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        Ruben McKenzie, owner of Kenza Nightclub, can have any woman he wants, but he only wants Rosie, his sweet, innocent employee who is eleven years his junior. Despite his inner struggle, Ruben knows he must keep his feelings in check in order to maintain a professional relationship with Rosie. But the growing tension between them becomes harder to ignore as their interactions become more intense.

      

        

      
        Rosie has a lot of life experience, but she knows nothing about hot-blooded, sexy men like Ruben McKenzie. She knows she'll be badly hurt if she takes Ruben into her heart and he moves on to the next woman who catches his eye.

      

        

      
        Neither of them can keep their distance for long. The tension in Kenza is finally boiling over, and when Rosie is caught in the crossfire, how far will Ruben go to protect her?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          RUBEN

        

      

    

    
      All I wanted was to enjoy the day, but for some reason ‘Little Miss. Know-It-All’ is driving me crazy. Let me rephrase that. She’s driving me crazier than usual, and I damn well blame Michael. It was, of course, Lily’s idea for the waitresses to wear pink uniforms and the waiters, pale blue shirts with black pants, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to blame my gorgeous sister-in-law. I blame my brother, a much easier target. But my frustration wasn’t completely because of him. It was because of a sexy little waitress, Rosie, who looks hot as fucking hell in pink with her dark hair and curvy body.

      In fact, she’s been driving me crazy since Simon, my club manager at Kenza, hired her about nine months ago.

      Her looks are amazing but that wasn’t what drew me to her originally. It was her sassy mouth and the fact that she doesn’t give a damn who she uses it on, which has gotten her into trouble a few times at Kenza. Keith, head of security, has had to intervene several times.

      And now, not five minutes ago from me asking her to help Jayne refill the empty platters, she’s disappearing toward the barn.

      Fuck a brick!

      Turning to go after her, I collide with Lily’s friend, Sabrina. “Sorry babe, are you okay?” I reach out to steady her.

      “I’m fine.” She laughs. “I’m sorry too. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

      “I don’t mind. It’s not every day I get a beautiful woman falling into my arms.” I wink at her.

      And she is beautiful, which my brother Lucien has noticed. I hope he sees us right now, and gets jealous because he needs a good kick up the ass or something to go after her. He’s been looking at her often enough. If you want my opinion, he’s an idiot and needs to get over his hang-up from the accident before someone else snaps her up.

      I turn back to the woman in front of me who rolls her eyes, which makes me roar with laughter, setting her off.

      “I’ll see you later…Romeo.”

      I grin as I watch her retreat before turning back to go and find Rosie.
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      Rosie

      He’s an ass. Nine months of ‘Rosie do this’ or ‘Rosie do that.’ Argh! Yes, he’s the big boss and I’m the ‘little slave,’ but fuck, he really has been on my case since I started working at the club.

      I love my job at Kenza. Well most days I do, especially when Ruben stays out of the way, but recently every time I turn around he’s there, glaring at me. He probably wishes he had an excuse to fire me, but as of yet, I’ve managed to keep my temper in check and have done what he asks. Honestly, I’m not sure how much longer I can work for him. Every horrid comment from him causes a sharp pain in my chest and recently I’ve even arrived home with tears in my eyes. As soon as the doors close behind me, I give in to them and collapse into a sobbing heap.

      Why does he affect me this much? Well, you see, over the past nine months I’ve slowly fallen in love with him and it hurts so damn much because it’s clear that he can’t stand me. Over time, he’s made that very clear.

      He’s handsome in a rough kind of way with his dark hair falling over his chocolate colored eyes all the time. He ended up with a crooked nose because of his love of boxing and then you have his muscular body. All solid.

      I’ve seen him once without his shirt when he’d been working out back at the club, and I’d drooled. Oh, yes he reminded me of those tattooed male models all over Facebook with one hell of a ‘V’ leading into his jeans. My eyes had followed that ‘V,’ along with the dark tattoo inked there, down until both disappeared into his jeans. My mouth salivated at the thought of licking his tattoo. He’d caught me drooling, of course, and had spent the remainder of the evening being an ass.

