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        Sebastian had never been so drawn to a woman in his thirty-four years. Oh, he's felt instant lust more times than he cares to remember. However, something about Carla piques his interest, and he can't get her out of his head, which is where she should be given that she is dating his brother.

      

        

      
        Carla has been pretending to date Ramon for a while now in order to dodge her abusive ex and keep Ramon's family off his back. They'd been friends for a few years, so it was only natural for them to help each other out, but she didn't expect to fall for Ramon's brother, Sebastian.

      

        

      
        Catch up with the McKenzies as they welcome twins into their family.
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      Sebastian

      Lily looked stunning as she walked down the aisle toward my extremely nervous brother, Michael.

      My brothers and I had spent most of the day teasing Michael, which probably didn't help his nerves.

      A grin spread across my face as I watched the reception crowd. I thought back to earlier in the day when the four of us had teased Michael about Lily getting cold feet and running, his lips tight with frustration.

      Michael had gone white and dropped rather abruptly onto the chair behind him. Lucien made for the exit before Michael could react to our teasing. Michael asked him where he was going. Laughter filled the room when Lucien replied, "To ask Lily to run off with me," and Michael's face changed from white to red.

      Eventually, Mom appeared and hit us all on the back of the head like she used to when we were kids. Her calming presence put a stop to the teasing. Even though the five of us towered over her these days, Mom still had it in her to keep us all in order.

      You only had to look at Lily and Michael to see how much she loved him. They were "it" for each other. With Lily being pregnant, that was a bonus. I was looking forward to being an uncle.

      Spotting Lily alone for the first time that day, I walked over to her. "Hey, beautiful." She really was beautiful, with her hair swept up and pearls in her ears and around her neck.

      "Sebastian, you look handsome," she replied, wrapping her arms around my waist, and giving me a quick hug.

      Stepping back, she continues to look at me, her forehead creasing in concentration. I shift under her gaze and smooth the creases of my shirt. I’d taken my jacket off, leaving me in the white silk shirt Lily had instructed us all to wear. Not that I'm complaining. Without the jacket, the shirt shows off my abs, which I got from hard work on our company's job sites, McKenzie Holdings.

      I narrow my eyes and stare back at Lily, hoping to break her concentrated gaze. “Are you eyeing me up?” I ask, grinning.

      "Yep. I’m trying to decide who I need to introduce you to," she said, grinning as I scanned the crowd around us.

      "No, you're not going to introduce me to..." I trail off, my gaze stopping on a woman across the way. "Her."

      My breath catches in my chest as she emerges from the marquee — if you could call it emerging. She practically floats with grace and elegance. She’s breathtaking! She's one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen, with a tall, slim build and full breasts that accentuate her hourglass figure. Her long, dark hair cascades down her back and over her shoulders in curls.

      “Ah, Sebastian.”

      "Who's she here with?" I urgently ask. I need to know. "Lily, who is that bodacious babe with?"

      I wince at my tone. I’ve never been so desperate to meet someone, especially a woman who seems so committed.

      Lily snickers. "Did you just call her a bodacious babe? How old are you? Seventeen!"

      “Trust me, no horny seventeen-year-old boy would think of doing what I’m thinking of doing to her.” I'm not going to say what I want to do to her in front of Lily. Michael would kill me if I said any of that to his wife.

      "Bodacious!"

      "Bill and Ted's," I reply, not really listening.

      “What?”

      "Never mind. You haven’t said who she’s with.” As I talk, I fight the urge to walk over and pull her to me. Instead, I watch her cross the lawn in front of us.

      "You need to keep your zipper up. She’s here with Ramon.”

      Ice splashes through my veins as I look at Lily. Her eyes sparkle with mirth, but the curve of her lips makes me realize she’s serious.

      "How can she be with Ramon?" That wasn't possible.

      Michael has come up behind us. "Well, I guess our brother is finally serious about someone, and Lucien needs to get his facts straight in the future." Michael wraps his arms around Lily.

      I grind my teeth as I think about this new problem—one I never expected to have. "She can't be with him. Are you sure?”

      "I'm sorry, but she is," Lily tells me, sympathy clear in her eyes as she tilts her head to the side.

