
  
    [image: All His Touches]
  


  
    
      ALL HIS TOUCHES

      STANDALONE DDLB ROMANCE

    

    
      
        WEST GREENE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©February 2023 by West Greene

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Formatting: Tiff Writes Romance

      Cover Design: Tiff Writes Romance

      Editing: Tiff Writes Romance

      Proofreading: Kimberly Peterson

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Forrest

      

      

      I quietly stepped out of the bathroom after brushing my teeth, my eyes on my sweet boy. Brayden had rolled over onto his side, facing the side I usually slept on, and was cuddling my pillow to his chest, his face buried in the top of it. His curly hair—pink this week—was a mess on the top of his head, only serving to just make him look even more adorable.

      We’d met when my foreman and best friend, Jax, forced me into the only salon in town that took walk-ins to get my hair cut before his wedding six months ago. I’d put it off until the last minute—took too long, too. Because there were no barbershops available to fit me in.

      And there Brayden was, sweet as can be, bright blue curls dancing around his sweet, angel face as he spun to see who’d made the door jingle.

      I’d almost crashed to my knees at the sight of him.

      I hated being touched; trauma had fucked me up ten ways to Sunday in that capacity. Normally, if I allowed myself to even have sex, the guy I’d chosen for the night had to be tied up. Hence the reason I’d put off getting my hair cut for so long.

      But then Brayden had cheerfully rang out a hello, his gorgeous, baby blue eyes sweeping over me, his pale cheeks burning red with a blush that stole my fucking heart. And I’d been a goner. I’d let him lead me to his chair and cut my hair and trim my beard and mustache, shaping me up for my best friend’s wedding.

      And before I realized what I’d been doing, I’d asked Brayden to be my date. And the cute as fuck way he’d stuttered, tripping over a simple yes, had captured my soul.

      My sweet boy had wrecked me.

      A month after our date, I practically forced him to move in with me, though he’d had zero complaints. I’d paid to break his lease, leaving his credit clean. I needed my boy with me whenever I could have him near. And though sometimes I still wasn’t keen on being touched, I couldn’t deny him—not when he looked at me with those big blue eyes and that sweet, hopeful smile, his curls—whatever color they happened to be that day—bouncing around his face.

      Sighing softly, hating to leave him, especially when I knew beneath that comforter and sheet he was naked, his pretty little cock probably already waiting for me to grip him, I just brushed a light kiss to his lips, being careful not to wake him before I slipped from the room and headed into the kitchen to grab my lunch.

      And just like it had been since the first morning I’d woken up for work after he moved in with me, my lunch was waiting for me on the counter, packed with two sandwiches, a soda, a bottle of water, an apple, and three cookies.

      He really did take such damn good care of me.

      Wishing I had time to go upstairs and thank my boy properly, I quickly shook my head and left the house, making sure to snatch up my lunch bag as I went.

      I’d have plenty of time to thank my boy later tonight when we were both home and showered and no longer smelled like our jobs.
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      “Yo, boss, your boy is here!” one of my laborers called up to me.

      Immediately, I shoved my hammer back into my tool belt and hurried down the ladder, turning to face where Brayden was standing, a hopeful look in his eyes, that adorable smile on his face.

      “Daddy?” he called.

      My heart clenched at the name. It’d weirded my employees out at first, hearing a boy call me Daddy, but they quickly warmed up to it, especially when they saw just how shy and timid he was.

      It had slipped out of him one day, and when he’d panicked, thinking that wasn’t what I wanted, I’d proceeded to slowly fuck him into my mattress until the only words spilling from his beautiful lips included Daddy.

      “You okay, baby boy?” I asked, making my way to him. He was standing back from the construction area since he knew I’d rip him a new one for putting himself in danger. Fuck OSHA. I was the real nightmare when it came to his safety.

      He nodded. “Can we eat lunch together?”

      I glanced down at my watch and then back at my crew before whistling at them, grabbing their attention. “Lunch!” I shouted.

      You’d think I’d just announced strippers were coming to give us our own personal show with the enthusiasm with which they moved and put their tools down.

      Brayden reached for my hand and then stopped himself, looking up at me. “Can I, Daddy?”