      “Ugh.” Turning to head back before I’m missed, I freeze. The object of my bad mood is standing behind me blocking the exit. How long he’s been standing there is anyone’s guess.

      “What do you want?”

      His eyes narrow at the challenge in my tone. “I’m your boss, Rosie. Or have you forgotten?”

      “How could I forget with the constant stream of orders that come out of your mouth?” I feel like stamping my foot, which I refrain from, but I stand with my hands on my hips.

      “Any more sass from you and you can find a new job because I’ve had enough,” he growls at me, moving closer.

      My heart thumps in my chest. Does he want to get rid of me? Does he really hate me?

      I swallow the lump in my throat, but I’m afraid of opening my mouth because my tears are so close to the surface. Not only is the man I’ve fallen for being hateful, but also there are things going on at his club that I don’t think he knows anything about, which all goes back to Simon. The stress of it all is finally getting to me.

      Taking a deep breath for courage, I answer, “I’ve never been fired before,” I swallow a few times, “so I…I quit.”

      Before he can reply, I turn and take a few steps toward where the cars are parked, but I don’t get very far before he grabs hold of my arm and spins me to face him.

      “You. Are. Not. Quitting.”

      A tear slips from my eye, which his gaze follows as it slides down my cheek to my mouth.

      “Rosie,” he groans.

      His lips meet mine seconds before his tongue pushes for access to my mouth, which I give in on a sigh. He tastes of coffee and mints. I break his hold on my arms and slide my hands into his hair, holding him to me as I start to take a more active role in this unexpected kiss, which has my toes curling and my pussy wet and throbbing.

      Ruben takes hold of my hips, pulling me in flush against him. I can feel his erection grinding in to me. Then it suddenly hits me what I’m doing. Making out with the boss!

      I push him away, breaking free of his embrace. Wiping his kiss from my lips, I stammer, “No. We can’t.” Turning, I flee to the car lot with tears running down my face, not having a clue what I’m going to do now. Can I really stay at Kenza? Shit! I just told him I quit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Ruben

      The woman tied to the bed is practically begging me to fuck her. I’ve given her countless orgasms, and her pussy is so wet that I should be desperate to get inside her and ease the ache in my balls. So why am I waiting?

      I’m not going there.

      I grab a condom from the side table, roll it down my length, and climb between her spread thighs.

      I don’t know her name. I didn't ask. All I saw was her dark hair falling down her lithe back and the curve of her narrow waist and long legs. That was all it took to have me buy her a drink and arrange this evening of sex.

      Looking at her now, I’m not sure why I came back to her place. She isn’t the one I want. But getting laid is the only way to curb my lust for another brunette who shouldn't be on my mind when I'm with someone else.

      Shaking my head to forget about Rosie, I slide my hands up the woman’s quivering thighs and start stroking her pussy. She moans, encouraging me.

      The only sounds in the room are hers. We haven’t spoken. After we both stripped, she lay on the bed naked and waited for me to tie her up, which I was more than happy to do.

      Her pussy is bare as I watch my fingers slide back and forth along her lips. It coats my fingers in her arousal. I insert a couple of digits inside her, making sure she’s ready for me.

      I just want this to be over with now. I’ve stayed longer than usual. It's not because I like her more than anyone else. It's because she's making me feel damn good with all the orgasms I'm wringing out of her. Despite my lack of enthusiasm, this woman has definitely stroked my ego—something I needed.

      I take hold of my cock and pump my fist back and forth a few times as we both watch the cum leak out into the condom. I’m ready, but first, I lean back and untie her ankles from the bedposts. Sliding my hands under her ass, I lift her up and toward me. My dick slides easily into her entrance, and her walls spasm against me at the same time her pussy sucks me deeper.