      Ramon’s girlfriend is walking toward me, and all I can do is wait, frozen to the spot.
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      Carla

      As I walk out of the marquee, I glance around the yard, looking for Ramon. Where did he disappear to? I sigh and give up the search.

      My gaze falls on the bride, who is standing with her new husband and the same attractive man who had been standing with the groom during the ceremony. I assume he's Michael and Ramon’s brother, but I’m not sure which one. I know he isn’t Lucien because I met him when I arrived. So, he must be Ruben or Sebastian. I can’t explain my sudden interest in him. No matter how hard I try, I can’t keep my eyes off him.

      Before I can look away, I feel myself being drawn toward him. He hasn’t taken his eyes off me, which makes me nervous and sends tingles to places they shouldn't go, considering I’m with his brother.

      When I’m a few feet away from Lily, Michael, and the attractive man, I force myself to look at Lily. “Hi, Lily. Do you know where Ramon is?”

      "I haven't seen him in a while."

      She looks to her husband, then back to me. The entire time, I can feel the guy's gaze burning right through me.

      "Let me introduce you to Sebastian, Michael's brother. Sebastian, this is Carla.”

      I turn toward him and freeze. His dark eyes hold mine in some sort of trance, making it impossible to look away.

      He leans forward and takes my hand in his. "Carla, it's a pleasure to meet you," he purrs, his voice melting my insides. "Are you really with Ramon?"

      His question snaps me back to reality, and I take a small step back. What the hell am I doing, being drawn in by Ramon’s brother? My life is complicated enough without Sebastian adding to it. "It's great to meet you, but I'd better find Ramon," I murmur, turning quickly on my heels and dashing away.

      What am I doing? I chide myself, but I can’t slow my pace as I flee from Sebastian and the feelings he evokes in me. I pray he doesn’t follow me because I’m not sure I have the strength to resist throwing myself at him. He has turned me inside out.

      Back inside the marquee, I grab a glass of champagne, quickly gulping it down before grabbing another. Toward the back left, I spot an empty table and make my way to it, hoping to hide there for a while. Maybe I’ll even spot Ramon from my perch.

      The ceremony was beautiful, and Lily looked stunning in her wedding gown. She really was a glowing bride. When Michael saw Lily walking down the aisle, I noticed unshed tears in his eyes.

      I wanted someone to love me unconditionally one day. I want someone I can love with my entire being. I wanted someone who would look at me the way Michael always looked at Lily—Sebastian.

      I shake his image from my head. It won't do me any good to keep thinking about him. Instead, I smile at the memory of being in the ranch house with Ramon when the wedding cake arrived, much to Michael’s embarrassment. I spent about an hour trying to figure out why a wedding cake would embarrass the groom. The cake had four layers, and there were scarves made of confectioners' sugar around the base of each one. There was nothing embarrassing about it, and even Ramon wasn’t sure why Michael was uncomfortable. I finally found out that there was something more to the cake, or rather, to the scarves. Lily snickered when she told me. Her only words were, "It was the scarves, and you should use your imagination."

      My cheeks heat as I think of all the things I could do with a set of scarves. The heat intensifies as I imagine Sebastian as my accomplice.

      "Carla, I've been looking for you. I’m just going to help Ruben finish getting his car sorted, and then we’ll leave. Is that okay?" Ramon quickly asks, startling me and dissipating my fantasy with wisps of guilt.

      "Yes, that's fine," I say to his retreating back.

      The band hired for the occasion is very good and has certainly entertained the guests, young and old alike. They have now started playing slower, romantic songs for the more amorous guests.

      Michael leads Lily onto the dance floor and takes her into his arms as the singer announces that it’s the last dance of the evening. He starts singing “I Don’t Want to Miss a Thing,” the original version of which was sung by Aerosmith.

      I smile and stand up to leave, practically walking into Sebastian. I look into his eyes, unable to look away. I'm frozen to the spot.

      "Dance with me, Carla. I know you’re with my brother. I don’t like it, but I’ll respect it. Please, just one dance.”

      Without waiting for a response, he steps close, places one hand on my hip, and caresses my face with the other.

