him.
Shane tapped her cast. “You okay, baby?”
She smiled at him. “Never better.”
Sifting his fingers through her hair, he gripped the back of her neck, tugged her toward him as he tightened his arm around her waist, and devoured her mouth. Their tongues danced and dueled in an erotic parody of what he wanted to do to her with his dick, but he also needed to slow things down to give one of his brothers a chance to breach her ass.
Jake, who’d grabbed a condom and the lube from the bedside drawer, moved up behind her and caressed a hand up and down her back. Cindy moaned when Jake squeezed her butt cheeks.
Shane kept his eyes on her face when he heard Jake open the bottle, even though he knew she’d already been fucked in the ass. He would always take care of her and make sure she was with him and his brothers every step of the way. She was his whole life and his, theirs, to protect.
“Oh, god,” she gasped out when Jake pressed a finger up into her ass.
Shane gritted his teeth when he felt her channel grow tighter. She was so fucking tight. What was she going to feel like when she had Jake’s cock in her ass?
Shane pushed that thought from his mind. His job was to keep her occupied and distracted while his brothers prepared their woman to take his cock in her back entrance.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy couldn’t believe how hot and horny she was. Although she was stuffed full of Shane’s cock, it wasn’t enough. The fire inside of her was a low, smoldering of embers when she woke up, but now it felt like her she was ablaze.
Jake now had two lube-coated fingers in her ass, and each time he thrust them in and out, the fire just got hotter and hotter.
“More!” she ordered, shoving her hips back toward him.
“You want my dick in your ass, honey?”
“Yes. Now! Please?”
“Whatever you need, Cindy,” Jake replied hoarsely, withdrawing his fingers from her rear.
She was panting, sweating, and shaking with a need so intense, she felt as if she were about to go insane, but calmed slightly when Shane cupped both of her breasts in his hands, strumming his thumbs over her hard nipples.
“Take a deep breath for me, honey,” Jake commanded.
Cindy complied, sucked in a breath, and held it. Jake rubbed the head of his latex-covered cock against her star, and then he pressed forward. She moaned, and the nerve-laden skin of her ass stretched as he pushed his dick into her. The tingling, burning pain only seemed to add to her need. Air rushed from her lungs when the head popped through her tight muscles, and though she realized he was holding still to give her time to adjust to his erotic intrusion, she didn’t want that.
She wanted him filling her to the point of overflowing.
Grant smoothed a hand down her arm, gasped her casted wrist, and lifted her hand from Shane’s chest. She’s so in tune with her men, their desire for her and hers for them, she hadn’t even noticed she’d braced her hand against Shane. When she went to pull her arm from his grip, Grant shook his head. “Don’t pull away from me, sweetie. None of us want you hurting yourself.”
Before she could answer, Grant sucked her nipple into his mouth, drawing on the sensitive peak firmly. Shane rolled and squeezed her other nipple while Grant restrained her cast to her chest between her breasts. Shane took over, keeping her arm still.
Jake slowly inched his way forward, his cock glided deeper and deeper into her ass, until his flesh was against her butt cheeks. “How does that feel, Cindy?” he asked.
“Good,” she said breathlessly. “So, so good.”
Grant released the nipple he was sucking, shifted higher onto his knees, and gripped the base of his cock. Before he could ask for what he wanted, Cindy leaned to the side, laved her tongue over the tip, and sucked the head into her mouth.
“Fuck!” Grant growled.
“Hmm,” she hummed. He tasted so good. Sweet and salty and so delicious she wanted more.
Though she found it difficult to keep her balance since she couldn’t use her left hand, Cindy was determined to give Grant, all her men, as much pleasure as she could. As she bobbed her head up and down, she used her tongue to lick his cock. When she had a good rhythm going, Jake slowly retreated from her ass. As he stroked back in, Shane withdrew from her pussy.
Every time they pumped their hips, Jake and Shane moved faster and harder until their bodies were slapping against hers. She curled her tongue around the crown of Grant’s dick and lapped at the underside.
The pressure inside grew tauter and tauter. The fire was so hot, she was sure the flames were going to consume her. The helix wound tighter and tighter until she felt as if she was about to burst.
“Now,” Jake rasped out.
Shane reached down between them and began to rub over her clit rapidly. Cindy raced toward the pinnacle until she was teetering on the edge of the cliff, and in the next instant, she shot over the rim.
“Oh!” Cindy cried out as she climaxed. Her whole body quivered and quaked with a joyous bliss so powerful, she saw stars.
Jake slammed his dick into her ass, and as he pulled back, Shane drove into her pussy. “Cindy!” Jake shouted as he plunged back into her ass and started to come. She could feel each jolt and jerk of his cock as his hot seed spurted into the end of the condom.
A few strokes later, Shane roared, “Cindy!” She felt each twitch of his dick as his cum spumed up his shaft and deep into her pussy and womb. She trembled and shook as aftershocks wracked her body.
She hadn’t even realized she was slumped on top of Shane until he kissed her shoulder. Jake skimmed a hand up and down her back as they all tried to catch their breath. When she remembered she’d stopped sucking Grant’s cock, she opened her eyes to meet his gaze and apologize. She’d expected him to be upset with her, but from the loving smile on his face, he was anything but.
“You are so sexy when you come,” Grant said, his fingers caressing up and down her arm. “I can’t wait to fuck that sexy ass next.”
Just like that, Cindy’s arousal flared to life.
 