      I groan, place her ass back on the bed, and follow her down. I lap at her nipples while thrusting in and out of her. This is going to be quick. I’ve gone without sex for so long that I won't be able to hold back.

      She arches her back, moans, and thrashes around under me, squeezing the life out of my dick with her climax and sending me shooting to the stars in an explosive release.

      Slowly moving back and forth to prolong our pleasure, I drop my face into the crook of her neck. Biting down on her shoulder, I mumble, "Rosie..." and freeze. Fuck!

      I close my eyes, trying to block out the name I just whispered to another woman.

      This is a one-time deal with someone I don't even know, but that doesn't mean I can be a bastard. I felt her stiffen slightly when I said it, and I'm positive it hurt her. What the hell am I doing breathing Rosie's name while buried deep inside someone else?

      Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

      I untie her wrists, jump off the bed, and walk to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. I wash my hands, splash water on my face, and dry off. Seeing the huge shower in here makes me want to jump in. However, second thoughts have me walking back into the bedroom and reaching for my clothes.

      I need to get out of here.

      Tonight was supposed to make me feel better. It was supposed to be a release from the damn stress. Instead, I feel like shit, and it didn't relieve the itch I needed to scratch.

      I finally slip my feet back into my boots and look at the woman I’ve just spent a couple of hours with. She’s sitting back against the pillows now, a robe hiding her nakedness. Her ankles are crossed, and her head is tilted to the side as she watches me.

      I’ve never felt awkward before, but I do now.

      "My name's Miranda. If you were wondering,” she tells me, reaching for her phone, which has just lit up.

      "I wasn't." Fuck. Just leave. "Look, we both know this was a one-time thing, so let's just forget it. I need to leave."

      I turn my back to the woman and quickly check my pockets for my wallet, keys, and cell phone. Then, I stride out of the bedroom.

      As I make my way across the apartment, I reach the door. I yank it open and hear her walking up behind me. She says, "See you around, Ruben McKenzie."

      I freeze. She knows who I am? How?

      "The man at the bar told me who you are," she answers my unspoken question.

      I don't quite trust her because something tells me she's lying. I turn back to her. She shrugs.

      God, I need to get out of here.
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      As I walk through the back door of my club, I know something is wrong. I can usually come and go this way without anyone noticing, but tonight, everyone has stopped to stare.

      Simon, the club manager, walked out of the corridor leading to my office. He was about to walk toward the front of the club when he spotted me. He pauses, then changes direction and comes toward me with intent.

      “Ruben.”

      I nod. "What's going on?" I ask, walking in his direction.

      "A couple of guys decided to fight in the club, and Rosie got caught in the middle."

      My blood runs cold, and I stop in my tracks. "What the fuck does that mean?"

      "One of the guys punched her. She’s in your office on the sofa with a cold compress on her face. I just gave her two painkillers, so hopefully they'll kick in soon."

      "And the guy?" I seethe.

      "Tony and a customer, whom I set up with free drinks at the bar, wrestled the guy outside and handed him over to the cops. Tony’s back at the door, and everything has calmed down—for now.”

      I nod. With Tony handling it, there isn't much I can do. He's damn good at being a security guard and always manages to keep the peace. I just wish he had gotten to Rosie before she got hit.

      Simon turns away and heads back out onto the floor, leaving me undecided as to whether I should go check on Rosie or break the neck of the bastard who dared to touch her.

      Rosie wins. Rosie always wins.

      Before barging into my office, I try to curb my anger about what happened to her. The last thing I want is to scare Rosie, which will happen if I unleash the anger buried deep inside me.

      I let my mask slip into place before she sees the concern I feel for her and stare at my office door. Feeling anything for her is wrong. She’s my employee. Michael went after Lily even though she was his employee first, but he knew as soon as he met her that she was the one.

      I’m not looking for that. I like my life as it is. Hooking up with Rosie isn't going to happen, no matter how much I want her. I wasn't meant for what came after the hookup. I’m not into relationships, and if I hooked up with Rosie, I’d have to let her go afterwards. Not only that, but Rosie is innocent. I like being in control when I have sex. There isn't any way Rosie has experience with the kind of control I like. I'd probably scare the life out of her.