      I inhale, rubbing my cheek against his palm, and a shiver runs through my body. I need to leave quickly because I want to stay here with this man. However, I won’t break my promise to Ramon. After everything he’s done for me, I just can’t let him down. He’s counting on me.
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      Carla

      What the hell is wrong with me? I curse. Here I am, hiding like a naughty child in the pantry and wishing I could disappear. Even better, I wish I hadn't agreed to come today, but then I would've upset Lily.

      It isn't fair! I stomp my foot, turn around abruptly, and begin pacing back and forth, trying to remember why I came into the pantry in the first place. I take a deep, calming breath and lean against the pantry shelf. Get it together, Carla! You’re here for Lily.

      I’ve become friends with Lily and her friend Sylvia over the past five months. The last thing I want to do is let Lily down, especially since she’s so emotional, partly due to her pregnancy hormones.

      I’ve witnessed Lily have a few emotional outbursts, which have been amusing at times. I've watched Michael, Lucien, and occasionally Ramon trying to hug and comfort her. There was no way I could have missed today, even if I’d had warning that he was going to be here.

      After all, it is Lily’s baby shower. Pippa is holding the event at the McKenzie ranch. Baby showers are supposed to be for women, right? The men are supposed to do something else, pat Michael on the back, and congratulate him on knocking Lily up. But not the McKenzie men. Michael is standing guard over Lily while everyone else fusses around her, waiting for his brothers to arrive.

      Thanks to Ramon, I have about ten minutes before they arrive, which is why I’m hiding in the pantry. To be honest, I'm not hiding from the McKenzie men in general, but from one in particular. Sebastian.

      Ever since Lily and Michael’s wedding, I haven't been able to stop thinking about him. When I think about him, I always end up feeling hot and bothered, longing for him so intensely that I don't know what to do.

      Every other week, Ramon takes me to his parents' house for Sunday lunch so I can relax with his family. Except it isn't relaxing for me. It means that every two weeks, I must endure being close to Sebastian without touching him. He always keeps his distance, which I know is for the best. But that doesn't stop the flare of jealousy or the twinge of pain in my heart when he looks at me, his smile slipping, and he turns cold and aloof. A few times, I’ve excused myself and disappeared into the bathroom to pull myself together and dab at my eyes.

      I’ve caught Lily watching me a couple of times, and I know she realizes there’s something strange between Ramon and me. I’m just surprised she hasn't asked anything because it's unlike her to stay quiet.

      I sigh and glance at the shelves, hoping for an answer or at least finding the item I’m looking for. Despite my feelings for Sebastian, I love Ramon. He is my best friend and has been for years. I met him when he was working on a McKenzie project in Canada. My brother met him and introduced him to me. The three of us hit it off right away. Despite knowing Ramon for years, I only recently met his family while preparing for Lily and Michael’s wedding.

      I was surprised when I first met Ramon’s family because none of them knew who I was. When Ramon told them he’d known me for years, they all looked skeptical. I couldn't really blame them. I suspected he hadn’t mentioned me to them before because of his connection to my brother, Noah. It would have been awkward, considering what I suspect.

      Neither Ramon nor I know where my brother has gone. One minute, everything seemed to be going well, and the next, he just left Lexington without saying anything to Ramon or leaving me a message. I was still in Canada at the time, and he didn't come home or call to let me know he was okay.

      I shudder at the thought. My life in Canada hadn't been great. I fled the country after an ex-boyfriend beat me up while I was looking for my brother. Two weeks later, I arrived in Lexington covered in bruises with stitches above my eyebrow. I’d hoped my brother was in Lexington to help me, but when I arrived at Ramon’s, my brother was nowhere to be found.

      Ramon took me in, and we came to a twelve-month agreement.

      I would live with him for a year and pretend to be his girlfriend. I can’t figure out why he needs a pretend girlfriend though. Noah and Ramon had shared enough women when they were together in Canada, so that couldn’t be the problem.

      Idly running my fingers over a can of peas, I pondered the relationship between Ramon and my brother. I know without a doubt that Ramon misses my brother. I sometimes wonder if there was something more between them because Ramon seems angrier that Noah disappeared than a concerned friend would be.

      Noah is a whole other problem. He might not be around, but I worry about him daily. All I can do is hope he’s okay because I refuse to think otherwise.

      Ramon has been supportive, and it’s clear that he’s worried about Noah. He even hired a private investigator about eight months ago, but there hasn't been any trace of my brother yet.

