It was one of those sweltering hot weekend mornings when a man had nothing better to do than sit outside in his jeans, feel himself sweat and wait for a breeze that wouldn’t come.  The sky was the prettiest blue he’d ever seen, not a single cloud in sight.  He loved days like this, and looked forward to viewing them from his own house once he finished it.  If all went well, it would be ready for him to move in by the end of the summer. 


Morgan Hudson tilted his chair back and closed his eyes.  Everyone was gone for the day, and the house seemed strangely quiet, not peaceful so much as empty.  He hoped he didn’t feel that way when he moved in.  Living with three brothers and a teenage nephew got a man used to chaos, especially his brothers.


Sawyer, the oldest, was the only doctor for miles around, and he had patients coming and going through the back office attached to the house all day long-sometimes even through the night.  It was one reason the brothers had all hung around together for so long.  Sawyer was an excellent father, but when Casey was little, they’d all pitched in to cover dad duty so the rigors of med school, and later being the town doc, didn’t overwhelm him.  It had been a pleasure.  


Jordan, his younger brother, was a vet, and that meant the house and yard were always filled with stray animals.  Morgan didn’t mind.  More often than not he got attached to the odd assortment of mangy, abandoned or just plain homely critters.  ‘Course, he didn’t tell Jordan that.


Gabe, the youngest brother, was a rascal, with no intention of settling down anytime soon.  And why should he when half the female populace of Buckhorn County, Kentucky would be bereft if he ever did?  The woman had spoiled Gabe something awful, and he indulged them all.  Gabe just plain loved women, young and old, sweet and sassy.  And they loved him back.


Casey, Sawyer’s son, was constant chatter.  He was at that awkward age of sixteen, half man, half kid, when females fascinated him, but then, so did driving and stretching his independence.  Casey, as well as the brothers, was thrilled when Sawyer decided to marry again, adding a female into the masculine mix.  The adjustment to Honey Malone had gone surprisingly smooth.  Morgan smiled.  Damn, but he liked Honey.   Mostly because the woman had snared his brother with a single look.   Sawyer had fought it, Morgan’d give him that, but it hadn’t done him a damn bit of good.  He’d gone head over arse in love with Honey almost from the first day.  And once Casey had decided he loved her, well, that had put a bow on the package.  Sawyer would do anything for that boy, so it was a good thing Casey had taken to Honey the way he had.  

Morgan wanted to have a son just like Casey some day- if he ever found a woman he wanted to marry.  At thirty-four, he figured he’d waited plenty long enough.  He almost had the house done, and he sure as hell was settled enough now, despite what his brothers thought.  He had a respectable job and plenty of money put away.  It was time for him to get on with his life, his hell-raising days long over.

A bird landed on the porch, right next to where Morgan’s bare foot was braced on the railing.  He cocked an eye open, whistled softly to the bird, then watched it take flight again.  Obviously the bird hadn’t known he was human-or else it’d thought he was dead.  With a grin, Morgan closed his eyes again.  He was like that, so still sometimes it set people on edge.  To Morgan, it was all about control, taking charge of his life and seeing that things fell into place.  He had the future mapped out, and he had not a single doubt that things would be just as he wanted them.  He controlled himself, he controlled his future.  


Whenever possible, he controlled those around him.