      Shaking loose of my thoughts, I push into my office and feel my composure slip. Rosie is curled up on my sofa, facing away from me. Seeing her like this crushes me.

      I gently close the door behind me so as not to disturb her and walk to where she is. I drop to my knees beside the sofa, my hands hovering over her. I’m not sure what to do. Should I touch her and do what I want to do? Or should I back away so she won't know I've been here?

      Oh, fuck it!

      "Rosie..." I gently place my hands on her hips and help her turn over. When she does, I want to kill someone. Her beautiful face... The left side is bruised, and her eye is swollen shut. Her face is dry, and I can tell she's close to crying but hasn't yet. She still looks heartbreakingly beautiful.

      I need to remember that I’m the boss in this situation. How would I have reacted if it had been any of the other servers? I would have been angry and concerned, but I wouldn't have been kneeling on the floor, wanting nothing more than to take her in my arms and keep her safe.

      Step back, Ruben.

      Just as I’m trying to work up the courage, she bursts into tears. I’m done for.

      "Dammit, Rosie. Come here, babe,” I say, already standing and lifting her into my arms.

      She drops the ice pack on the floor and wraps her arms around my neck, holding on tight.

      I turn with her and drop onto the sofa, holding her against me.

      Rosie gets more comfortable in my arms, and I’m sure that if she could, she would have climbed inside me. She buries her face in my neck, soaking my skin and the collar of my shirt with her tears.

      All I can do is hold her until she calms down, praying she doesn't realize the hardness in her ass is my cock—which is so inappropriate right now. I have no chance, though. Having her this close to me makes my heart turn over.
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      Rosie

      My face hurts so badly that all I can do is cry all over Ruben, the sexiest man I’ve ever seen. He's the only man who has ever made my heart flutter with excitement and my legs quiver when I hear his voice. Even now, despite everything that has happened, my pulse dances with excitement at the feel of his strong arms around me and his distinctive musky scent.

      I take another shuddering breath and push the images from earlier out of my mind. Tonight was frightening and not something that usually happens at Kenza. It was just my luck to get in the way of a flying fist as the jerk was hitting the guy who was being a coward by ducking behind me.

      I’m surprised my teeth didn’t fly out from the force of his punch. Thankfully, the shock of being hit froze everyone in place, allowing Tony and Hunter, a customer I’d been talking to, to haul the culprit outside to wait for the cops. Simon quickly lifted me into his arms and carried me back to Ruben’s office.

      I'm now being held in Ruben's arms, which feels amazing. I really don't want to move because when I do, he'll go back to avoiding me. His avoidance hurts. It hurts, especially when I know he spends some nights with other women, away from the club.

      Simon has caught me watching Ruben on a few occasions. To make matters worse, Simon makes sure I know every time Ruben leaves with someone. This has me spending the rest of the night locked away in my apartment. My heart aches for him, but I try not to think about him being with someone else.

      I’m stupid. What would he see in me? He has money, as does his family. I hardly have any. I have a small savings account for emergencies, but it's nothing special. Yet, I’ve fallen for him in a big way. Every time he does something nice for one of the staff—or even me—I fall deeper.

      Ruben also frightens me a little. He has so much experience with women that if we ever had the opportunity to be together, he’d probably be disappointed. I’ve only been with three men—well, boys, I suppose—in my twenty-three years. How many women has he been with? Too many to count, I bet.

      “Rosie, darlin’.” He starts to caress my back. "Is the pain getting any easier?"

      The painkillers are starting to kick in, and my other senses are waking up. I feel him. He’s rock hard against me—and I don't just mean what's going on in his pants. I can definitely feel something hard down there. Ruben’s hard all over and smells damn good, too. He has a dark, sensual scent that makes me want to lean in closer to lick the pulse throbbing in his neck.

