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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who loves possessive, over-the-top, bossy men.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      Please note that this book contains situations and elements some readers may find triggering. These include homophobic parents, twin brothers being with the same men, and spankings.

      If you find any of the above triggering, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before diving in, please do not hesitate to reach out to me via my email (authorwestgreene@gmail.com), Instagram, or Facebook.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Noah

      

      

      My dark, curly hair hung damp around my shoulders as I stepped into the living room. My pink sweats kept my lower half warm, but my nipples pebbled from the cooler air of the living room.

      Danny, my boyfriend, looked like a Greek god, lounged on the couch, his muscles relaxed. “Come here,” he called without looking over at me.

      Danny was tall and muscular with broad shoulders and a flat stomach. When we first met in college, he had abs, but once we graduated, he stopped working out as much. His blonde hair was swept neatly to the side, still in its perfectly styled position from work today. He had the kind of looks that runway models would kill for and flawless skin. I’d never seen Danny struggle with a pimple in all the time I’d known him.

      He was almost too good to be true, but he was mine. And I knew how incredibly lucky I was.

      I quickly made my way to him, and when I reached the couch, he grasped my hips and tugged me between his legs, so I rested my back against his solid, wide chest. His blonde hair was flopping into his eyes, and I reached up to push it out of the way while he draped a blanket over us.

      Danny’s eyes were a striking blue that seared into my soul every time our gazes met. Didn’t matter that we’d been fucking around with each other throughout college since we met freshman year as dorm buddies. Didn’t matter that he’d professed his love to me during our junior year, and we’d been together ever since.

      I knew without a doubt that what he made me feel would never lessen. Danny was it for me—my soulmate. I knew it down to my core. At this point, he was basically a part of me.

      “You okay?” Danny asked as he wrapped his arms around me, snuggling me close.

      I nodded, resting my head on his chest, a small smile tilting my lips. “The shower was great.”

      Danny chuckled and pressed a kiss to my wet hair before focusing back on the movie he had playing. I turned to look at the screen and groaned. “Zombies? Really?” I griped. I hated anything remotely scary. I ended up having nightmares and couldn’t sleep without Danny for weeks.

      I was pretty sure he always did this on purpose.

      Danny’s rumbling chuckle echoed in my ear. “I’ll hold you as long as you need me to,” he promised before pressing a kiss to the shell of my ear, making me shiver.

      I swooned. How did Danny always know the perfect things to say?
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        * * *

      

      Thunder booming had me jerking into a sitting position, my heart lurching into my throat for a moment. It was hammering painfully against my breastbone, stealing the breath from my lungs. Lightning lit up the room, quickly followed by another boom of thunder, and I squeaked in fear, my limbs shaking.

      “Hey,” Danny soothed, his voice raspy with sleep. He reached up and turned me away from the window, pulling me down next to him. “I’m here, babe. Just breathe. I’ll always protect you.”

      That wasn’t a lie. So many times, Danny had come to my rescue over the years, whether it was from crappy dates when we weren’t “together”, parties when I was too drunk or high to function, or even just storms like this one. Danny was always there, rescuing me and protecting me from the ugliness of the world.

      Danny suddenly grasped my stiffening cock through my sweats, and I whimpered into his throat, my hot breath fanning his skin. He shivered and rocked into me, his own erection tenting the front of his boxers.

      Tilting my head back, I sought out his lips, and he easily gave me what I wanted, kissing me slow and deep while he worked my sweats and his boxers down so he could grip both of us in one hand. I whined, thrusting my stiff shaft against his. He spat into his hand to use as lubricant, and my breath shuddered from my lungs when he began to twist his wrist, rubbing us off at the same time.

      I panted into his mouth, too lost in what he was doing to really kiss him back, but I loathed to let his lips leave mine. I loved it when he controlled me like this, making me so delirious for him that I couldn’t think. He was damn good at making nothing but him exist.

      “That’s it, baby,” Danny rasped, nipping at my bottom lip before he sucked it into his mouth, laving his tongue over it. I moaned. “You’re so close. Leaking all over my hand.” He licked into my mouth, and I whimpered, my fingers clawing at his biceps and back. “Give it to me,” he begged. “Let me feel you come, baby.”

      With a cry, I shattered, spurting all over his hand. He kissed me, slowly working me down. Then, he rolled to his back, and using my cum as lubricant, he began to fuck into his fist, his heels digging into the mattress as he thrust. I was spent and couldn’t get it back up yet, but I enjoyed watching him nonetheless, my eyes slitted and hazy.

