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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book was published on Kindle Vella first before being published as an ebook and a paperback.

      The storyline is the same. This book has not been changed.
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            COMING HOME

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hudson

      

      

      I grew up poor. I lost my Mom at a young age—five, to be exact—but we lived in the kind of place where that thing wasn’t really noticed. I ran around lost for a while—didn’t even have a name. Mom always called me “boy”. I wasn’t even sure if she was ever sober long enough to remember if she’d given me one or not.

      So, when a random man kneeled in front of me one day and asked what my name was, I just shrugged and said, “Boy.”

      He’d thought I was joking at first, but I guess when he asked again, and I told him the same thing again in all seriousness, he believed me.

      He was a kind man—an understanding one. And God knew with four rambunctious boys, he needed to be understanding. He had endless patience with us, loved us to pieces, and gave us everything we ever needed to make it in the world, to finally be someone.

      Henry Lord had been in his fifties when he plucked me off the streets, loaded me up on his private jet, and brought me to his huge home. There’d been endless land for me to run around on. It wasn’t long before he brought home Zane, then Pierce, and eventually Leland, too.

      We quickly became best friends—brothers by name. But we were family. None of us had anyone but each other and Henry.

      Over the years, Henry Lord’s black hair turned gray, his skin wrinkling, until eventually, a heart attack of all things took him out of the world.

      And he left us what we always believed was his most prized possession—his business. Henry Lord was one of the richest men in the world, and just like that, he left us what meant the most to him. He trusted us to take care of it.

      And because we loved him and owed him so much, even after his passing, we busted our asses through college, graduating at the top of our classes, and took over the reins, making it even more successful than it had been when he’d been in power.

      I stared at the airport around me, the family’s private jet at my back. I was finally home. Two damn weeks away. It had felt like forever, especially when the only bit I got of my PA—well, our PA since my brothers and I shared her—was phone calls every day to let me know of important messages, my schedule for that day, and any emails I needed to look at.

      Quinn was efficient at her job, and she never batted an eye at some of the demands and requests we had. She met Zane’s cold indifference with a strength of her own that was unmatched. She understood Pierce’s silent orders without him ever saying a word or crooking a finger at her. She was good at listening to Leland’s advice. And damn if her laugh wasn’t pure angelic music when she giggled at something I said.

      My brothers and I had all gone through numerous PAs. And then she stepped through the door for her interview fresh out of college, having graduated at the top of her class with no prior experience in her position. We weren’t even going to see her, but then she heard Zane fuming about a meeting he was almost late for, and she easily stepped forward, searched his desk for the file, grabbed it, flipped through it, told him the major points, and bam.

      We hired her.

      It was as simple as that. She didn’t even bat an eye at the language he was spewing in her direction as she invaded his personal space.

      She saved his ass that day.

      Without her, we were one hundred percent lost.

      And speaking of said angel…

      “Yes, my love?” I teased. Teasing for now. One day, she’d learn I actually meant those words. I was head over heels for her.

      As were my other three brothers, too.

      Her sweet laugh tinkled through the phone as I headed for the car waiting on me. Our driver nodded at me and said a quiet hello as he began storing my bags in the trunk.

      “Zane needs you to come in.” I sighed. If he needed me to come in, that only meant one thing—something had happened. I’d been planning to come in anyway, but that was to really only see her.

      “Yippee,” I muttered. She laughed again. “I’ll be there shortly. Have you had lunch yet?”

      I could practically see her flushing now. “Um, no,” she said quietly. I growled quietly under my breath. She knew my brothers and I didn’t like it when she didn’t eat regularly. She easily got lost in her job, and we needed her to be healthy. And not so she could do her job properly. Honestly, she could fuck our entire day all to shit, and we probably wouldn’t even give a damn.

      We needed her as healthy as she could be so that one day, she’d be ready for all four of us. Because there was no way in hell only one of us could have her. We didn’t operate like that.

      We all wanted her. So we’d all have her. Easy peasy lemon squeezy.

      “Use my credit card and order food, clear? You don’t do another damn thing until your stomach is full.”

      “Yes, sir,” she squeaked, and fuck if my cock didn’t harden. Christ, she was killing me slowly and sweetly, and she didn’t even realize it.

      “Good girl. I’ll see you in a bit.”

      I hung up and called Zane next. A low growl met my ears as a greeting.

      “She hasn’t eaten yet. I gave her the order to use my credit card to get some food. Make sure it happens.”

      “Fuck,” he swore. I heard him moving, no doubt getting up from his desk. “Thanks, brother. She’ll be eating by the time you get here. You are coming, right?”

      I snorted. “Like I’d ever miss a damn opportunity to see her beautiful face.”

      He chuckled and ended the call right when I heard her little sound of alarm. No doubt, he’d just barged into her office. I grinned.