      "Mmm," I moan, moving closer to him. What did he ask me? Something about pain?

      He has his fingers buried in my hair, holding me against him with one hand while the other continues to caress my back. I’m not sure if he realizes what he’s doing.

      "The pain is more of a throb now," I whisper, "instead of a fire."

      My hands start to slide through the hair at the nape of his neck.

      He shudders and presses me against him.

      I wiggle my butt, trying to get closer, positive that I’m losing my mind, unable to help myself now that I’m in his arms.

      He growls, "Rosie," when I rub against his hard penis.

      Not having much experience with male anatomy, I have trouble calling it anything but a penis. Anne, a girl I'm friends with who lives next door, loves using the word "cock." I cringe every time she says it. "Dick" isn't that bad, but "cock”. I just can't get my head around it. When I think of a penis, I think of Ruben and try to imagine what his looks like. From the way things feel, I’m right in thinking that he’s long and wide. Is the head of his penis red or plum colored? Does he leak cum when he’s aroused? I shudder at the images racing through my mind.

      I really need to stop thinking about it because my panties are about to combust. Not to mention, the man beneath me is gripping my hips as if he’s about to explode. His breathing is uneven. I put my mouth to the pulse in his neck and suck.

      "Jesus! Fuck!” Ruben shouts, jumping up. Before I can think straight, I find myself sprawled out on his office floor with him looming over me, breathing deeply. The bulge behind his zipper twitches as he chokes out, "Rosie."

      I’ll never tire of hearing him say my name in that husky growl. He's only used it on me once before, at his niece and nephew's baptism. He used that same tone after kissing me, but then he kept his distance. At least he didn’t hold me to my resignation. That was something I supposed.

      He runs his fingers through his hair, clears his throat, and rests his hands on his hips. His eyes sparkle as he glares at me. “What the fuck am I going to do with you?” He holds his hand up, silencing my response. “Don’t say anything until you’re back on your feet.” He holds out his hand, and I take it, letting him haul me up from the floor. “Because I’m only human. Seeing you lying on my office floor, flashing your pink, lacy panties, has me seconds from joining you.”

      Blushing, I look around his office to avoid meeting his gaze. Ruben won't let me ignore him. Taking a gentle hold of my jaw, he turns my face back to his, so I can no longer pretend he isn't standing in front of me. Our gazes meet and hold before he starts to caress my face. He moves his thumb close to my cheek, and I suck in my breath from the pain. He curses like a sailor when I do.

      I haven't seen the damage because I don't want to, but judging by Ruben's reaction, it's bad.

      "It's a good thing Simon dealt with the fucker." He picks up the ice pack from the floor and puts it back on my cheek. Then, he rests his hand on my shoulder.

      "I'm okay. Really. The painkillers are working.” I shrug my shoulders. "I'd better get back out there," I say, trying to move away from him. He stops me with his hand on my forearm.

      "You're not going back out there tonight. You’re going to go home and rest.” He covers my mouth with a finger, stifling my argument, but quickly moves his finger away. "Don't be difficult, Rosie. You’re hurting. You need to get in bed. Take some more painkillers, and try to sleep through the pain. You haven’t taken time off since you started working here, so take the week off.”

      Needing space from Ruben, I break off our conversation. I let the ice pack fall onto the sofa and start to shuffle toward the door, but he follows me. "I'm just going to grab my things and head out. But I really don't need the whole week off—maybe just a few days." I can’t afford to take time off.

      With my hand on the doorknob, Ruben crowds me against the door, his front against my back, and puts both his hands on the door. His breath caresses my neck, sending shivers through my body. I shouldn't be shivering because of my boss. My heart flutters, and my breath catches in my throat as he puts his mouth to my ear.

      "You'll take the week off with full pay," he whispers. "When you're back, you'll stay away from the floor. I’m putting you behind the bar.”

      His words don't register properly because I can only concentrate on his body. I feel his burning gaze as his wandering hand slowly moves down toward my hip. He squeezes it before pushing himself away.