      The muscles in his neck strained, and he clenched his teeth as he chased his release, looking so beautiful that he stole the breath from my lungs.

      “Let me see you come,” I pleaded, my words breathless.

      “Fuck. Come here,” he begged, opening his arm for me.

      I moved closer, and he cupped my face, pulling my lips to his. As soon as his lips touched mine, he moaned. His cum spurted from his cock, the first splashes painting his lower abdomen. “Fuuuuuuck. Noah…” he moaned, still trying to kiss me as his hips stuttered, his pretty dick painting my arm in his cum as the rest of it flooded out of his balls.

      After, he flattened to the bed, his chest heaving. I ran my hand through the cum on his stomach and brought my fingers to my lips to taste it. He shot me a wicked grin when I hummed, loving the taste of him. “Shower?” he asked. He ran his eyes over me. “I need to clean you up.”

      I nodded but cuddled into his side anyway, wrapping myself around him. His arm banded around me, squeezing me to him, making me feel safe despite the storm raging outside his apartment window.

      “I love you,” I whispered.

      He pressed his lips to my forehead. “I love you, too, baby.”

      I ran my fingers through the drying cum on his abdomen. “How hot do you think it would’ve been if our bosses watched us?” We’d had an unhealthy obsession with our bosses since we’d gotten hired two years ago straight out of college. They were sinfully hot, and while so many people painted them as horrible, impossible-to-please men, they were soft and kind with us.

      Danny chuckled, but I saw his dick perk up at the thought. I never had as quick of a rebound as he did. I used to be ashamed of it, but Danny never let me feel like less over anything.

      Our bosses were twins in their late forties, both of them the CEOs of a Fortune 500 company. They hired both of us with very little experience, giving us a chance no one else seemed ready to do without prior experience outside of internships. The only complaint we had working for them was that Theo and Thomas tended to send us a lot of mixed signals, leaving us confused most of the time. We weren’t sure if they were interested in us or not because they were so hot and cold about it.

      And every time Thomas praised me—which he did quite often—my dick took notice. It sure didn’t make things in my mind easier for me to sort through.

      “It would’ve been hot as fuck.” Danny sighed. “But a fantasy, unfortunately,” he gently reminded me. I knew he didn’t like it either; he wanted them just as badly as I did. He turned his head and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Let’s get a shower and come back to bed. I need after-sex cuddles.”

      I let him sweep me off the bed into his arms, and I snuggled into him as he carried me into his shower, my arms and legs bound around him.

      Even if we never got to be with Thomas and Theo, I would always have Danny. And that would always be enough for me.

      As long as I had him, I didn’t need anything else in the world.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Danny

      

      

      I frowned out the sliding glass door that led onto my balcony. The storm was still raging outside, the wind howling. Lightning was streaking through the clouds, and thunder was roaring its rage. I had no idea how Noah and I were expected to drive into work in this. He was already terrified of storms as it was. Driving in one? I wasn’t sure that would be possible.

      My phone began ringing in my pocket, and I sighed, pulling it out. Theo’s name was on the screen, and my heart skipped a beat before racing in my chest. Didn’t matter how many times I saw him or how many times he called me, my heart always reacted the same way.

      I quickly swiped my thumb across the screen and pulled my phone to my ear.

      “Hello?”

      “Danny, it’s Theo.” Yeah, no shit. Even if his name wasn’t in my phone, I’d know his voice anywhere. Hell, I dreamed of him often enough. “Don’t make the drive into work today. Thomas should be calling Noah shortly. The storm is too bad right now, and it’s not safe for anyone to be driving in, especially you two.”

      My heart squeezed in my chest at the especially you two bit. God, why did he have to say things like that and make me hope for more? He was killing me here without even trying.

      “Sounds good. I was just looking outside. It’s pretty nasty.”

      He grunted in agreement. “It is. Our road is flooded. The drains are blocked by debris, so we can’t leave even if we wanted to.” He was quiet for a moment. “Is is possible for you to do a zoom meeting? I’m not sure if you can remember my planner for what I need to do today, but I need everything virtual or rescheduled.”

      “I know it,” I assured him. “I keep your planner with me just in case.”

      He chuckled, and the sound warmed me all the way down to my toes. “I knew I made the right choice in hiring you.”

      A blush stole over my cheeks, and I turned away from my reflection in the glass doors so I didn’t have to see how much he affected me. “What time for Zoom?” I asked him.

      He hummed, and I knew without a doubt that he was glancing at his watch and doing mental calculations. “Let’s get on at nine,” he finally decided. “I’ll let Thomas know so he can let Noah know. Sound good?”