      One day, my love. One damn day.
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            IN CONTROL

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Zane

      

      

      I couldn’t believe that I had forgotten to check on Quinn. The woman was a brilliant PA and absolutely amazing at her job. Sometimes too damn good, actually. Which meant most of the time, she didn’t remember to eat like she was supposed to. She was great at taking care of us but shit at taking care of herself.

      My brothers and I all agreed that we each needed to do our part in making sure that she was well taken care of. Not only would it help make sure she stayed well enough to do her job, but we were all madly in love with her, and we needed her to always remain in the best of health if we ever had a chance of making her fall in love with us too so we could share her.

      And we were going to share her. No fucking doubt about that.

      “Little one,” I called, stepping into her office. But I stopped right in the middle of the doorway, taking a second to just admire how fucking breathtaking and beautiful she was.

      I may be a complete asshole, but for her, I could be tender. I, mean, fuck, she owned every fucking bit of me.

      The woman didn’t even realize it.

      She squeaked in surprise and looked up from her computer, her pretty cheeks flushing red at the sight of me. I arched an eyebrow at her.

      “I believe someone called and gave you an explicit order to use their credit card to order lunch.”

      A pretty pout puckered her sweet lips, making her look younger than her twenty-five years of age. And fuck if that sweet pout didn’t do something dangerous to my cock.

      “I just wanted to finish typing out this email for Leland real quick—”

      I poked my head out the door, taking note of the fact that my little brother’s office door was left open a crack, so I had no doubt he could hear our conversation.

      “Leland, do you care if our PA takes lunch?”

      Quinn gaped at me. None of us liked to step on the other’s toes, but when it came to our beautiful, little PA, there were exceptions to be made. The four of us agreed on that.

      His door opened fully, and he looked out at me, a disgruntled look on his face. His dark, curly hair was a little bit of a mess, a sure sign that something was stressing him out, which made me frown. As the oldest out of the four of us, I felt a responsibility to my brothers to make sure that they weren’t taking on more than they could handle and that they were taking proper care of themselves.

      “She hasn’t had lunch yet?” he asked, disapproval darkening his light blue eyes.

      I shook my head. “Nope. She completely ignored the command Hudson gave her with the excuse of an email.”

      He rolled his eyes. “That email doesn’t even have to go out until tomorrow.” When I glanced at Quinn, her cheeks were colored pink. She knew she’d been caught out.

      He walked forward, his charcoal suit perfectly pressed. I had no idea how he managed to keep wrinkles out of his clothes. We all wondered how, and when we asked, he just frowned and said we needed to learn to sit still. He poked his head around me, narrowing his eyes at Quinn. Her fingers were still poised over the keys of her keyboard, and her eyes were wide, her cheeks red. She knew she was in trouble. “Save whatever you’re working on and turn off your computer until you’ve had lunch.”

      Then, he walked back to his office, closing his door to just a crack again. I arched a brow at Quinn. “Three have now spoken. Do we need to bring Pierce into this, too?”

      She quickly shook her head, saved what she was working on, and then fished Hudson’s credit card out of her purse before calling her favorite Italian restaurant up the street, ordering her favorite pasta dish. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and fired a quick text to Hudson.

      
        
        Zane:

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        She’s ordering food now.

      

      

      

      

      

      His response was almost immediate.

      
        
        Hudson:

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’ll wait downstairs and intercept it so I can bring it up to her.

      

      

      

      

      

      I took a seat in the chair on the other side of her desk and propped my ankle on my knee, lacing my fingers together in front of me, my elbows braced on the arms of the chair. She ended the call and looked at me, those pretty cheeks still painted red.

      I wondered if the rest of her colored that same shade, too.

      “Are you going to watch me eat?”

      I hummed. That was the only answer she would get. She sighed and pulled a book out of her purse, and I had to fight a smile at the sight of it. She needed to learn to take more downtime, but she was one of those people—like me, I guess—that couldn’t stand to not be busy.

      I admired her for it, but it also drove me nuts when her drive interfered with her ability to take care of herself.

      She did a good job of ignoring me for a while. I just scrolled through my phone, checking my emails. I had a salad in the mini-fridge in my office. I watched everything I ate, and I also worked out every day, morning and night. I was a bit of a health freak, but working out and watching what I ingested into my body helped me have control over something when I was younger, and it just…stuck.

      The door opened just as my phone rang. I glanced up at Hudson before standing. Clapping my hand to his back, I held my phone up and slipped out of the room. The head of our office in Seattle was calling me on my personal line, and that only meant trouble.

      Fuck, I was not trying to deal with this today. The day had been good so far, but of course, all good things eventually came to an end.

      Closing my office door behind me, I put my phone to my ear. “Zane,” I said, letting whoever was on the other end of the line know it was me. “This phone call better not be what I think it is,” I growled. Because if it was, I was going to be highly pissed that bad shit dragged me away from spending quality time with Quinn.
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