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Brogan White heard a loud noise outside. He went over and looked out of the window. There was a large truck parked and it appeared that someone was moving in. Then he remembered – his property manager had called a couple of weeks ago to tell him that someone had rented the luxury apartment across the hall from his. It had been vacant for about two months, and Brogan was getting used to the peace and quiet. According to his property manager, the person renting the place had paid up the rent for a year, including the down payment. Brogan couldn’t wait to see who his new neighbor would be.

The moving company, Grommins, was a local one, which meant the new tenant was probably from the Atlanta area. He supposed he should have asked, he being the owner of the apartment. But that was the reason he turned everything over to the management company. He didn’t want to be bothered. 

He heard the back of the truck open. Brogan continued to spy. There were at least four guys outside. He recognized one of them. Funny, the guy resembled his producer, Lennox Young. But that was ridiculous because Lennox had his own bachelor pad on the other side of Buckhead near the mall. Brogan had been there several times for parties and Lennox seemed to love his new place, so he couldn’t be the one moving in. Maybe he was helping one of the other guys?

They were still moving whoever it was in by the time Brogan had to leave for a function at one of his restaurants. The moving truck was gone by the time he returned. 

Brogan walked into the hallway and was about to enter his own apartment when Lennox Young stepped out of the apartment across the hall. 

“Hey Bro,” Lennox said when he recognized him. He was dressed differently than usual. His producer was a fashionista and followed a lot of brands. Today, he was casually dressed in jeans, T-shirt, and sneakers. He was six feet tall, but shorter than Brogan by three inches. He was a good-looking fellow with black hair and green eyes. The two men slapped hands like old friends did.

“What are you doing here?” Brogan asked. Lennox knew he lived there, because they had filmed many episodes of his television show, Cooking with Brogan, here. 

“I’m helping my brother move in.”

“Did I mention that I had an available apartment in this building?” Brogan asked.

“No, I don’t think so. He found it through a real estate company. Imagine my surprise when we rolled up here this morning.”

“Did you tell him that I lived across the hall from him?”

“Not exactly. I didn’t mention your name, just that you were someone I worked with.”

“I didn’t know you had a brother,” Brogan said.

Lennox frowned at him. “I have three brothers, all younger than me. Ryder is twenty-five.”

“And you’ve rented the apartment for him.” It would make sense since apartments like these didn’t come cheap, and Lennox was rich.

“No, I don’t need my family to support me,” someone said behind him.

Brogan turned and looked in the direction of the voice. There was this guy way younger than him with silky black hair, light green eyes, and a face too delicate and beautiful to be real. His skin was so pale it seemed he hadn’t seen daylight in a long time. But strange enough, he seemed familiar. Like they had met before.

“Brogan White, I’d like you to meet my very rich and very independent younger brother, Ryder Young,” Lennox said.

“Why does his name sound familiar,” both Brogan and Ryder asked at the same time. 

Lennox chuckled. “Because both of you are YouTube stars. Brogan is a professional chef. I produce his television show, Cooking with Brogan, and his YouTube Channel, Let’s Eat.”

“Oh,” Ryder said.

“Have you ever heard of me?” Brogan asked Ryder.

Ryder nodded. “Arrogant narcissist who argues and fusses with anyone who doesn’t agree with him. Thinks he’s God’s greatest gift to women and self-imposed best cook in the world.”

“Why you little...” Brogan took a step toward Ryder.

“Brogan don’t,” Lennox shouted.

Too late. Before he knew it the cutie with the face of an angel had flipped him on his back and was sitting on top of him.

“Brogan, meet my professionally trained martial artist younger brother, also known as video reactor Rough Ryder.”

“He’s that guy?” Brogan asked as he checked on the bod of the babe on his stomach. He was a shortie, maybe five-eight or nine, and couldn’t have weighed more than one hundred and fifty pounds soaking wet.

“You’ve heard of him?” Lennox asked.

“Yeah, loud mouth with a vocabulary of a seasoned sailor. Thinks he’s an authority on everything. Yeah, we’ve met in my comments before.” Brogan dumped Ryder on his butt, then got to his feet.

“That’s not the real Ryder,” Lennox said. “That’s his on-line persona.” He helped his brother up. “He’s really a sweet guy, an introvert. You’ll hardly know he’s here.”

Brogan doubted that. He continued to check Ryder out. “You said you have two other brothers?”

“Yes, fifteen-year-old twins, Lance, and Leonard. Ryder practically raised them.”

“Are they as opinionated as his is?” Brogan asked.

Ryder rolled those beautiful eyes at him. Them babies smoked, with lashes so long they dusted his cheeks.

“No,” Lennox answered. 

“They’re taller than me now, but I can still handle them,” Ryder said, checking Brogan out. 

“That’s not hard to do,” Brogan said. Lennox and Brogan had Ryder between them, and they dwarfed him. “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

Ryder moved away, went around Lennox, and entered his apartment.

“He’s a cutie,” Brogan said to Lennox.

“You think so?”

Brogan nodded. “Is he really a martial artist?”

“Yes, but he doesn’t compete anymore since he’s discovered social media.”

“Is he single?”

“Why?” Lennox asked.