      “Sounds good,” I assured him, not bothering to mention that Noah and I were currently at my apartment. Noah and I hadn’t hid our relationship from them, but we hadn’t flaunted it either, so I wasn’t sure if it would be a conflict. “See you virtually in fifteen minutes.”

      See you virtually in fifteen minutes?

      Jesus Christ.

      His chuckle reverberated through the phone before he ended the call. I slapped my hand to my forehead. Noah snickered at me as he ended his phone call with Thomas, no doubt. “See you virtually?” Noah teased.

      “Shut up,” I grumbled as I walked into my office to grab my laptop. I set it on the coffee table and booted it up, getting everything ready so I could be set and good to go when Theo got online.

      “Want some coffee?” Noah asked from the kitchen.

      “Fuck yes,” I groaned. His light laugh reached me, warming my insides. God, I loved his laugh. Even on my darkest days, his sweet laugh and bright smile had a way of lighting me up inside. Noah was always my way out of the darkness.
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        * * *

      

      My coffee cup was empty, and it was five minutes after nine. Noah sighed and leaned back with a groan. “Even at home, Thomas can’t manage to be on time,” he muttered.

      I snickered. Noah was such a stickler for time management. “We can always pretend we’re making a video so they’re uncomfortable when they log on,” I teased him. Noah and I had gotten out of our TikTok phases a couple of months after we started working for Theo and Thomas. We’d been viral, but we didn’t want to do anything that would risk making the company or our bosses look bad. So, we did a live video, apologized to our fans for having to leave, and shut our account down.

      Noah grinned at me. “Oh, my God, yes!” he shouted, practically bouncing up and down now. “Maybe it’ll teach Thomas how to be punctual.”

      I found a viral song on YouTube, and Noah stood on my couch, dancing and pretending to strip tease. I pulled my shirt off, moving my body to the beat, and used it to whip Noah, making him laugh and giggle.

      “Woah, what the fuck?” I heard Thomas snap. “Theo!” he shouted.

      My eyes flew open wide, and Noah erupted into laughter, dropping down on the couch and waving at Thomas. Theo appeared in Thomas’s camera, and his eyes widened at the sight of me. I rolled my lips into my mouth to keep from laughing and pulled my shirt over my head, fixing the collar before I settled down beside Noah.

      “We agreed on nine, right?” Theo asked, looking at his watch.

      “Well…technically, it’s almost ten after nine,” I told him, sinking my teeth into my bottom lip.

      His eyes focused on my lip, and they darkened a shade before he cleared his throat. “Right. We’ll try to be on time from now on.”

      Noah snickered and covered his mouth with his hand. I rolled my eyes and grabbed my laptop, heading into my office so my meeting with Theo wouldn’t interrupt Noah and Thomas. Once I was settled in at my desk, Theo leaned forward, now at his own desk. He cleared his throat. “Tell me what I have on my planner,” he said.

      I quickly pulled my planner in front of me and began to rattle off meetings and things that needed to be taken care of today, making notes when he told me to reschedule things, set things virtually, and so on. It took only about thirty minutes to go through everything.

      “Call me when you’ve gotten everything arranged,” he instructed.

      “Yes, sir.”

      He logged off, and I slumped in my chair, groaning. He’d seen me half naked. I knew he’d liked what he’d seen. Fuck, after all, I was fit and toned, and my genetics left me practically hairless, so I was smooth, too. But he hadn’t said a goddamn thing.

      Maybe I really was reading too much into Theo’s actions and words.

      “You done?” Noah asked, popping his head around the corner of my office.

      I looked up at him and shook my head. “Meeting is over, yeah, but I’ve got some shit to get done. What’s wrong, babe?”

      He twisted his fingers in front of him. “If you’re busy⁠—”

      “Noah,” I growled, rolling my chair back a little, “come here.” I hated it when he thought I wouldn’t make him a priority. He was always my priority, whether we were at home or at work. Nothing would change that.

      He quickly made his way to me, and I pulled him onto my lap so he was straddling me. Sighing, he wrapped his arms around my neck and cuddled into me. “Are you sure this is okay?” he quietly asked.

      I pressed my lips to the top of his head. “It’s always okay, baby.”

      He pressed a kiss to my throat to show his gratitude, and I set to work making phone calls and writing out emails with Noah wrapped around my like my own personal little koala bear.