* * * *
 
Grant was no longer feeling jealousy toward his brothers. Seeing Cindy orgasm and happy made him happy. Though he was sure there would be times he and his brothers clashed and argued over what they thought was best for her, they’d never ever fight in front of her.
His heart felt as if it were soaring free after hearing her declaring her love for him and his brothers. This time, when Shane and Jake had made love to her, no envious pangs had been present. From the way Curt was smiling, he wasn’t jealous either. Thank fuck for that.
She moaned when Jake eased his dick from her ass, got to his feet, and headed to the bathroom. Shane rolled Cindy onto her side, kissed her softly on the lips, stood, and went to clean up.
“Are you ready for more, darlin’?” Curt asked.
“You bet I am,” she replied eagerly.
Grant threw his head back and laughed. It was a deep belly laugh, one he hadn’t heard coming out of his mouth for a long, long time. She’d given him so much, and she didn’t even know it. He felt as if she wiped his slate clean. He was no longer cold and numb after fighting in the wars. He was a living human being who was looking forward to spending the rest of his life with his woman by his and his brothers’ side.
She was perfect for them in every way, and he hoped nothing and no one tried to destroy the special loving relationship they had.
Curt flopped down to the mattress on his side, wrapped an arm around Cindy’s shoulders, and pulled her up against his frame. “I love you, darlin’.”
“I love you, too, Curtis.”
“That’s a good thing.” Curt lifted her leg up over his hips and then caressed his fingers up through her folds. Cindy gasped and closed her eyes.
Grant grabbed another condom from the drawer, rolled it onto his dick, and covered it with lube. When he was done, he walked around to the other side of the bed and climbed up behind his woman. Since Curt was currently kissing her, he cupped and kneaded a breast, plucking and rolling her nipple between his finger and thumb.
When she started rocking her hips, he knew she was ready for more.
Curt broke the kiss, grasped his cock while holding onto one of her hips, and surged into her. Cindy moaned and tilted her hips toward his brother.
Grant maneuvered into position, gripped one of her ass cheeks, and opened her rear entrance to him. She was already so needy, her star was winking at him. “I’m coming in, sweetie,” he whispered against her ear.
“Yes. Do it!” She met his gaze over her shoulder, and Grant covered her mouth with his. They kissed wildly, passionately, their tongues tangling and curling and rubbing. He notched his cock against her pucker, slung an arm over her waist, splayed his palm over her lower belly to keep her in place, and thrust his hips forward.
The crown of his dick sinking into her ass was out of this world amazing, and he couldn’t wait until he was buried in her all the way.
She turned her head, breaking their lip-lock, and panted. “Oh,” she groaned. “You’re all so big and wonderful.”
Grant was too busy trying to rein in his hunger for Cindy and couldn’t answer her. He gritted his teeth as he inhaled and exhaled through his nose. Once her reflexive clenching slowed and finally ceased, Grant began to sway his hips forward and back, gaining more depth a little at a time, until he was fully entrenched inside her ass.
“Let’s show our woman how much we love her,” Curt stated.
Grant nodded and then withdrew from her ass. As he stroked back into her, Curt retreated from her pussy. They increased the pace of their pumping hips incrementally. When he noticed his fingers were digging into her ass, he hoped he wasn’t hurting her, but couldn’t seem to make himself let go. Air was sawing in and out of her lungs and from the expression on her face, she was with him and Curt all the way, but all that changed as soon as he saw her wince. He stopped moving, his cock buried in her ass to the hilt, and he realized that Curt must have seen her grimace too when his brother paused.
“What’s wrong, sweetie? Are we hurting you? Are you tender?”
“I’m fine. My side just hurt for a second.”
Grant glanced down and cursed under his breath when he realized he was too close to her wound site. He’d probably pressed against it with his eagerness. “Pull out of her, Curt,” he ordered.
Curt pulled his cock from Cindy’s pussy instantly. Grant met his brother’s eyes. “I’m going to roll over onto my back and take her with me. Help me move her so I don’t hurt her again.”
“You didn’t hurt me, Grant. I was the one who did it when I moved too quickly.” He narrowed his eyes at her because she hadn’t done anything except rock her hips. “Okay, I’m sorry. You pressed against my side a little too hard for a moment. I know you didn’t mean to, and I didn’t want you thinking I thought you’d hurt me on purpose.”
“I’m sorry, sweetie.”
She reached back and caressed his cheek. “I know you are.”
“Okay, here we go,” Grant said just before he hugged Cindy to his front, then rolled.
As soon as he was on his back, he helped Curt to adjust her position while keeping his dick deep in her ass, and then he spread his legs wide. Since Cindy’s legs were on the outside of his, her legs were wide apart, too.
“That is the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” Curt said. “Your pussy is so wet and swollen, darlin’. Do you want my dick in that sexy little cunt?”
“Yes, Curt. Hurry!”
Curt winked at her as he knee-walked closer, gripped his dick, and aimed for Cindy’s pussy. Grant hooked her legs over his arms and drew them back up toward her to give Curt easier access.
“Is this position okay for you, darlin’?” Curt asked. “Is your side or anything else hurting?”
“No, I’m good.”
“Yes, you are, sweetie.” Grant raised his head, licked at her shoulder, and then nibbled at her flesh. Cindy whimpered and tilted her head to the side.
“Oh,” she cried out when Curt surged into her cunt, hard, fast, and deep. “So hard and good. So full.”
Grant let Curt thrust in and out of Cindy a few times before he halted. Between the two of them, they carefully held Cindy slightly raised above him to give Grant room to pump his hips. As soon as they had her secured between them, Curt eased out, and as he sank back in, Grant withdrew from her ass.
Each time he and Curt entered and pulled out, they increased the speed of their thrusts until they were shuttling their dicks in and out of her ass and cunt. Cindy gasped and groaned, but this time she let them do all the work the way they wanted, needed to.
His lower belly already felt like a melted pool of lava, and each time he glided his cock into her ass, the heat grew hotter. The hair on his body stood up on end, and goose bumps raced over his skin.
Erotic tension invaded his muscles, and his balls grew hotter and heavier. The heated friction of her ass along his cock was stupendously pleasurable, and when he felt warmth at the base of his spine, he knew he didn’t have long before he climaxed. Each time he pistoned his dick in and out of her ass he took another step up the steep slope toward the heavens.
When he saw Curt reach toward her pussy, he ground his teeth, trying to hold off a bit longer. Her inner walls rippled along and around his dick and grew tauter and tauter. Her breathing was fast and shallow, and from the way she was constantly moaning, Cindy was right on the edge of release, too. Curt pinched her clit and sent her over.
“Oh, oh, aahh!” she screamed.
Grant shoved into her twice more, and on the third stroke he yelled, “Cindy!” He ground his hips into her ass, his whole body jerking with rapture as the contractions of her ass sucked the cum right up out of his balls. He was vaguely aware of Curt shouting as he climaxed, too. He shivered and shuddered with ecstasy until the last shockwave faded away.
Cindy rested on top of him, her breath raspy and choppy as she panted. Grant lowered her legs while kissing and licking her neck.
“I love you, sweetie.”
“I love you, too, Grant, Curtis. I’d be lost without you all.”
Grant’s heart was so full of love it was difficult to contain. Even though she didn’t know it, Cindy had changed his and his brothers’ lives. It didn’t matter that they hadn’t been together for long. She’d already brought so much love and joy into his life.
He was going to hang on tight and never let her go.
 
