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Logan:
“I see the way Brooke has been eyeing me. Since he’s joined the Wounded Inked motorcycle club, he hasn’t said a word, but his eyes follow me when I hike my leg to get on my bike, and when I’m sitting talking to one of the guys. Morgan says he’s off limits, because Brooke is his best friend, and although I had a crush on him in my teens and early twenties, I think I got over him when I reached twenty-five. He never showed me the least bit of interest when we were growing up, and I wonder why all the interest now?”


Brooke:
“It’s hard being a gay man and trying to find the love of your life. I missed all the cues with Logan and now that I want to approach him, I’m afraid, because he’s too cocky, too into himself, and at his age and his sex appeal where all the men in this MC club, straight and gay, are hoping to claim his attention, not to mention claim him as their own. I wonder if it’s too late for me?”
This book has fake boyfriend, friends to lovers, and HEA.
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Chapter 1

Morgan 
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When I opened the door to that place I called home, I heard another door close with a bang in the back of our bike shop. I glanced around the room where I once slept, peering at an empty bed with a soiled sheet, looking where my son had slept, my child. Even I had been surprised by the state of the place now that I had seen it with different eyes, and how Blake had pictured it when he first opened the door. 

Standing in one place, I did wonder how anyone could live here under these circumstances. A cement floor, and an old ratty rug leading into the shower and toilet area. One small shower, one sink, and a toilet I hadn’t cleaned in weeks or months.  

What the fuck was I thinking? Another awakening that should have occurred sooner than later. I wasn’t thinking, and perhaps I didn’t care. Yes, that was it. I didn’t care about myself and my life, and I hadn’t in years. 

Now that I’d been partially sober for months, I saw myself clearly now as the saying went. 

I strode over to the bed, and it was empty, and in the child’s place lay a neatly written note. I reached for the paper lying on the bed, a pen holding it down thrown as carelessly as I had tossed my pants and shirts and underwear on the floor. 

In other words, this backroom was a mess, I was a mess, and that was being kind. It looked like a pigsty, and at first sight and after watching with clear eyes and a somewhat clear head, I finally saw what the women who woke up with me and my brother’s observations realized—here was no place for anyone who thought better of himself or herself, who had any kind of dignity. 

Through my constant drinking, I couldn’t see who I’d become—my father in his last years of his life. I had tried to forget the place he’d lived in when my mother finally took her boys to protect them. I was the one who tried to care for him, who tried to clean up the place, so I could sleep at night to be able to cook for my father when he needed me. 

I didn’t blame Jack for wanting to distant himself from our father. Maybe he thought he’d end up like him, but it was me who was walking down that road, and would have crossed a line I’d never be able to turn around and run from. It was then seeing my father as a hopeless drunk, I realized I had to get sober, but it was Blake’s caring that caused me to do something about it. 

I drew in a deep breath, then I began to read the letter. 

Morgan, Blake wrote. 

This isn’t good, I thought. He only called me Mr. Sin before, and I’d gotten used to that name, especially if it came from him, the man I loved, but how could anyone love me after seeing this I questioned, taking my mind away from the letter. 

Holding it in my hand, I stared at the words on the paper before I read it aloud. I was afraid of what it would say, but I had to find out what had happened to my son. I thought I knew where he was, but I didn’t understand why Blake would take him without my permission. And why not? I wasn’t fit to be anyone’s parent, but damnit, he was mine, and Blake had no right. I sat at the foot of the bed, and once again I tried reading the letter, and this time I read it straight through. 

––––––––
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Morgan, 

I am truly disappointed in what I’ve seen tonight. I took your son to feed him, because he looked thin, and he asked for something to eat. Furthermore, I’m bringing him with me, because he deserves a place where he can be comfortable and has a clean bed. 

He didn’t deserve to wake up in a place like this, and in a bed obvious wasn’t suited for a child. I realized early you’d used it for more than sleeping. Don’t you think your son merits a home better than this?  

A mother who deserts him, and a father who doesn’t know he is alive. 

When you have taken the time to clean up this place you called a home, and a bed that looks like you would be better off sleeping on the floor, then come and get him. Right now, he needs a clean bed and someone to care for him. When he realizes his mother is no longer there to comfort him, then he will require someone gentle and loving, and children to play with, and that’s why I called Parker to pick me up here. I knew you would object, because it appears some of the Morgan men don’t know how to accept responsibilities, and aren’t aware of what children require, therefore, I think he would be better with me for now. 