      Sighing, I look out the window to my right and see my reflection. I reach up and touch a dark curl that has come loose from the clips holding most of my hair on top of my head. I haven't bothered with makeup except for the pink lip gloss I've slathered on my plump lips. Ramon told me I look sultry. Whatever that means.

      I slide my hand down the fine silk of my wrap dress. The dress caresses my curves, and my high heels make my legs look great. Unfortunately, I haven’t dressed for Sebastian. Had I known he was going to be here, I would have worn more clothes. The first chance he gets, Sebastian will probably say something cutting about my appearance, which will send a dagger of pain straight through me.

      With a heavy heart, I realize that I can’t stay hidden in the pantry all day, but maybe I can get away with staying a few more minutes.
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      Sebastian

      Why am I hesitating to attend Lily’s baby shower? It's the hundredth time I've asked myself, but I know the answer—Carla. After one meeting at my brother’s wedding, I couldn't forget her. Every time I close my eyes, I see her smiling at me the way she has over the past few months whenever she catches me at a weak moment. Other times, it’s more like a scowl.

      I can’t blame her, really. I go out of my way to avoid her every time we meet, and when we’re brought together, I hardly speak to her. I’m an idiot. I’m in my thirties, yet I'm acting like an embarrassed teenage boy with his first crush.

      It really eats at me that she’s with my brother. Regardless of whether she stays with Ramon—which isn't likely, given the way she reacts to me—I can’t date her. When we were in our early twenties, we made a pact to never date a brother's ex. It's a pact we've kept all these years. Fuck.

      Jumping down from the fence, I turned to make my way back to my parents' house, having detoured upon arrival to avoid going in.

      When I climbed out of Ruben’s truck, he and Ramon gave me strange looks, but whatever. We were supposed to meet Michael at his house after he got back from dropping Lily off at the ranch. However, my besotted brother decided to do things differently and insisted on staying with Lily.

      As I trudge up the steps to the porch, my feet feel like lead. I don’t want to go inside, but I know I must. I know that I’ll seek her out and speak to her, which always takes a lot of my energy. I’m afraid that if I get to know her better, she’ll get under my skin even more than she already has. I’m tired of staying away from her. In fact, I’m exhausted. Starting today, I’m going to talk to her like an adult instead of a lovesick fool.

      I stumble on that thought. Hell no! There's no way in hell I can be in love with Carla. I don't do love like my sap of a brother. No way in hell.

      After the baby shower, I’ll hang out at Kenza and get laid. That's all I need—a release from the tension that's taken hold of me since I met her. I don't want a nameless fuck. I want my brother’s woman. What kind of bastard does that make me?

      How sick am I? It's been five months since I last had sex. I've tried, but every woman who threw herself at me just wasn't good enough. I always ended up at home, pumping my fist around my shaft as I thought about Carla playing dirty games. I break out in a sweat just thinking about it. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve masturbated to the image of Carla, each time leaving me more frustrated than the last.

      I can’t figure out what’s going on between Carla and my brother. She lives with Ramon, which doesn't sit well with me, given my obsession with her. But they never act like a couple in love—not like Michael and Lily.

      As I reach the door, I run my hands over my face, a physical reminder that I’m putting a mask back on. As I run my hands through my already messy hair, I sigh with a heavy heart and brace myself to face Carla. Just as I’m about to push my way inside, the screen door flies open, narrowly missing hitting me. "What the hell?" I mutter, unsure if I’m cursing myself for being distracted or Ramon for rushing through the door.

      “Sorry,” Ramon grins, apologizing but looking anything but sorry.

      "Yeah, right," I mutter under my breath as I push past him and enter the foyer of my parents' ranch house. It's the house I still consider home, even after living alone for ten or eleven years.

      "Sebastian, you're here. I asked Ramon to go look for you.” Lily walks toward me—or rather, waddles.

      A quick glance at my brother causes the grin I’ve been trying to suppress to spread across my face. Michael is pussy-whipped, big time.

      He's been on edge since Lily’s belly started to expand, and this isn’t the first time he’s followed her around, hovering to make sure she’s okay. Today is no exception. Michael looks like he’s ready to blow a gasket with Lily wandering around, ignoring his suggestions.