Chapter Nineteen
 
Cindy spent most of the morning reading, and just as she was about to head into the kitchen to make a cup of coffee, someone knocked at the door. She opened the door and smiled when she saw that Violet and Jaylynn were visiting.
“Hi. Come on in.” She stepped aside to admit them.
“How are you feeling, girlfriend?” Violet asked, eying her cast.
“We heard what happened and thought you might like some company.” Jaylynn held up a bag. “Enya, Delta, and the others said to give you their love and wish you a speedy recovery.”
“That was nice of them. Please thank them for me. Would you like some coffee?” she asked as she led the way to the kitchen.
“When have I ever refused a cup of java?” Jaylynn asked.
“Um.” Cindy tapped her cheek, pretending to think about the answer. “Never.”
“You look radiant, Cindy. I’m so happy for you,” Violet said as she hugged her.
“Are they treating you right?” Jaylynn crossed her arms over her chest after placing the takeout bag on the counter.
“Yes, they are. They won’t let me lift a finger.”
“Good.” Violet pointed at her. “Take the opportunity to have a break. In all the time I’ve known you, you hardly ever stopped. If you weren’t studying and babysitting your sister, you were working or helping out around the house. It’s your turn to have a bit of pampering.”
“Thank you. That’s sweet.”
“No, it isn’t,” Jaylynn stated. “It’s the truth. Now sit your ass down and let us handle the drinks.”
When Jaylynn opened the bag and she saw the apple-and-custard Danish, she groaned. “Oh my God. I used to have one of these at least once a week. I didn’t realize how much I missed Enya’s baking until I smelled that delicious scent.”
“Is that you all miss?” Violet asked. “Enya’s cooking?”
“No!” Cindy almost shouted. “I didn’t mean—”
Jaylynn and Violet giggled. “I’m just pulling your leg, honey.”
The all sat down at the counter to eat their treats and drink their coffee. She licked the custard and sugar off her fingers, wiped her hand on a napkin, sat back, and sighed.
“So are they good?” Jaylynn waggled her eyebrows.
“Jaylynn!” Cindy blushed.
“You don’t have to go into details, Cindy. Just answer, yes or no.”
“Hell yes,” she blurted out and giggled as her blush deepened, but she didn’t care that her face was red. She loved being able to talk to her friends the way they’d all been talking to each other since they’d met the men of their dreams. “How are both of your men?”
“They’re good. Really, really good.” Jaylynn smiled.
Violet grinned and then changed the subject. “We heard you’ve moved in here. And from the boxes I saw by the front door, I’d say the rumor is correct. Do you want any help putting your things away?”
“That would be great if you don’t mind.”
“’Course we don’t. You just tell us where you want them, and it’ll be done.”
Cindy had missed working with the two women and was so happy to see them. While she was younger than they were by a few or more years, she’d always felt as if she was too young to be included in their group. It seemed she was wrong, and she was very happy about that fact.
“Right, all done. Did you want to come into town and see the others for a bit?” Violet asked. “I have to start work soon, but Jaylynn has the day off and will bring you back home when you’ve had enough.”
“I’d love that, if you don’t mind.”
“We wouldn’t have asked if we did,” Jaylynn said.
“Let me grab my purse and leave a note for the guys in case they come home early, and I’ll be all set.” Cindy got her things, but as she headed toward the front door where the women were waiting for her, she wondered if Jake or Curt would mind if she borrowed their truck. Her men had four vehicles between them, but more often than not, they only used one or two of them depending on their work needs. If she went into town with Jaylynn and Vi, one of them would need to bring her back home and that would be taking precious time away from them.
“What’s wrong, Cindy?” Vi frowned.
“I was just thinking that maybe I should drive one of my men’s trucks. It would save either or both of you having to bring me back here.”
“We don’t mind—”
“I do,” she cut Jaylynn off. “Just let me amend the note I left, and I’ll follow you into town.”
“Do you think that’s wise?” Violet asked, gazing at her casted arm.
“It’s not a problem. My wrist doesn’t even hurt. If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought it was already healed.”
“Don’t you dare try to take that plaster off yourself.” Jaylynn pointed at her. “We all know you seem to have a higher pain threshold than we do. The docs would have your ass if they saw you without the plaster.”
Cindy nibbled on her lip and glanced away. “I had no intention of removing it myself.” Although she lied, she wasn’t stupid enough to try to get the cast off this early, but surely a couple of weeks wouldn’t matter.
“Don’t even try it,” Vi stated. “You’re likely to end up over one or all of your men’s knees if you did. Whichever doc plastered your arm would be so pissed at you and rightly so.”
“Okay, okay. I give.” Cindy held up her good hand palm out in surrender, turned, and headed back to the kitchen where she’d left the note right next to the coffeepot. Quickly adding more to the note, she grabbed the spare set of house keys on the hook near the house phone and rushed back toward the front door.
Violet and Jaylynn were already in Vi’s truck. She pushed the button on the key chain to the garage and sighed when it opened. After entering, she locked that door and pushed the fob to find which truck’s keys she had. Adjusting the seat was a bit of a problem, but in seconds she could reach the pedals.
Moments later, she was following Vi and Jaylynn into Slick Rock. The estate where her men lived was just outside the town limits, though it was still considered apart the town proper. The road was quiet with no other traffic, and fifteen minutes later, she’d passed the welcoming sign as she slowed to the speed limit.
Luckily for her, she found a car space not far from the diner and pulled in. Jaylynn and Vi were a few spaces up from her.
“Now that I’m here,” Cindy said as she joined her friends on the walkway, “I didn’t realize how much I missed working at the diner.”
“We miss you, too, girlfriend.” Jaylynn came to her side, hooked her arm around Cindy’s, and gave her a hug. “However, we’re also glad that you’re finally getting the chance to follow your dream.”
“We all are.” Vi smiled. “I love this town.”
“I do, too,” Jaylynn said.
“So do I.” Cindy sighed as they walked along the pavement. “Although I miss my mom and Erica, I wouldn’t want to live anywhere else.”
“How are your mom and sister?” Vi asked.
“They’re great. Mom’s found a great job. I’m so glad and happy that she took that course and now works in an office. Erica is loving the school she’s going to, and she said she even has friends.”
“She didn’t have any here?” Jaylynn asked.
“No, not really. She hung out with a couple of unpopular girls, but they never really clicked, and Erica felt as if they were treating her like a charity case, felt sorry for her because she was deaf.”
“People can be so ignorant and narrow-minded,” Vi said angrily. “Just because someone has an impairment doesn’t mean they’re any different from anyone else.”
“I know.” Cindy shrugged. “But you know how it is.”
“Doesn’t make it right,” Jaylynn snarled.
“No, it doesn’t.”
Cindy had the best afternoon, catching up with Delta, Carly, Enya, Vi, and Jaylynn. Even Katie and Kiera popped in while they were having coffee in the diner’s kitchen. She hadn’t realized how much she’d missed everyone, and now that she did, she vowed to come back more often.
Tomorrow was Saturday, so she didn’t need to worry about taking another day off at Safe Haven, but come Monday, no matter what, she was going to start teaching her kids. She didn’t care what her men said, they could argue till they were blue in the face. She was going to work, and that was that.
After leaving the diner, she decided to go see if one of the docs were free to see her. She wanted to stitches out of her chin and side. With everything that had been going on, she’d forgotten to make an appointment to get them removed. Now was a good a time as any. Glancing at her phone and seeing that she had just over an hour before the guys got home, she picked up her pace and walked to the clinic.
Half an hour later, she was heading back to her car with a smile on her face. The sutures were gone, and while the scarring was still pink and tender and the one on her chin was clearly visible, she didn’t care. All that mattered was that she hadn’t been hurt worse and was still alive.
She couldn’t wait to get back home and see her men.
When she gazed at herself in the rearview mirror and saw the sparkle in her eyes, she couldn’t help smiling wider.
Cindy had never been so happy in her life.
 