Blake

I heard another door open, and when I turned, hoping Blake had changed his mind, there was Jack standing glaring at me. “So, what do you think?” he asked. 

“I think you shouldn’t have placed him in this room and on this bed. You could have called Oliver over to pick him up where he could have a decent place to wake up in.” 

“Where is your boy?” Jack questioned, turning around, then walking to the makeshift bed. 

I closed my eyes for a second, tightened my jaw, and offered Blake’s letter to Jack to read. Jack expectantly grabbed it and read it, then dropped it on the bed. “Well, what do you want me to do about this? Blake has him, and Blake appears to be level-headed and a nice guy. He’ll take care of him.” 

“What do I do now, Jack?” That was a stupid question to ask a man about raising a child, who seemed oblivious to anything but his own well-being, and Oliver.  

“Wasn’t I asking you the same thing a day ago? You had no answers for me then, and I’ll be damned if I know what to do next. This is new—” Jack turned to me, and this time he wasn’t laughing, because he’d found himself in the same predicament, where his only problem was finances. Mine were both. I had no place for the boy to lay his head, and I’d probably have to borrow money to feed him, and asking Blake was out of the question. If I had no money to take care of my son, I had even less to take care of myself. 

I’d depended on Jack for the extra work, because my security business wasn’t bringing in what I’d expected, and if I took jobs out of town, I now had a child to take care of. 

I’m double-fucked.  

“You had time, Jack, to prepare for this kind of thing—” 

“What? Two days? No one can prepare for a child in two days. Even some straight dudes have nine months to get used to the idea there will be another mouth to feed,” he barked. “Children are an overwhelming responsibility, and I’m not equipped for it. I never wanted children, and I never fathomed Nicole would do that to us.” 

“How do you think I feel about this, Jack? I didn’t even know there was a child in my future. You knew that Oliver would have to pay child support once you and he were together. Don’t tell me you never considered this.” 

“In your case, a worker bee like you should have known about the birds and the bees before you traipsed around pollinating every flower that opened up to you without a condom.” 

“Blow me... and stop talking to me like I’m a child. You’re not mother having one of her talks with us. This is serious shit, and I wouldn’t go around being self-serving, because your problems have just begun, Jack. At least I know what mine are, but you’re hoping Nicole has second thoughts, so you can live happily ever after.” 

In this world of uncertainty, all you can do is take your happiness where you find it. It’s day to day, and Jack and I had a good run living with our heads in the clouds.   

“I see you want the truth, raw, like a man... Well, Morgan you should have taken precautions. You do it with Blake I suppose, and you should have done this before, but you were too fucking high to care—” 

“But, now I care.” 

“Tough shit. It’s too late brother. The livestock is out of the barn, and now you’re locking the door?” Jack shook his head. “You’d better get over to Blake’s and come up with a plan, and pray he doesn’t leave you, because he doesn’t want a child. If so, then you’re fucked, Morgan.” 

“He wants me. Why wouldn’t he?” I questioned. 

“Look around you. If Oliver lived like you, I would have gone the other way—” 

“That’s because he had a woman to clean up after his mess. Now let’s see what’s going to happen now, who’s going to do the cooking and cleaning? You’ve never even changed a dirty diaper—” 

“And neither have you.” 

“Don’t tell me my son isn’t potty trained.” I didn’t know anything about the child, and now, thanks to Blake, I hadn’t seen him either. “I’d better get over to Blake’s, but I need time to figure this one out.”

“Take all the time in the world, you’ll need it.” Jack smiled, because he knew the adage that misery loved company. When Jack headed for the door, I was trying to pick up around the place. Like he said, The horses are out of the barn. 

Jack paused before he exited the room. “No amount of cleaning this place up will do. It’s not livable for you, let alone a child who walks and picks up all kinds of things and places them in his mouth.” 