      "I'll get Simon to drive you home," Ruben says as I hear him walk away.

      I take a deep breath, turn to face Ruben, and tell him, "Thanks, but I can get myself home." I don't want to be in a car with Simon, who's starting to give off the wrong kind of vibes.

      "Simon will drive you," Ruben says, his voice firm and his eyes challenging. He does not look happy with me right now. "I don't want anything else happening to you between here and where you live."

      I close my eyes. I take a deep breath and let it out in exasperation. "I'm not ten years old, Ruben. Simon isn't taking me home. There are plenty of cabs outside.”

      I pull open the door and quickly exit Ruben’s office, making my way to the staff room to get my things.

      The first thing I reach for as soon as I open my locker is my jeans. I kick off the shoes I wear for work and quickly slide my legs into the soft denim, wiggling around to pull them up around my hips. After fastening them, I quickly remove my skirt and toss it into my purse. I follow with my long-sleeved shirt. With my feet nice and secure in my boots, I shove the strap of my purse over my shoulder, making sure my locker is secure. I just want to leave and go back to my apartment to cry my eyes out for the rest of the night. Thanks to Ruben, my emotions are all over the place, and my face feels like it’s been hit with a brick instead of a fist. I need to be alone. I’m used to being alone.

      Stepping into the hall, I freeze.

      "You win," Ruben says, pushing off the wall he was leaning on. Clearly, he’s waiting for me. "But I’m going to make sure you get inside a cab in one piece."

      I sigh. I can’t complain about that. Truthfully, I wasn't looking forward to walking out the front door alone with the line of people waiting to get in. Sometimes they can be obnoxious.

      "Thank you," I say as he takes my elbow. I take in the profile of his set jaw and smile. A wave of mischievousness crashes over me as I add, "But don't make a habit of bossing me around."

      His hand briefly tightens on my elbow before slackening again. He chuckles. "We'll see."

      Outside, in the cool air, Ruben ignores everyone shouting for his attention and opens the door of a cab for me. As I’m about to climb in, he stops me with a hand on my arm. I turn to look at him. I know his face well, and I can see the internal struggle playing across it. But what he’s struggling with is beyond me.

      “Let me see your phone.”

      Uncertain what he wants my phone for, I hesitate before handing it to him. He begins typing on it, and then I hear the phone in his pocket beep. He removes it and checks the screen.

      "That's my private number. Use it if you need anything. I mean it, Rosie. Anything.” He hands me my phone, which I clutch as he shoves me into the cab. He slams the door closed and bangs on the roof a couple of times.

      The cab pulls out into traffic, and I can’t help but turn to watch Ruben. I hold his stare until the cab turns out of view.
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      Ruben

      As I pull up to the side of my parents' house for Sunday dinner, I grin when I spot Lily and Carla on the front porch, each with a baby on their lap. Sabrina is leaning over Carla, playing with one of the twins.

      My mom is overjoyed to have grandchildren, thanks to my brother Michael and his wife, Lily. But she is driving the rest of us crazy with questions. When are we going to get married and give her more grandchildren? Ugh!

      Ramon always manages to give her the slip. Despite that saving grace, though, something has been off with him lately. He's looked troubled for a while now, which I'm not used to seeing since he's always been the more carefree brother. I definitely need to find time to chat with my youngest brother. Maybe I can get to the bottom of it, although he’s the hardest of my brothers to crack.

      Lucien takes her questions in stride, but he's definitely upset about Lily's friend Sabrina. We all see this except him. Because of his accident, he feels like he isn't useful to anyone, and he certainly wouldn't want anyone to wake up beside him and have to look at his scars. I hope he finally hooks up with Sabrina because I have a feeling she’ll be good for him.

      As for me, there's only one woman who makes me crazy, only one woman I can't get out of my head. One woman who gives me the hardest fucking boner that can pound nails—Rosie. Sweet, innocent Rosie. She’s too innocent for my tastes, but I’d be lying if I said the thought of teaching her what I like doesn't turn me on.