* * * *
 
Chester could hardly believe his luck, and he thought it was meant to be. He’d been sitting in the diner, eating a late lunch after scoping out the town when the three women had walked in. Obviously they were regulars or well-known from the way the others working there had greeted them. At first, the three women had sat in the next booth over. The two waitresses with names starting with a K, had started asking questions. When he heard the shelter being mentioned, he’d perked up but made sure to keep his head down so the women didn’t realize he’d been listening.
When one of the bitches with the golden-blond hair had mentioned his son and daughter by name, he’d been filled with excited fury. Even though he hadn’t made any plans by working out how to get his kids and his slut of a wife back, he’d known this moment was too good to pass up. Instead of paying for his check when he’d finished eating, he’d ordered apple pie and ice cream for dessert and another coffee.
One of the hardest things he’d had to do was take his time as if he didn’t have a care in the world while he waited for the gathering to break up. When the women had headed into the back of the diner, he’d been furious and worried that the woman he needed to use to get to his family would leave the back way.
After scarfing down his pie, he’d dropped some money onto his table with enough to cover a small tip and headed to his truck. He’d sat behind his steering wheel, tapping it impatiently as he watched and waited.
His patience had paid off when the woman who’d been talking about his family exited the diner. As he watched her walking down the street, he saw the bandage on her chin, but he didn’t really care about his idle curiosity.
He’d almost started the ignition, intent on turning around to follow her, but he was glad he’d held off when she entered the doctor’s office down the block.
Chester had been aware of people walking by giving him curious looks, but he’d ignored them as he pretended to be reading the map he’d spread over the steering wheel, hoping that they’d all think he was looking for his next destination and not take too much notice.
Just over half an hour later, the bitch walked back along the street, and as soon as she got into the driver’s seat of a blue truck, he folded the map up, tossed onto the passenger seat, and put his seat belt on.
Being careful about not getting too close to her and spooking her, he waited until she was half a mile ahead of him before checking his mirrors and pulling out onto the road.
Excited anticipation fluttered in his belly as he drove behind her at a sedate pace. Just after the truck she was driving past the welcome sign, he pressed harder on the accelerator to breach the gap.
He laughed as the distance between them lessened. He’d seen a couple of sheriff cars patrolling, but it seemed it was his lucky day. The cops must have already done their hours on this stretch of road because he’d passed them going the other way at the edge of town. He just hoped they didn’t have any reason to head back in this direction.
Chester remembered the new estate he’d passed on his way into town and knew he only had a limited amount of time to make his move. If, as he suspected, she was heading toward that estate, he needed to take action now before it was too late.
Pushing down again on the gas pedal, the gap quickly reduced until he was only yards away from the back of the cunt’s truck. With a harder press and a firm grip on the steering wheel, he rammed into her vehicle.
Laughter bubbled up from his chest when her whole body jerked, her head whipping forward toward the steering wheel. Chester didn’t give her time to scream or react when he slammed into the back of the truck again. The back of the truck in front of him slid sideways, and he pressed his foot to the floor, pushing the other vehicle toward the side of the road. When it was side-on to him, he crashed into it as hard as he could, grinning with glee when it teetered on two wheels for a moment before it began to tip.
Chester lifted his foot from the gas pedal and stomped on the brake, steering to keep his own truck from going off the road. As soon as he stopped, he was out of his truck and running toward the other one, which had come to rest on the passenger side ten yards off the road.
When he was within reach, he grasped the driver’s side door handle and yanked it open. The woman was bleeding like a stuck pig from a cut under her chin and another across the middle of the forehead. She was also out cold, but she was still breathing.
Grabbing hold of her shirt in a tight fist, he reached over her, released her seat belt, and then dragged her up from inside the vehicle. He grunted and sweated, not caring if he hurt her against the metal frame as he yanked her out of the overturned truck. Taking a couple of deep panting breaths, he lifted her up over his shoulder and ran back toward his own vehicle.
Opening the back door, he dumped her on the seat, slammed the door shut, got back in behind the wheel, and took off.
He had no idea where to take her so no one would hear her, but he didn’t care. Now that he had a pawn to use against his slut of a wife, there was no way she could refuse to get back with him.
Chester was going to get his kids back, no matter what.
 
Chapter Twenty
 
“Fuck!” Grant snarled. “Where the fuck is she?”
“I don’t know.” Jake ran his fingers through his hair. “She’s not answering her cell phone.”
“Maybe we should head to town to look for her,” Curt suggested.
Shane nodded and, without saying anything, headed toward the front door. Grant and his brothers followed. Just as Shane opened it, a sheriff’s car pulled into the driveway. Dante and Mica Donnybrook got out and met them at the bottom of the porch steps.
Grant gritted his teeth and tried to calm his rapid breathing. From the serious looks on the deputies’ faces, something was dreadfully wrong.
“What’s going on?” Jake asked.
Dante cleared his throat. “We found your truck out on the main drag two miles outside the north side of town.”
“You what?” Shane stepped forward. “Was there an accident? Where’s Cindy?”
“She’s not here?” Mica asked.
“No, she’s… What the fuck is going on?” Shane shouted.
“Calm the fuck down, Shane,” Dante stated calmly. “We’re trying to work that out.”
“Tell us everything,” Grant demanded.
Mica shook his head but started to explain. “We’d just started our shift and heading out to set up the breathalyzer. We found Jake’s truck about ten yards off the road on its side. It looks as if it was rammed from behind and the side, but since there was no one around, no witnesses, we were only guessing. Wilder and his brothers, as well as Luke, are at the accident scene now, trying to determine what happened. Luke sent us here in case Cindy had come home.”
“She’s not fucking here.” Curt threw his arms into the air. “We’ve been home all of fifteen minutes after reading the note she left us. We were getting worried and were just about to go looking for her. She went to the diner to visit her friends after your wife, Jaylynn, and Violet came to see her.”
“Nash Sheffield already called Vi. His, Wilder’s, and Cree’s wife said that Cindy left the diner a couple of hours ago.”
“Then where the fuck is she?” Grant roared.
Grant felt as if he was about to lose his mind he was so worried for Cindy. Before he could start asking questions, the deputies’ radios squawked.
“I need you both back out on the road. We think we know who we’re looking for,” Luke said.
“Go ahead,” Mica replied.
“The woman who owns the internet café saw a man sitting in a black truck for three-quarters of an hour. She thought he was acting suspiciously and took down his license plate.”
Dante wrote the information on the back of his hand.
“How do you know this guy is who we’re looking for?” Mica asked.
“The skid marks on the road match truck tires. My gut is telling me we’re on the right track. I sent Brax and Ajay Rhodes to talk to Jodi, the owner of the internet café, to see if she has any more information. I’ve put an APB on the truck and am waiting for dispatch to send through the photo of the owner of the vehicle. Tell the Kenny brothers we have everyone on this. We’re not giving up until we’ve found Cindy.”
“Roger that. We’re heading out. Over and out,” Mica said.
“What do you want us to do?” Jake asked.
“I don’t think—”
“Don’t you dare tell us there’s nothing we can do,” Grant snarled.
“Calm down, Grant.” Shane gripped his shoulder.
“No. Our woman is missing and probably fucking hurt. Again. I’m not just gonna sit around here twiddling my fucking thumbs when we could be out looking for her.” Grant sucked in a breath when his voice cracked on the last word. His heart was beating fast, and he was having trouble breathing his throat was so constricted with fear, but he knew Shane was right. He needed to calm down and treat this like any other mission. If he didn’t, he wasn’t sure he’d survive. He was scared shitless, but not for himself. He was terrified that whoever had Cindy was going to hurt her and maybe even kill her.
He was also pissed at himself and his brothers. They were supposed to have protected their woman from harm, but so far they’d done a piss-poor job of keeping her safe. Well, that was going to change and now. He and his brothers were going to find their woman and bring her back home where she belonged, and he was never going to let her out of his sight again.
What concerned him more, though, was that none of them knew who had her or why.
 