      When she reaches me, I pull her into my arms, holding her as close as possible despite the large belly between us, which she always displays with pride.

      I smirk at Michael, who has come up behind Lily and started to rub her back.

      "You look hot, Lily. There's something to be said about sexy pregnant women. But I'd better give you back to your husband before we end up fighting and get dumped in the horse trough.” I kiss Lily on the forehead.

      As I release her, Michael pulls her into his arms and smooths the hair behind one of her ears. Despite my teasing, Michael only has eyes for his wife and ignores my ribbing completely.

      Just watching my brother with his wife sends an ache through my chest. Will I ever have what Michael has? I wonder, scanning the room. I know who I’m looking for, even though it pains me to think of it. Until I met Carla, I never considered having someone to call my own. I’m thirty-four and have never been in a relationship that lasted more than a couple of weeks. I’ve never been interested until now, but the woman I want is out of reach.

      A slap on the back from my father brings me back to the present.

      "I don't think a day went by without one of you getting dipped in the trough. Fond memories,” Dad laughs, squeezing my shoulder.

      "Yeah, and I seem to remember Sebastian ending up in there more than the rest of us," Ruben interrupts, walking up and wrapping his arm around my neck like a noose. He laughs as he does it.

      I push him away and see Lily standing with her hands on her hips and her huge stomach sticking out. My eyes widen as I realize how ready Lily is to give birth.

      "All this excitement is going to send me into labor! You do realize that, right?"

      If I weren't so panicked by Lily's announcement, I would've laughed at everyone's shocked expressions, especially Michael's.

      I rubbed my hands over my face and pointed behind Lily so she would turn and see Michael. He was standing behind her with a pale, pasty face, looking like he was about to pass out.

      Lily reaches up, takes hold of his face, and pulls him down to meet her lips.

      I turn away and meet my mom’s eyes. She looks like she’s holding back tears. I finally took off my jacket, held it in one hand, and pulled my mom in for a hug.

      "Are you all right, Sebastian?" she asks softly against my chest. She keeps her arms around me.

      I swallow the lump in my throat before answering, "I will be." I kiss the top of her head, then release her and move into the room.

      "Go find Carla. She went to the pantry to get more lemonade.” Mom gently nudges me toward the kitchen.

      I shake my head and wonder if Mom knows how obsessed I am with Carla. I feel as though I’ve kept it hidden well enough, but then again, is it possible to keep anything from my mom? She used to frighten us when we were kids with all the things she knew.

      In the small office, which is now an outdoor room for coats, boots, etc., I open the door, toss my jacket onto the rack, and miss. With an impatient sigh, I pick up the jacket from the floor and shove it onto a peg before turning toward the pantry.
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      Carla

      The sound of the door opening brings me out of my thoughts. Sebastian is standing there in all his masculine glory.

      I really hadn't prepared myself for seeing him again. It’s only been ten days since I last saw him, yet his presence overwhelms me.

      After glancing behind him quickly, he steps into the pantry and closes the door, trapping us together.

      My heart beats rapidly in my chest—it's a wonder he can't hear it. Unable to move, I stand by the room's one window and look through it. I don't see anything other than Sebastian's reflection in the glass as he comes to stand behind me.

      I desperately want to lean into him and feel his body against my back. But I know that if I do, it will be even more difficult to stay away from him. I’ve always avoided anything that would bring us into skin-to-skin contact. Even when passing a dish or a drink to each other, we make sure our hands don't touch.

      “Carla,” he whispers. “Look at me.”

      Shaking my head, I reply, "No, I can't." My voice breaks as I bring my hand to my mouth. I feel close to tears with Sebastian standing behind me, mere inches separating us. I can always feel the heat coming from his body, beckoning me.

      "Please, just turn around and look at me," he whispers, his voice pleading.

      A tear escapes and trickles down my cheek. Hearing the man practically beg me to turn around and look at him is melting my insides.

      Taking a deep breath, I turn to face the object of my desire. My eyes travel up his torso and linger on his whisker-covered jaw and sensual mouth before meeting his gaze.

      I want to take a step forward and into his arms, but I force my feet to stay firmly in place.

      "We can't stay in here," I croak, unable to get my vocal cords to work properly.

      "Carla, what's going on with my brother?"

