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      Self-reliant Abigail injures herself saving her neighbors. Now they want to take care of every single need and make her their doll?

      

      Before Friday, the only thing Abigail cared about was a cool bath and finishing a romance novel. But when her weekend turns out to be a little too hot to handle, the sexy neighbors she saves come to her aid. They insist Abigail stays with them while they wait on her hand and foot. After all, her hands are injured because of them, and she needs to heal. But while her hands improve, her world unravels, and she might be losing her heart to two men who are already a couple.

      How did her life get so out of hand?

      

      A MMF fractured fairy tale based on the Grimm Brothers' tale: The Maiden with No Hands
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      For all the kick-ass damsels in distress because it's never too late for a good fairy tale ending.
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      Abigail tapped her foot on the lobby floor, clinging to her heavy laptop bag. The ancient lift descended no faster in response to her urgency to end the work week. She’d be lucky if her arms didn’t fall off before she made it up to the sixth floor where a book, a hot bath, and a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc from her home country, New Zealand, waited. Finally, the doors opened and she stepped into the mirrored box, placed her laptop on the floor, and reached for 6.

      “Hold the elevator.”

      Her sexy neighbors, William Konig and Grant Donovan, hustled toward her loaded with grocery sacks and gallons of water. She wasn’t in the mood for Will’s empty flirtation and Donovan’s scowls. But they were her neighbors; she couldn’t be rude. Her finger landed on the open-door button.

      “Thanks, love.” Will nudged her shoulder, clutching bags from the local market.

      She pressed their shared floor’s button with a smile plastered on her face.

      “Did you hear?” Will asked. “Water’s out for the entire building. Might be all weekend.”

      She glanced up, praying to her angel for strength. “So much for a relaxing bath.”

      “You can always come for the four-hands, two-washcloths alternative.” Will held up a gallon of water.

      Abigail shook her head to clear the visual of his loaded offer and glanced at the lift’s progress. The only thing hotter than Denver, Colorado in August were the two men reflected all around her. Grumpy Donovan with his light caramel hair and dark brown eyes, and gregarious Will with thick wavy brown hair and deep blue eyes. They made a beautiful couple. And the fact they were a couple made nothing Will said real. Flirty banter designed to pass for conversation. But after a long week in the office fixing software bugs, attending meetings, and documentation updates, Donovan’s silence appealed more than Will’s meaningless teasing.

      Before she’d known he was in a relationship with Donovan, she’d flirted back and had fantasized about sweaty nights with him. But she didn’t poach. Most days she found him fun and a boost to her ego, but imagining a weekend without water before facing another challenging week of coding, she couldn’t muster a smile.

      “If you can’t rough it for a couple days, princess, you could always go to a hotel.” Donovan’s suggestion held merit despite the taunting tone.

      Before she could formulate an appropriate response, the elevator chimed and the doors opened. Whew, made it.

      “Have a good night,” Will called across the hallway at their respective doors.

      “You too,” she called back and closed the door to her sanctuary.

      She placed her laptop on the dining table and couldn’t help but try the kitchen faucet. A faint gurgle, but no water. The open bottle of white wine was lonely in her fridge. She poured the rest into a glass then took a sip. Her cupboards were bare, but if she got hungry there was always delivery. Before she could take a second sip of wine, her phone pinged.

      Work.

      Ugh.

      Abigail opened the collaboration app and hesitated. The message wasn’t from her development team. The sender worked in human resources. Probably some company-wide missive. She considered leaving it for Monday, but opened it anyway. Sent only to her. The wine sloshed in her empty stomach. An invite to a video conference Monday morning, titled Visa Status. She blew out a calming breath.

      No big deal. Right?

      Unless—

      She dropped into her big, cozy, reading chair in the living room; a reading lamp, side table, and a small TV were the only other furnishings. The chair was a recent splurge she loved almost as much as her bed. After placing her wine within arm’s reach, she opened an employment site.

      She found nothing in Denver open to a foreigner.

      She closed the app and checked the time. It was too early to call her mum in Christchurch, despite her being an early riser. The last time they’d spoken her mum had been melancholy, still adapting to moving into the expensive home-care apartment, still mourning her dad and the foreclosure of their apple orchard. The move to the city exacerbated her mom’s losses.

      Abigail squirmed, searching for a comfortable position. Her work pants dug into her waist. She left her phone, went to the bedroom, and changed into her favorite fluffy pajamas. A sexy e-book begged for her attention. Tension seeped out of her bones and she nestled into the perfect spot on her chair.

      After reading the promising opening, Abigail paused for a sip of wine. Music streamed under her door from across the hall. Will and Donovan had obviously started their weekend too. A visual of them dirty dancing together had her taking another cooling sip. That would be something to see. She smiled and clutched her wine to her chest, returning to her book.

      The story quickly heated. A masturbation scene with the heroine had Abigail fully entranced when the fire alarm blared through the room and she spilled icy wine down her chest.

      Her chair!

      She leaped up to avoid ruining the fabric. Disaster averted; she shoved her feet into treaded slip-ons. Phone in one hand, she placed the other on the front door. Still cool.

      She peered into the hallway. Neighbors rushed to the stairwell at the opposite end from the lift. Monthly drills ingrained their response. Will’s music—almost as loud as the alarm—blended with the concerned shouts from the evacuees.

      Where were the guys? They always checked on her during the drills.

      Their door was slightly ajar, like the latch hadn’t clicked. Smoke seeped out.

      Abigail leaped across the hall and slammed the door wide. “Hello?”

      Inside, to her left, the source of the fire and the alarm flared. Without pausing, she grabbed the flaming pot mitts from the stove top and dropped them in the sink. When she slapped on the water, a few pitiful drops sputtered out. Crap.

      She returned to the stove. Where the contents of the pan flamed, plastic dripped from the microwave-fan combo. The handle of the heavy pan singed her hands as she hefted it into the sink. She reached for the plastic jug on the counter.

      “What the fuck are you doing?”

      “What is that noise?”

      She jerked her head up and lost her breath. Will snapped off the music, his naked ass nearly making her forget why she was in their apartment.

      Fire.

      Water. She reached for the jug.

      “Don’t!” Donovan, naked as Will, shoved her aside. He opened a cabinet, grabbed a round blue box, flicked open the metal spout, and smothered the flames in salt.

      Will came into the kitchen, reached for the melted fan switch, and froze. “Wow. That was really bad. Are you okay?”

      Abigail lifted her hands to wave off his concern.

      “What did you do?” Will grabbed her wrists and turned her hands palms up.

      “I’m fine—” Abigail froze. Her palms were red with tiny blisters forming. Pain that hadn’t registered before shot up her arms and her legs weakened. She dropped to her knees only to have an eyeful of Will’s cock.

      Good lord, the man had plenty to brag about.

      Donovan guided her up and inspected the injury. “I’ll get dressed. You’re going to the hospital.”

      “It’s okay. I⁠—”

      “It’s worse than you think.” Will pointed to the blisters on her fingers. “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

      Tears pricked her eyes. Her hands screamed with pain. Maybe she could pour some water over them and cool them off and be fine. She tried to open the jug, but there was no way she could do it.

      “Stop.” Donovan’s harsh tone froze her in place.

      “But my mum always ran cold water over a burn.”

      Donovan’s scowl made it clear her situation called for more than cold water. “As soon as Will’s out⁠—”

      A voice called down the hall, announcing the fire department’s presence.

      “In here.” Will, dressed, strode to the open front door. “We have an injury.”
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