* * * *
 
Jake glanced at Curt from the passenger seat of his truck. He and Curt were currently driving around Slick Rock county trying to find their woman and the fucker who’d run her off the road and then kidnapped her.
While he was glad that Cindy hadn’t found the need to ask about borrowing his truck, right now, he wished she had. He shook his head because he didn’t think that would have changed things. He would have told her yes without a qualm.
As they searched the roads, he tried to rack his brain and come up with why someone was gunning for Cindy, but he had nothing. From the way Curt was frowning, he was thinking about the same thing.
Grant and Shane had taken off in Shane’s truck. They’d headed northwest, and he and Curt were heading northeast. So far they hadn’t spotted another vehicle, and he was becoming more and more frustrated as the minutes passed.
Their poor Cindy had only managed to work one day at her job before she’d broken her wrist and now she’d been abducted. Who in the hell would want to kidnap a specialized teacher and why?
And then it suddenly dawned on him. This wasn’t about her. It couldn’t be. This had to do with the shelter. Just as he was reaching for his cell phone clipped to his belt, it dinged, letting him know he had a message. After activating the screen and opening the message, he sucked in a breath as he stared at the picture of the man. He’d seen those eyes before when he’d seen two of the kids at Safe Haven. This had to be their father.
Jake brought up his contact list and hit the call button. “Jake?” Mica answered.
“I think I know who this guy is.”
“What?” Curt whipped his gaze toward him.
“Who?” Mica asked.
“The father of two of the kids at Safe Haven.”
“How do you know that?” Mica asked.
“Brett and Belinda have their father’s eyes.”
“Fuck! Okay, I’ll get back to you.”
Curt slowed the truck, steered toward the side of the road, and put the vehicle in park. “Let me see.”
Jake handed his brother the phone and knew he was right when Curt gasped. “We have to do something.”
“Yeah, but what?” Jake asked.
“I don’t know. One thing I do know is we need to get to the shelter.”
“The deputies and sheriffs, as well as Kat and Niki, will be upset with us if we scare those women and kids.”
Curt shook his head. “We need to know for sure, Jake. If the asshole’s wife is at Safe Haven, she might be able to tell us how to deal with the fucker.”
“Bastards like that get off on control, Curt. You know that. He’s a fucking abusive bully who thinks he’s a man by hurting those weaker than he is.”
“You aren’t telling me something I don’t already know. I don’t want to scare the women and kids, but if we’re going to get our woman back, we need to do something.”
“Let’s do this,” Curt said, checked his mirrors, hooked a U-turn, and headed toward Safe Haven.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy bit her lip to keep herself from groaning as she tried to take stock of her body. She ached all over, but it was her chin and forehead that hurt the worst. She could feel blood on her face and wondered if her skin was torn open again, but that was the least of her worries.
She remembered a truck ramming her off the road and crashing, but everything after that was a blank. When she realized she was in a moving vehicle, she forced her eyes open and tried to blink the blurriness away. Quickly shutting them again, she breathed deeply and evenly as she tried to circumvent the nausea roiling in her stomach.
When she noticed that her arms and legs weren’t tied up, she pushed herself up by bracing her arms on the seat to gaze into the front of the truck but made sure to keep her movements slow, trying to not draw attention to the fact she was awake. The soft glow from the dash partially lit the man’s face, and she knew she’d never seen him before. There was also a bit of light left since the sun hadn’t fully gone down, which helped her see better than if it was totally dark. Though she had no idea what time it was, Shane, Grant, Jake, and Curt would have been home by now, and she hoped they realized she was missing, but how could they? They wouldn’t have taken the main road out of Slick Rock to get home from the shelter. It was quicker taking the back roads and bypassing town altogether.
Had they even seen her note? Did they think she was still at the diner? Had anyone discovered Jake’s wrecked truck off the side of the road? She winced when she thought about his vehicle. Would he be pissed at her for borrowing and then wrecking it?
No, he won’t care as long as you’re all right. What the hell are you going to do, Cindy? You need to do something to get out of this. It doesn’t matter who this asshole is. All that matters is that you get away from him.
Since she was in the back, and after a quick look about and not seeing a weapon, the only thing she could think to do was strangling the asshole from behind. But that would mean she’d be in another car accident. That’d be better than whatever this fucker had in store for her.
The only thing she needed to do was try to work out how to go about choking him. When she peered at his seat belt and saw that he hadn’t even put it on, she quickly vetoed the idea of using that to cut off his air supply.
The only other option was to wrap her arm around his neck. She had the added advantage of being in the back and having the element of surprise on her side. Once she had her arm around the prick’s throat, she wouldn’t be able to let go no matter what. She wouldn’t even be able to put her seat belt on to keep herself from being thrown out through the windshield if they crashed. If she had the seat belt on, she wouldn’t be able to reach around his neck and use her body as leverage.
Maybe she could wrap the belt around one of her arms and in the event of a wreck, cling to it as hard as she could. She would probably still end up getting hurt, but at least she wouldn’t get sliced to pieces.
Decision made, she lowered herself back to the seat after making sure he wasn’t watching her. The idiot was whistling along with the radio and had a smile on his face as if he didn’t have a care in the world. Was he crazy? Did he even remember he hadn’t tied her up? Did he think she was going to be unconscious forever? Whatever it was, the guy definitely wasn’t playing with a full deck.
That was to her advantage.
Cindy inched her way toward the edge of the seat, keeping her head low so as not to be seen by the driver. Sucking in a deep, quiet breath, she thought of her men and prayed that they’d realize she was in danger soon.
As their faces filled her mind’s eye, her heart filled with love and determination. She could do this. She had to do this because if she didn’t, she might never see the Kenny brothers, the loves of her life, ever again.
 
* * * *
 
Shane wasn’t surprised when Jake and Curt pulled up outside the main hall of Safe Haven. Obviously his brothers had put two and two together and come up with four, as well. He’d just been about to call them and tell them what they suspected but shoved his cell phone back into his pocket. As soon as he and Grant had figured it out, Grant had called Kat.
Kat and Niki had already been here before they’d arrived. The sisters nodded at Jake and Curt when they joined them. “You need to let Niki and I do all the talking. Okay? I’m not about to let you yell or upset those women and kids. They’ve been through enough already.”
“Agreed,” Shane said. “But if I’m not happy with the information, I’ll start asking questions of my own.”
Kat crossed her arms over her chest and scowled at him, but Shane held her gaze. She sighed, dropped her arms to her side, and nodded. “On one condition.”
Shane quirked his brow.
“You don’t raise your voice, and you don’t start bombarding her.”
Shane glanced at his brothers, and when they nodded in acquiescence, he placed his hand on his chest over his heart. “I promise.”
“Okay, let me and Niki go in alone first. Once we’ve explained the situation, one of us will call for you.”
“Thanks, Kat, Niki.”
“You don’t need to thank us, Shane. Cindy is our friend, too.” She spun away and hurried into the main hall with Niki on her heels.
“Let’s hope the wife can tell us how to deal with this fucker,” Grant said through clenched teeth.
“And if she can’t?” Curt asked.
“Then when we find him, we deal with him our way,” Grant stated.
Shane nodded just before Curt and Jake did.
They were all in accord. No matter what they had to do, they were going to get Cindy back where she belonged. In their house, bed, and arms.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy peeked out the window as she tried to gather her courage. She knew exactly where they were or close enough. They were not far from Burro Canyon, and if she remembered rightly, the dirt road was called 10S. She’d been walking in this area a couple of times and had taken a swim in the Dolores River to cool off afterward.
She wouldn’t have to worry about anyone else getting hurt since hardly anyone ever used the road and especially not this time of the day.
Thinking about all the injuries she’d incurred and how she’d gotten them made her mad, and Cindy fed her anger until she was sure she had steam coming out of her ears. When she felt as if she were going to explode, she made her move.
She lunged up and forward, wrapping her arm around the man’s neck, linked the fingers of her hands together, and pulled backward with all her strength. He shouted and then stomped on the brake instead of pushing harder onto the gas pedal, and her arm loosened around his neck as they lurched forward. As soon as she could, she tightened her arm again, but he fought back. He dug his fingers into her arm so hard, she knew she had instant bruises, but she held on. When he pressed harder and she felt her strength diminishing, she looked about frantically for something to use to knock him out. Just as her gaze alighted onto her cast, he reached back with his other hand toward her face.
Cindy ducked just in time from getting her eyes poked or gouged but cried out when he grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked, hard. Tresses ripped from her scalp and pain seared her skin, but she wasn’t about to, and couldn’t, let go. If she did, she had a feeling she wouldn’t live long.
Untangling her fingers but keeping one hand against his airway, she brought her casted arm back and then swung with all her might. The sickening crack seemed so loud in the cab of the truck, and she screamed in pain as she felt the fractured bone in her wrist give way, but she wasn’t giving up. She wasn’t sure she’d knocked him out. Trying to ignore the pain in her wrist and hand and shooting up her arm, she swung at him again and again. White flecks and plaster dust flew into the air around her face, and she coughed, trying to clear her lungs.
It took her a few moments to notice that his fingers were no longer digging into her arm, and though she wanted to ease up her hold around his throat so she didn’t kill him, she needed to make sure he was unconscious before she let go.
Shifting on the seat carefully, she leaned around the headrest and looked at the guy. His head was tilted toward her, and there was blood pouring out of his nose. She’d been so intent on disabling him, she hadn’t seen that he’d turned his head toward her. From the looks of it, she’d broken his nose.
Trying to get her shaky legs to cooperate was awkward, but finally she managed to get her feet under her, and she stood bent at the waist so she didn’t hit her head on the ceiling. His eyes were closed, his chest rising and falling regularly, but he was unconscious.
Keeping her gaze on him, she removed her hand from around his neck and felt for the door handle. When she was out of the truck, she sucked in breath after ragged breath, trying to get her trembling under control. Tears threatened, but she blinked them back as she tried to figure out what to do next.
There was no way she’d be able to move the big guy so she could get behind the wheel and drive out of here. The only option was to either start walking or see if the bastard had a cell phone on him and call one of her men, but to do that, she’d have to get back into the truck and close to him.
Cindy had no idea how long he’d be out or if he even was. For all she knew, he could be playing her.
Walking so far wasn’t a great choice. Normally it wouldn’t bother her walking a few miles, but her wrist, head, and chin was killing her. Her muscles were also starting to stiffen up and hurt like hell after being in a wreck, but she had to get away from the guy as soon as possible, just in case.
Taking a deep, fortifying breath, she tugged open the driver’s door and perused his body, looking for any bulges indicating he had a phone in his pocket, but there were none. And then she spied it nestled in the cupholders between the seats. The only way she was getting her hands on that was to walk around to the other side of the truck.
Leaving the driver’s door open, she stumbled her way over a few scattered rocks and opened the front passenger door. Since she wasn’t very tall, she had to step up on the side step to reach it. Just as she had the cell phone in her grasp, the fucker grabbed her wrist so tightly her circulation was cut off.
When she lifted her gaze to his and saw murder in them, she began to shake. The only way she was getting away from him again was to bludgeon him with her already cracked cast and broken wrist. Even though she knew the pain was going to be excruciating, she didn’t have any other options.
It was either damage her wrist more as she fought for her life or end up dead.
There was only one choice, and she was determined to come out of this deadly game the winner.
 