      In answer, I grabbed his hand in mine. Since his hand was much smaller, I couldn’t comfortably link our fingers together. But I did completely envelop his hand in mine, giving it a gentle squeeze as I led him over to my truck.

      “My lunch, Daddy—”

      He squeaked when I grabbed his waist and lifted him onto the tailgate. I brushed my hands up his thighs—he was wearing a tight pair of skinny jeans today that he knew would drive me wild—and brushed my lips with his in a teasing kiss that left him pouting at me, wanting more. “Stay,” I ordered.

      He quickly nodded his head and began to swing his legs, watching me as I walked over to his car and grabbed his lunch out of the passenger seat. After I grabbed mine, I hopped up into the truck and then pulled him between my legs, my back resting against the back of the bed.

      “Comfy?” I asked him, handing him his food.

      He nodded. “Always comfortable with you, Daddy.”

      I brushed a light kiss to his neck in response.

      Touching him was easy some days. Others, when I hit lows, I struggled. But my boy never let me feel bad for what I couldn’t give him all the time. I knew he thrived on physical touch, but he always assured me he was okay and happy with whatever I could give him.

      “How come you didn’t let me know you were coming?” I asked him once my food was finished and he was lounging back against my chest, his eyes shut, my arms wrapped tightly around him.

      “Wanted to surprise you,” he said. “Zarrie is being a righteous bitch today, too, and I just needed my Daddy.”

      I rested my chin on the top of his head, anger stirring in my chest at the thought of someone ruining his day, even if it was his boss. “I’m always here if you need me,” I quietly reminded him.

      He turned his head and pressed a kiss to my arm, which I knew was dirty and sweaty, but he didn’t seem to mind.

      “I know, Daddy,” he said softly. “That’s why I came.”

      This boy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Brayden

      

      

      Zarrie scowled at me. “There’s still a piece of hair on the floor,” she griped, pointing at it. I clenched my hand around the broom, blinking back tears. I was so tired and frustrated. She was being so rude and mean today, and I didn’t understand why.

      Okay, maybe I did. I knew she’d caught her husband cheating, but God, did she have to take out her bad mood on everyone else?

      The news of her husband cheating had spread around the salon like wildfire when he’d had the audacity to come in with roses and her favorite food, begging for her forgiveness in front of all the clients we had in the shop. Her mood had only gotten worse after he did that. And I still had a small headache from all her screaming.

      “I’m working on it,” I quietly told her.

      She snatched the broom from my hand. “Just go home, Brayden,” she griped.

      Tears clogged my throat. I was a baby—sue me. My feelings always easily got hurt, and I hated it. I wanted to be like other guys and be able to stand my ground and tell her what a bitch she was being, but instead, I quickly rushed to the back, trying to hide my tears so she wouldn’t see them.

      Sniffling, I swiped my sleeve under my nose and grabbed my zebra print bag that Forrest had bought me two months ago as a random gift, shoving it onto my shoulder. Nessa suddenly stepped up and wrapped me in a hug, rubbing my back. Nessa was always so nice to me.

      “Go home and get some rest. Maybe tomorrow will be better,” she whispered.

      Sniffling, I nodded my head and quickly clocked out before leaving out the back door even faster. Once I was in my car, I texted Forrest like I always did, letting him know I was on my way home. He tracked the time—and sometimes my location—to make sure I was safe. And while I knew some people thought it was overbearing—like Nessa, for example, who was the closest thing I had to a best friend—I loved it. I loved that he took care of me like this.

      When I got home, I stared at the kitchen, knowing I should get dinner in the oven, but I just couldn’t seem to muster up the strength to do so. Instead, I just shot off my text to Forrest, letting him know I was home safe, locked the front door, and then trudged up the stairs to our room.

      Normally, I got a shower after I got dinner in the oven so I didn’t smell like hair chemicals, but I didn’t have the energy after the day I’d had today.

      My phone rang, breaking me from my thoughts. Forrest’s picture popped up on the screen. I quickly swiped my thumb across my phone, answering his call
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MY BOY WAS THE ONLY
PERSON ALLOWED TO
TOUCH ME.
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