“Just asking.”

“Yes. Why, are you interested?”

“Maybe,” Brogan said. “You know how I like a challenge.”

Lennox laughed. “Your funeral.” He walked off and entered the apartment, leaving Brogan to wonder what he meant.
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Brogan didn’t know why he’d agreed to go out drinking with his friends and some of his crew after work. They had just finished up filming. It had been a long day, filled with problems, but eventually they were able to get through his video on how to make his version of lasagna soup, which was the current rage on TikTok.

Lennox had dropped him off because Brogan had had one too many White Russians. Lennox was usually the designated driver at these functions since he hardly ever drank anything but imported water or diet soda. It wasn’t that he didn’t drink alcohol, but he was just trying to be a good producer, looking out for his people.

Lennox waited until he was safely up the stairs and in the door before driving off.

He heard a loud squall, kind of like alley cats mating as soon as he entered. “What the fuck?” Brogan continued walking, well actually staggering through the hall toward his apartment. The sound grew louder as he neared. There was something at his door. Brogan tried to focus. He didn’t remember ordering anything lately. The cat mating sound continued. He made it to his door. It looked like some kind of carrier. No, it was an infant car seat. There was that sound again. Brogan looked down. The seat was moving. He maneuvered his way down and moved aside the blanket covering the opening. A baby appeared. “Oh shit.” Next to the seat was a diaper bag. Brogan spotted two legal sized envelopes next to the baby. He hated to get his fingerprints on anything in case some kind of crime had been committed. Why would someone leave a baby, of all things, by his door? As far as he could tell he had no paternal skills whatsoever. He was the baby of the family, and he’d had very little interaction with his niece or nephews. It had to be a joke. 

Brogan picked up the envelopes. Both were addressed to him. 

The baby continued to cry.

Brogan heard a door open. There were only two apartments in the building, so it had to be....”

“Ooh a baby,” his neighbor and nemesis Ryder Young squealed. “Is he yours?”

“How do you know it’s a boy? And no, I don’t have any kids. Why is he crying?”

Ryder took a small bottle of hand sanitizer out of his pocket, squeezed some into his hand, then rubbed them together. Then he bent over.

“Oh!” Even under the influence he knew a great behind when he saw one. Oh, why is my cock swelling?

Ryder straightened up. When he did, he had the baby nestled in the crook of his arm and it had stopped crying. “To answer the question, I know he’s a boy because he’s all decked out in blue and not pink like some girl.”

Brogan cleared his throat. “You have on a pink shirt.”

“I’m a grown man. Mind your business,” his neighbor with the bad attitude said. He unzipped the onesie the child was wearing and felt around. “And the reason he’s crying is because he’s wet. Soaking to be exact. And why isn’t he dressed more warmly? And who in their right mind would leave their child with you?”

“What’s wrong with me?” Brogan asked.

“You’ve been drinking. You smell like you’ve fell in a vat of gin.”

“White Russians are made with vodka,” Brogan said. “I’m not babysitting. I found him when I came home.”

“Someone left a baby at your door? Did they leave a note?”

“Could it be that this child is yours and was left at the wrong door?” Brogan asked. 

“Not in a million years,” Ryder mumbled.

Brogan smirked. He already knew that Ryder played for the other team. But that didn’t matter, sometimes he did too.  He opened the first envelope and pulled out the letter. It was from Victoria Kelly. He absently began reading it out loud.  “Dear Brogan. This is your son Brogan Quinn White, Jr.”

“Ooh,” Ryder said. “He is yours.”

Brogan stared daggers at Ryder. “He is not.”

“Do you know the mother?” Ryder asked as he rocked the baby gently in his arms.

“Yes. She and I dated, but I haven’t seen her....”

“In at least a year,” Ryder answered for him.

“Yes. How do you know that?”

“Baby looks to be about three months old. Add nine months of pregnancy. Twelve months equal a year.”

Brogan didn’t respond and continued to read. “Apparently she’s tired of being a single parent.” He opened the other letter. “Shit.”

“What is it?” Ryder asked.

“A summons from the Atlanta Office of Social Services. I’ve been invited there for a paternity test.”

“When?” Ryder asked.

“Monday morning. Shit. That’s three days away. What am I supposed to do with this baby until then?”

“Well, you can change his diaper for starters. Did the mother leave a phone number?”

Brogan looked at the letter again and read a part out loud. “I’m tired of being a single parent and life.”

“That’s odd,” Ryder said. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“How should I know? Victoria had mental issues. That’s one of the reasons we broke up.”

“What type of issues?” Ryder asked.

“She was bipolar and suffered from paranoid schizophrenia. And I think she was depressed.”

“Damn, that’s a lot. Did you have sex with her before?”

“Yes,” Brogan answered without thinking. “Why?”

“Then it’s a possibility that Quinn is your son.”

“Yes, his name is Brogan,” Brogan said as he unlocked the door.

“No, you’re Brogan. Quinn fits him better.”

“Do you know how to change a diaper?” Brogan asked.

“Yes. Ooh!”

Brogan snatched Ryder, the carrier and diaper bag inside and somehow managed to lock the door.
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Brogan’s apartment was decorated a thousand
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