Chapter Twenty-One
 
“H-He’s n-not answering,” Louise stuttered softly. “I’m s-sorry. I-I don’t kn-know what else to d-do.”
Grant spun away from the bastard’s ex and tried to keep his angry frustration in check. It wasn’t her fault that her ex-husband was a motherfucking abusive asshole.
“Thanks, Louise,” Kat said gently. “We appreciate you helping.”
Grant spun back to Louse and the other woman, Joy, Angela’s mother, forced a smile, and nodded his appreciation. Then he hurried outside. He gulped in air, trying to release some of the tension in his shoulders, but it didn’t help. He wasn’t going to be able to relax until he and his brothers had Cindy back.
When he heard a car coming down the gravel drive, he turned and squinted at the vehicle, trying to see who it was. The car stopped, and when the two front doors opened, he saw the sheriff’s logo on the vehicle. Sheriffs Luke Sun-Walker and Damon Osborn exited the car.
“I see that you’re thinking ahead of us,” Luke said as he walked toward him. Damon came to stand at the man’s side. “Could she tell you anything?”
Grant shook his head. “She even tried to call his cell phone, but he must have it switched off because it went straight to voice mail.”
“Damn!” Damon scrubbed a hand down his face.
“I don’t—” Luke cut himself off when his cell phone pealed through the night air. “What’s up, Mr. Johnson?”
Luke paused to listen. Grant shifted restlessly on his feet as the sheriff’s frown deepened. “Yeah, that does sound suspicious. We’ll be there in a few. Thanks for the call.”
“What did old man Johnson have to say?” Damon asked just as Shane, Jake, and Curt joined them outside.
“It seems there’s a vehicle on the road leading to Johnson’s ranch. He was working outside when he saw it and thought he was going to get company, but the vehicle stopped and he was sure he heard someone screaming.”
“Where?” Shane snapped out.
Damon answered. “Burro Canyon, road 10S.”
Grant didn’t bother to acknowledge the new information but took off at a fast clip for Shane’s truck. His brother was right behind him. He jumped in behind the wheel and started the ignition as Shane got into the passenger seat. After buckling up, he pressed his foot on the gas pedal and took off.
Glancing in the rearview mirror, he sighed with relief when he saw Curt’s truck and the sheriff’s vehicle behind him. Although he felt deep in his heart the information was going to lead him to Cindy and her abductee, he was more than capable of taking out the threat by himself. Nevertheless, he was glad to have his brothers and the two sheriffs to back them up.
They were rescuing Cindy tonight even if it killed him.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy swung at his face as hard as she could, but he was faster, and he caught her casted arm in his free hand. She cried out when he tugged her into the cab as agony shot up from the break in her wrist up her arm. Tears welled, but she sucked in a deep breath and pushed them away. When she noticed the fucker was smiling at her maliciously and there was a crazed look in his eyes, she wondered if she was about to die.
The smile left his face, and as he leaned closer, she drew back. His breath was foul, and she had to swallow to stop herself from gagging and throwing up. It took her a second or two to realize she had an advantage over him. She was a woman and not a very big one at that. He probably didn’t see her as much as a threat, but she was so fucking angry, she wanted to scream.
Cindy was sick and tired of being hurt by men bigger and stronger than she was. She was furious that her injuries had prevented her from doing her job and teaching the kids at Safe Haven. She was so full of rage, she wanted to hit something.
Without worrying about further injury to herself, she shoved her head forward as hard as she could into his face. There was a tummy-flipping crunch, and then his grip around her wrists loosened and dropped away. Stabbing pain pierced into her already pounding brain, and though she tried to blink the blurry darkness from her eyes, it just seemed to take over until she was totally blind.
She was cognizant enough the search for the phone in the cupholders, and as soon as her fingertips brushed over it, she grasped it and wriggled back out of the cab.
Because she was shaking so badly and her muscles were no longer cooperating, her legs wouldn’t hold her, and she fell to the ground on her ass, the phone flying from her hand.
Breathing deeply and regularly as she tried to evade passing out, she rolled to her hand and knees, sat back on her haunches, and sifted through the dirt, feeling over the ground as she searched blindly for the phone.
After a few minutes, she was able to see, albeit not much through a blurry-eyed gaze, and she got to her feet. As she walked, she could feel herself swaying and wondered if she looked as drunk as she felt. A hysterical giggle burst out of her mouth, and tears rolled down her face, but she kept putting one foot in front of the other. There was no way she’d be able to find the phone since it was dark, and the cell casing had been black. The only choice she had was to start walking and to get as far away from her attacker as she could.
 