Nevertheless, I cleared away all the stuff women had left behind when they’d tried to sneak out on me. I gathered a large black bag, and threw bras and panties inside, and some unmentionables that even I didn’t want to mention, which had been dropped carelessly around the place that I never saw until now. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

Blake
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When I rushed out of the nearest door to avoid Morgan, I found the back door, clutching Junior in my hands, holding him to my chest when he woke, gazed into my eyes, and I knew he heard my heartbeat, as if I was doing something wrong, and I had. I had kidnapped Morgan’s child, and I didn’t want to face him, because I thought the child would end up in a place like that. I assumed Morgan didn’t want the responsibility of a child, and I was ready to take on that responsibility if this was his child, and it meant I could have Morgan.

I really didn’t know what the fuck got into me, but I saw disaster for this young boy, and my instincts were to save him—save him from an unstable father, and a mother who thought she had done the right thing by handing him over to his father.   

Clearly, I wasn’t thinking straight. I just looked at the small child sleeping in a filthy room, and all I could see was this child’s future. I didn’t know about his past, but as I held on to him with one arm, and I opened the back door, I turned and met Morgan’s confused eyes. I rushed through the other door, and slammed it behind me. 

Junior closed his eyes once outside in the fresh air, placed his head against my shoulder as I hoisted him into my arms as he glared up at me with the largest blue eyes. He was Morgan’s no doubt. It was written all over his beautiful little face, with his dark thick hair as a halo framing his face. 

If I hadn’t been so impulsive and considered the move I’d made, then giving Morgan time to see his son, he would have seen what I saw. There wasn’t a doubt that this child was Morgan’s child, but I didn’t, and now I was regretting my decision as I sprinted, not looking back as I heard Morgan call out my name. Not turning around to engage him, I hopped into Parker’s Jeep waiting in the parking lot.

Parker sat for a moment, and I screamed, “Drive.” 

Parker turned and glared at the baby, and said, “No. I don’t want to know.” Then, he took off burning rubber, turned left and then right into the street heading to the subdivision where I was temporarily living. 

“Now, I want to know. Did you kidnap a child?” 

“Yes.” 

“Don’t worry, we can get you a good lawyer. You can pay for the best. Not one in Sand Hill Lakes, but one out of Manhattan. You won’t have to do a day in jail. A few hours at most. You know the ones, you’re from New York,” Parker said, his voice breaking. I watched as Parker’s hands trembled, and his grip on the steering wheel grew tight, and he was driving over the speed limit. 

“Slow down, Parker—” I instructed when I caught my breath.   

“We have to get out of the area before they realize it was you who kidnapped... what is it a boy or girl?” 

“Boy,” I said. “Does it matter?” 

“That’s not good, and of course it matters,” Parker said. “You know how men are about their sons. When they find out that it’s you, then I’m complicit in this crime as well. I can’t go to jail, I’ll be someone’s slut, someone’s bitch. They’ll take away my children, and Tony will leave me—”  

“Calm down, Parker. No one’s making you their bitch, at least not today. The child’s Morgan’s.”

“Morgan Sinclair? Then, my life is over as I know it. That man has been trying to break me and Tony up from the day I set eyes on him.”  

I didn’t ask him anything, because he went on and on about his culpability in the child napping, and how he was sure Morgan would press charges, then Parker relaxed, and came up with one of his theories. “That is if he doesn’t want the baby anyway. A man like Morgan, he’s probably glad someone took the child, and especially you. That relinquishes him of the responsibility of being a father—"

“If you had seen Morgan’s face.” A block away from the house where I now lived, in front of new construction, Parker pulled in front and parked.

“Now, say exactly what you just said. Tell me the whole story,” Parker asked. 

“The child I have here is Morgan’s son.” Parker put his feet on the gas and took off again, and this time pulled into my garage after opening it, and closed the garage door. Parker was out of the car, had the door to the kitchen opened, and had a beer for me and one for himself by the time I strode into the house with Morgan’s child in my arms. 

“He’s just like his father, he can sleep through anything,” Parker said, his body relaxed and his hands steady. I raised my hand to stop the conversation. 

“I’m going to lay him down, and hold that thought.” When I laid the little boy on a clean freshly made bed, and covered him, he opened his eyes looked at me and then at his surroundings, perhaps he knew he was in good hands, and I supposed he didn’t feel threatened as he went back to sleep, and that was when I headed back to the kitchen.  

On returning to Parker, I discovered he’d finished off that beer and was on to his second. I joined him and took a mouthful before letting Parker in on what had transpired inside the motorcycle shop, then we moved closer to the area where the baby lay, where I could keep
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