      It was just another day in the life of Danny Turner, and I wouldn’t change it.
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        Theo

      

      

      The storm lasted most of the day, though I barely noticed since I was buried under paperwork and virtual meetings. I was more than thankful for Danny and how well we worked together. I’d be lost without him. I had no idea how I survived before he popped into my life. Danny had an easy way of keeping me focused, on track, and organized. My life had never gone so seamlessly before him.

      I logged off my computer and pushed back from my desk once I finished my last task of the day. I groaned when my bones popped. I was getting too old to be sitting as much as I did. Sure, I worked out every morning with Thomas, but sitting for long periods was going to eventually become bad for my health. Maybe I should invest in a standing desk.

      Thomas knocked lightly on my open door, and I looked over at him. He was dressed in a pair of jeans and a simple t-shirt, a hoodie in his hands. “I called in food to the Thai spot a couple of streets over. Figured we could take Danny and Noah some food. We both know how they are about eating.”

      I chuckled. That was always our biggest argument with them. They never grabbed breakfast, so we always ordered breakfast for them, and unless we forced them to stop working and go to lunch, they never took a lunch break either. They were hard-working and dependable, but they were pretty crap at taking care of themselves properly.

      “Think they’re still at Danny’s apartment?” I asked him as I stood and made my way around my desk.

      “I can probably place money on it. Noah is scared of storms, remember?”

      I’d never forget the day we found that out. The day had started off clear and sunny, and then a storm rolled through around mid-afternoon while Noah was downstairs getting Thomas another cup of coffee. When he’d been gone for fifteen minutes, Danny went searching for him.

      We were on the verge of hunting down both of them when Danny emerged out of the elevator with a clinging, shaking Noah wrapped around him. Thomas and I both were gutted at the sight of them. I wanted to comfort Danny so badly while he held Noah in his arms, and I knew Thomas had felt like he was crawling out of his skin since he couldn’t comfort Noah.

      Instead, I closed all the blinds in Danny’s office and instead of the soft, classical music we had playing on our floor, I turned on white noise to drown out the sound of the storm. Thomas went downstairs and got Noah a cup of lavender tea and some cookies, and Danny quietly rocked him to sleep.

      “I can never forget,” I told him honestly. We walked out of my office and toward the front door. Our house wasn’t a mansion—we didn’t want anything huge. It was just a two-story brick home on about thirty acres of land. The yard was surrounded by trees, giving us the privacy we craved. Instead of living lavish lives, we did what we could to help people who were less fortunate than us.

      We’d paid for numerous school systems to give kids free breakfasts and lunches. We donated food weekly to numerous food banks. We’d even partnered with some independent contractors to build homes for homeless people to help keep people off the streets. We funded missionary trips to poorer countries, giving them medications and the healthcare they needed. We’d even set up schools out there with highly educated teachers so these children had chances at good futures.

      Thomas and I had grown up poor and randomly came up with a brilliant streaming service in college that set us on the fast track to success. We knew what it was like to be down on our luck. We wanted as few people as possible to suffer. We’d been blessed. It was only right we did what we could to help others.

      The drive to the Thai spot was quick, and I waited in the car while Thomas went inside to pay and grab the food. Once he was back in the car, he quickly merged back into traffic, and we headed for Danny’s apartment building. I’d never been there before, but I knew his address by heart because I was a creepy ass boss like that.

      I stalked my personal assistant, and I wasn’t ashamed to admit it.

      I was a bit obsessed with him. I had no idea what his feelings were for me, so I’d never pushed him, terrified of making him quit. I was a desperate enough man that I’d have him any way I could, even if that was just as my personal assistant and nothing more.

      Once Thomas found a parking spot in the visitor area, we rode the elevator to Danny’s floor. The closer we got to his door, the more I swore I heard moaning. Anger burned in my chest. Jealousy reared its ugly green head. I did my best to shove them both down. Danny was hot, young, and single. And even though I considered him mine, he didn’t know that.

      Yet.

      “Danny, fuck, please,” I heard Noah whimper as we stopped in front of Danny’s door.

      Thomas blinked in surprise, and my eyes widened. I’d known they were close, but I’d had no idea they were that close. Holy fucking shit. My cock hardened behind the zipper of my slacks, and I licked my lips to make sure I wasn’t drooling.

      This was better than anything I could’ve imagined.

      I tested the doorknob, clenching my jaw when I realized it was unlocked. I’d lecture them on that later. Twisting it completely, I pushed the door opened, choking at the sight of Noah riding Danny’s cock like his life depended on it. Both men were naked, and Noah’s hair was a mess around his shoulders. Danny’s hair was all over the place, most likely from Noah’s fingers.







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/caught-by-their-bosses-jpg.jpg
WEST GREENE







OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