* * * *
 
Shane’s throat and chest were so tight with fear and concern for Cindy he couldn’t speak. In his mind, he was urging Grant to drive faster, but again, he wasn’t sure he’d be coherent if he tried to talk. That was if he’d been able to pry his locked jaw apart. His knuckles were white and aching as he gripped the “oh shit” handle, and his heart was racing.
Shane and his brothers were Marines, but trying to keep his emotions at bay when someone he loved was in peril was easier said than done. Now that he knew what it was like to be on the opposite side of the coin, he hoped to hell he’d never be here again.
What he hated the most right now was that they were heading south instead of northeast toward Mr. Johnson’s ranch. The only way to cross the Dolores River and not take the long way around was to drive away from where they wanted to go.
Thank fuck he and his brothers were proficient behind the wheel to drive fast while still keeping control of the truck.
After what felt like hours later, they were speeding along S8 Road, which would meet up with 10S, the road that led to Johnson’s property.
When he glanced at Grant and saw how tense he was, he didn’t feel so bad for letting his emotions take over for a moment or two. He and his brothers were in love with Cindy, and it was killing them that she was in danger.
However, the closer they got to their destination, the calmer he got, until once more he was the cold, emotionless soldier he’d been trained to be.
Nothing and no one was going to stop him and his brothers from saving Cindy. Nothing.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy screamed as she tripped over a rock she hadn’t seen and fell to the ground. She was in so much pain she was sick to her stomach, and she heaved until all she was bringing up was bile. All she wanted to do was curl up into a ball and cry, but she couldn’t.
Was her attacker still conscious? Was he tracking her? Did he have a gun? Would he shoot her when he found her?
Getting to her feet was harder than it had ever been. All the muscles in her body were stiff and spasming, but it was the pain in her wrist and head that had caused her to be ill.
With a final sob, she wiped her mouth on her sleeve and slowly stood and once more started putting one foot in front of the other. She wasn’t even sure if she was going in the right direction, but one thing she was certain of was, she wasn’t sure how much longer she could keep going.
The pounding in her skull was unbearable, and she was feeling dizzy, and that wasn’t even mentioning her fuzzy vision.
I wonder if I cracked my skull when I head-butted him?
 
* * * *
 
Grant had barely turned onto 10S when he slowed. There was something on the road ahead of him moving. He pressed on the brake, idling along slowly, but as soon as he realized he was seeing Cindy, he slammed the truck into park, pulled the hand brake on, got out, and sprinted toward her. Shane got to her first since he’d beat him out of the truck, and when he heard other feet pounding the ground, he knew Curt and Jake would be here in seconds.
His heart lurched when he saw that her face was covered in blood.
“Jesus Christ!” Shane snarled between clenched teeth, catching Cindy as she started to fall.
“We need an ambulance,” Grant shouted.
“They’re already on the way,” Luke said.
“We need to get her to the truck,” Shane said. “We can meet the paramedics on route.”
“I’ll let them know,” Damon stated, and then he was speaking into his radio.
Grant was only vaguely aware of the two sheriffs hurrying up the track toward the Johnson ranch. Though he wanted to get his hands on the fucker who’d hurt his woman, right now, she was his number one priority.
He didn’t care about getting revenge. All he cared about was getting Cindy the medical attention she needed.
She was bleeding, battered, and bruised, but she was alive.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy knew she was in the hospital when she heard machines beeping. She wasn’t in any pain but figured she’d been given something for that since she felt as if she were floating on a cloud again.
Something tickled her nose, but when she tried to lift her arm to scratch the itch, it felt so heavy.
Forcing her eyelids open and then blinking the haze from her eyes, she gazed about the room. Jake and Curt were sitting in chairs on either side of her bed near the end. Shane was on her left side toward the head of the bed, and Grant was on her right, holding her hand. All four of her men were sound asleep.
They had what looked like a couple of days of growth on their faces, and even though they were resting right now, they had dark circles under their eyes, as if they hadn’t slept much recently.
“I see you’re awake,” Dr. Camden Brown, one of Enya’s husbands, said. “We’ve all been very worried about you, Cindy.”
“Thank God,” Shane said hoarsely after opening his eyes and seeing she was awake.
“How is she, Doc?” Grant frowned.
“I think she’s going to be just fine, but since I’ve just entered the room and hadn’t had a chance to examine her…” Cam shrugged and met Cindy’s gaze, and he winked. “Would you gentlemen mind leaving so I can check my patient?”
“Hell no,” Jake snapped.
“Not happening,” Curt stated.
“Fuck you, Cam,” Grant snarled.
“Get on with it, Doc,” Shane ordered.
Cindy had so many questions, but she let Cam give her the once-over.
“Any headache or nausea?” Cam asked.
“No.”
“Is your wrist hurting?”
“No.”
“You’re a tough little thing, aren’t you?” the doc asked.
Cindy shrugged.
“Right, since you’re doing so well, I think it’s time to send you home. I’ll have the nurses get all the paperwork in order, and once you’ve signed, you can leave.”
“Thanks.” She frowned.
Each of her men shook Cam’s hand and thanked him.
“Can one of you tell me what happened?” Cindy asked.
“You can’t remember?” Shane entwined his fingers with hers.
“We’re just going on what the sheriffs told us, but you fought him off, sweetie,” Grant said. “He was in the hospital for two days with a broken nose and a concussion, and then he was arrested. He’s in jail awaiting trial.”
“Why did he attack and kidnap me? I don’t even know who he was.”
“It was Brett and Belinda’s father, honey,” Jake said.
“That motherfucker was crazier than a loon,” Curt snapped. “He was in the diner when you went for a visit and must have heard you talking about the shelter. He thought he could use you to get his wife and kids back.”
“I’m so proud of you, baby,” Shane said. “You didn’t stop fighting. According to Luke and Damon, you knocked him out and that’s how you were able to escape.”
“Do the kids know?” she asked.
“No, Cindy. Louise hasn’t gotten around to telling her kids yet. She wanted to make sure you were going to be okay, before she told them what happened.”
“I’m fine.”
“You’ve been here for five days, sweetie,” Grant said hoarsely. “We were so scared you were going to die.”
When she saw the tears in his eyes, she glanced at his brothers and saw they were in the same boat. She held her hand out to each of her men, one after the other, since she couldn’t use her newly casted arm, which was up in a sling. “I love you all so much. There’s no way I’m ever leaving you all. You’re my world.”
“You’re ours, too, baby.”
One by one, her men hugged her, and she was pleased to see the stress and worry leaving their faces.
She might be back at square one with her injuries and a few more added into the mix, but she was still breathing. Cindy could have been wounded far worse.
She was happy to be alive and looking forward to spending the rest of her life with the loves of her life.
 