      Sebastian reaches out, placing his palm against the side of my face in a soft caress and wiping away a lone tear with his thumb. I lean into his touch and hold his gaze as he lifts his other hand to my face and pulls me closer.

      His touch makes me shiver. The shiver runs through me. If the slight shake of his hands is any indication, he’s just as affected by our closeness.

      Sebastian rests his forehead against mine, still cupping my face in his hands. He traces a line over my eyebrows, down my nose, and ends on my lips with his thumbs.

      I need just one taste of him before I leave the pantry, the thought whispers through me as I swipe the tip of his thumb with my tongue.

      He sucks in his breath, his eyes alight with passion.

      Shit, I shouldn’t have done that.

      I pull away from him, make my way to the door, stop, and turn around to look back at a stunned Sebastian. "I'm sorry. I can’t be close to you because it hurts too much.” I push through the door and let it close on him.

      What have I done?

      Not only is there an ache in my chest the size of Mount Everest, but there's also a throb between my thighs.

      It’s been well over twelve months since I’ve had sex—if you can call it that. It was a night of drunken pawing as my ex-boyfriend tried to maneuver out of his jeans and ended up falling off the bed into a heap on the floor. He hadn't even managed to get it up before passing out.

      I knew then and there that we were over. It was a decision I'd gradually come to the week before his "little" incident. There had been no love lost between us. Until he showed up drunk and hit me, I thought he had forgotten all about me.

      “Carla, are you all right?”

      Lost in the past, I hadn’t realized that I had walked back into the living room. "I'm fine, Pippa, just a bit distracted."

      I smiled at the petite woman overseeing the shower. Sebastian’s mom is delightful and deserves a medal for raising five difficult boys. I’d bet they're still difficult.

      Pippa is intelligent, funny, and too shrewd for most people. She doesn’t miss anything. Her eyes bore into me as she glances between Sebastian and me when he enters the room behind her. I try to ignore him and Pippa’s look. A blush starts to work its way up my neck. I smile and nod toward Lily, who is being hugged fiercely by a friend who has just arrived.

      I must flee before I make a foolish mistake, such as grabbing Sebastian's hand. He has moved to stand beside me with his mother on the other side. The heat from his body slowly seeps into my skin. My brain tells me to move away, but my heart and body tell me to grab his hand and never let go.

      “Carla, come meet Sabrina. She’s Lily’s friend from England.” Ramon takes my hand to lead me away. "I think she's opened Lucien's eyes," he smirks.

      As he pulls me toward Lily and her friend, he leans in and wraps an arm around my waist. "Are you okay? You look pale.”

      "I wish everyone would stop asking me that. I’m fine. I'm just tired.” I try to pull away slightly, but his arm tightens and prevents me from moving.

      "Carla, I was wondering where you'd disappeared to," Lily says, pulling back from hugging Sabrina. Michael and Lucien stand like sentries in the background.

      "I went to get more lemonade." It's still in the pantry, where Sebastian was distracting me.

      Lily takes hold of Sabrina’s arm and turns her around to face Ramon and me. "You've already met Ramon, so this is his girlfriend, Carla. Carla, this is Sabrina.”

      Ramon finally releases me so that I can hug Sabrina in greeting. "I've heard a lot about you and the antics the two of you used to get up to. It's good to finally put a face to the name," I say, pulling away.

      Sabrina arrived back in the States about five months late due to the sudden death of her father. Lily had mentioned that Sabrina hadn’t really gotten along with her father, but he was still her father. She missed him and had stayed to help her mother tie up loose ends.

      They hadn't seen each other in person for eight years, although they had kept in touch via email and, more recently, live chat. Lily admits that she has missed her best friend, even though she has made many new friends.

      "Oh, Sebastian," Lily says, looking directly behind me. Just then, I feel him slip his arm around my waist as he moves in and shakes Sabrina’s hand.

      What is he doing? I’m practically in his arms. My right breast pushes into his chest as he holds me tight. Surely, he can feel my aroused nipples through our clothes and know what he does to me. His arm around me feels like a vice, but also right. I reach out to steady myself by grabbing his arm, which brings me even closer.

      "It's nice to meet you, Sabrina." Sebastian has his sexy grin plastered on his face, but
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