Epilogue
 
Cindy had spent two weeks recuperating and hadn’t been to work. Even though her arm was still in a cast, the stitches had once more been removed from her chin and her forehead. She was ready to teach and wasn’t going to let her men stop her from doing what she’d always wanted to do.
Even though one of her men had been with her while she’d been recovering, not one of them had made a move to make love to her. Not even when she’d tried her hardest to seduce them.
She had enough of them avoiding her and had plans to get them all into her bed tonight.
It was Friday night, and all her guys had taken the weekend off. They’d hired a couple of more men to work at Safe Haven and were so far ahead of schedule, Kat and Niki were singing their praises.
Right now, they were having dinner at the diner, but as soon as they got back home, she was determined to get her way.
She bit the inside of her cheek to keep herself from smiling. All her men had hard-ons and were trying to hide the fact they were horny, but she wasn’t going to let them ignore her any longer. Well, not ignore, per se, but if she couldn’t get them to make love with her, she was going to start screaming.
She’d been horny for days, and if she didn’t get any relief soon, she was worried she’d begin sniping at them, and then they’d probably end up arguing. Cindy didn’t like fighting much, and while she was grateful that her men had been so solicitous and had just been trying to take care of her, she was done.
Done waiting for them to make the first move.
She might be shy, but she was no shrinking violet.
“Are you ready to go home, baby?” Shane asked.
She nodded, and after they said good-bye to all their friends, left the diner, and got into the truck, they were on their way.
Cindy’s breasts were swollen and her nipples were hard. Her pussy was soaked, and her clit was throbbing. No matter how many times she squeezed her legs together, trying to ease the ache, it didn’t help. In fact, doing so only seemed to make the ache deep inside worse.
Minutes later, Shane indicated, slowed the truck, and turned onto the driveway. Jake got out of the back seat, held his hand out toward her, and helped her out after she clasped it.
Instead of walking at his side, she knew she shocked him when she climbed up his body.
“Hey, are you okay, honey?”
“Hmm,” she hummed her reply as she started licking and sucking at his neck. He stumbled as he carried her toward the front door.
As soon as he stepped over the threshold, she raised her eyes to his. The heat in his green orbs seared her to the bone. She cupped the back of his neck, leaned up, and kissed him.
She moaned and he groaned as their tongues tangled together. When he gripped her ass, squeezing her cheeks, she started rocking against his cock.
“Fuck!” Jake rasped out. “You make it so hard to keep my distance, honey.”
“Then don’t,” she said. Jake set her on her feet after entering the bedroom. She met each of their gazes and started trying to tug off her clothes. “I know you’ve all just been looking after me, but I’m fine. There’s no need to hold back any longer.”
“You’ve still got a cast on your arm,” Grant said.
“So? My wrist doesn’t hurt anymore, Grant. The sutures have been removed, and the headaches have waned. I’m horny, and I want to make love to my men.”
“Are you sure, darlin’?” Curt asked.
“I’m sure. If you don’t make love with me, I’m going to get myself off.”
All four of her men exploded into action. They stripped their clothes off in record time and then started to help her remove hers. Moments later, she was lying on the mattress on her back with her legs spread apart and Curtis was eating her pussy.
She gasped and pushed her hips up toward his mouth.
Shane and Jake were lying on either side of her, and Grant was sitting near her hip.
Jake cupped her cheek, turning her toward him, and slanted his mouth over hers. Shane cupped a breast and sucked her nipple into his mouth. Grant caressed a hand over her belly while Curt licked her pussy.
Just as she thought she was about to go over, Curt removed his mouth from her cunt, got up onto his knees, aligned his dick with her pussy, and drove in fast and hard.
She cried out with pleasure at being filled.
Jake and Shane backed off just as Curt covered her body with his, and then he rolled. Cindy braced a hand on her chest, sat up, and glanced over her shoulder.
Grant was behind her, and when she met his gaze, she had to blink back tears of happiness. There was so much love in his eyes, her breath caught in her throat.
“I’m going to fuck this sexy ass, sweetie. Okay?”
“Okay,” she replied breathlessly.
She whimpered when he caressed lube-coated fingers over her ass and then penetrated her back entrance, pumping them a few times. Then he rolled a condom onto his erection and covered it with lube.
Cindy inhaled deeply and exhaled as he began to breach her ass. By the time he was in her rear balls-deep, she was shaking with need. “Please?”
“We intend to, darlin’,” Curt said.
Grant retreated from her ass, and as he shoved back in, Curt withdrew from her pussy. They increased the speed of their thrusting hips gradually until they were shuttling in and out of her hard, fast, and deep.
The pressure grew, and all too soon she was hovering on the brink of climax. Curt pressed his thumb over her clit and started rubbing the sensitive bundle of nerves. That was all it took to send her careening the heavens, taking her men with her.
“Cindy!” Curt and Grant shouted as they all climaxed together.
She shook and quaked until the bliss faded away.
“I love you, sweetie.” Grant kissed her shoulder before pulling his cock from her ass.
“I love you, darlin’,” Curt said, and then kissed her softly on the lips.
“I love you both, too.” She smiled as they headed toward the bathroom to clean up and then looked at Shane and Jake expectantly.
Jake helped her to sit up, clasped her waist, and lifted her into his arms. He rose, carried her toward the end of the bed, and then sat on the edge of the mattress. She gripped his shoulders as best she could since one of her wrists was wrapped in plaster, rose up onto her knees, and gazed down at his hard dick. Jake gripped the base of his cock and notched it to her pussy.
She was so eager to make love to him and Shane, she didn’t give him a chance to speak but dropped down onto his cock, taking all of him deep inside of her.
“I love you, baby.” Shane held her hair and tugged her toward him.
“I love you, too, Shane.” She met his kiss with feverish need. When he let her up for air, she turned to meet Jake’s eyes. “I love you, Jake.”
“I love you, too, honey. So fucking much.” He opened his lips over her, and they kissed passionately.
Shane suited up, covered the rubber with lube, and then he was pressing into her. Cindy pushed back against him, moaning as nerves sparked to life.
Her men were thankfully as desperate for her as she was for them because they didn’t start out slowly. They drew back at the same time and then slammed in deep.
They pumped their hips, harder, faster, and deeper, their flesh slapping against her as she raced toward the peak of rapture.
All too soon, she was catapulted from the precipice in a burst of light so bright, she was sure she’d touched heaven’s gates.
Shane powered into her sss once more as he roared, “Cindy!” as he came.
Jake plunged into her once, and on the second stroke, he yelled, “Aahh!”
The love in her heart for the four Kenny men was so powerful and overwhelming, tears rolled down her face.
All her dreams had come true, and she was so happy she felt like dancing naked in the street, but she wasn’t an exhibitionist and she wasn’t that brave.
She groaned when Shane eased his cock from her ass and moaned when Jake lifted her from his softening dick.
Shane scooped her up into his arms and carried her toward the bathroom. She gasped when she saw all the candles alight around the bath and on the vanity, their flames dancing in the air. Curt and Grant were sitting in the spa bath and smiled at her when she met their eyes.
Jake stepped into the tub, and after covering her cast with a plastic bag, Shane carried her into the bath, sat, and placed her on his lap. Shane cupped her cheek until she met his gaze. “You’re my life, Cindy. Will you please marry me?”
Cindy was so shocked she gaped at him. When she realized her mouth was hanging open, she shut it. Just when her brain came back online and she was about to answer, Grant clasped her hand. “Please marry me, Cindy? I’d be lost without you, sweetie.”
Jake caressed her leg. “You’ve made me so happy, honey. Will you please marry me?”
“From the start we knew you were ours, darlin’,” Curt said, drawing her attention. “This, you weren’t a game, but we were determined to have you. We were playing to win, Cindy, because you’re our woman, the other halves to our hearts. I’d be honored to have you as my wife. Please, will you marry me?”
Cindy blinked back the tears of joy from her eyes, smiled, and replied the only way she could. “I love you all, so much. Yes, I’ll be your wife.”
Her men group hugged her, surrounding her with their strength, love, and protection.
Cindy’s heart and soul soared, and love flowed from her to her men and back again.
Slick Rock had been her home since she’d been seven years old, but now she’d found the men of her dreams.
She’d found where she belonged. Right here in the arms of the Kenny brothers.
 
THE END
 
WWW.BECCA-VAN-EROTICROMANCE.COM
 
 
￼[image: siren]
 
 
 
Siren Publishing, Inc.
www.SirenPublishing.com

OPS/images/image1-1.jpg





OPS/images/image1.jpeg
7 .,('oue.xreme Fur

9
£
2
5
I
<
2
&





OPS/images/image2.png





OPS/toc.xhtml
		PLAYING TO WIN		Prologue

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four

		Chapter Five

		Chapter Six

		Chapter Seven

		Chapter Eight

		Chapter Nine

		Chapter Ten

		Chapter Eleven

		Chapter Twelve

		Chapter Thirteen

		Chapter Fourteen

		Chapter Fifteen

		Chapter Sixteen

		Chapter Seventeen

		Chapter Eighteen

		Chapter Nineteen

		Chapter Twenty

		Chapter Twenty-One

		Epilogue