      It's taken everything not to visit her this past week. She listened to me and took the week off, and I wanted to check on her every single day—hell, every single minute. On Wednesday, I gave in and texted her to ask if she was okay. She responded with a simple "Yes, I'm fine." I'm not sure what I was expecting, but "yes, I'm fine" pissed me off.

      "What the fuck?"

      Lucien brought me abruptly back to the present by opening the car door and scaring the shit out of me.

      "What, you daydreaming like a girl now?" Lucien asked, grinning like an idiot.

      I push the door into him, and he takes a step back as I jump from the car. "I'm not going to dignify that with an answer."

      I slam the door shut and ignore him, walking past to head toward the house. Under his breath, he says, "No need to get your panties in a twist because I caught you daydreaming about Rosie."

      Fuck! I glare at my brother. “Do I have a sign on my forehead that says, ‘Ruben can’t stop thinking about Rosie?’”

      He starts laughing and says, "I never thought you'd admit it," before rubbing his hand across his face and meeting my gaze.

      With my hands on my hips, I exhale and shake my head. "I walked right into that one." I chuckle, but it turns into a frown. "Nothing can happen between us. She’s about eleven years younger than me, and she looks innocent. I’d scare her off." I look toward the house, sigh, and continue, "I'm also her boss. She's the best employee I have on that floor. After the past weekend, though, she's on bar duty for the foreseeable future."

      "Come on, Mom keeps looking at us through the window." Lucien gets me moving again toward the house. "I'll leave Rosie and your love life alone for now, but not forever." He grinned, then became serious again. "Ramon told me what happened to her. Do you think the fight had anything to do with the trouble you’ve been having?”

      "That thought has crossed my mind a few times." My gut is telling me it has everything to do with it. But how does a fight in the club have anything to do with the vandalism and break-in? It doesn’t make sense.”

      I can feel the worry lines on my forehead. Something has been going on at my club for a while now. The frustrating thing is that no matter what I do to try to find out who is behind it all, I always end up with nothing.

      "I'll come hang out at Kenza a couple times a week. I'll see if I catch anything going on. Ramon can come too and be social for a change. I don't know what's up with him. He’s been distracted since Carla moved in with Sebastian." Lucien frowns as we walk up the steps to the front porch just in time to hear the twins wake up—noisily.

      We watch Lily and Carla cuddle the babies, who are getting big for eight-month-olds.

      Lucien moves forward, kisses Lily on the cheek, and takes Michael Jr. from her arms. He straightens and places our nephew on his shoulder, which shuts him up immediately. Not wanting to be outdone by my brother, I greet Carla by kissing the top of her head.

      "Get your hands off my woman, brother."

      I snicker and tell Sebastian, "She's damn sexy with a baby in her arms. I didn't have my hands on her. I had my mouth." I grin at Carla, who rolls her eyes at our teasing. I pinch Charlotte out of her arms and get her to quiet down with her little face tucked into my neck. I take a deep breath and smile at the little angel in my arms.

      "Besides, this is my girl right here," I announce, rubbing Charlotte's back. I move her away from my neck slightly and kiss her little nose. Charlotte and Jr. have me wrapped around their little fingers. There's nothing I wouldn't do for them, and nothing I wouldn't give them. I lose my “man card” when I’m around these two bundles of joy, and no matter what my brothers say, they’re just the same. The twins have everyone wrapped around their little fingers.

      “How are you, Sabrina? Haven’t seen you for a few weeks.” Sabrina usually comes to the house every Sunday for dinner because my mom adopted her after witnessing her interaction with her own mother. Sabrina’s mom seemed more interested in her nails than in Sabrina’s sprained wrist, which she got playing a vigorous game of tennis with Ramon.

      “I’m good. Thanks, Ruben,” she answered with a quick glance at Lucien before moving toward the house's door. "I'll see if Pippa needs any help." She disappears inside.

      "You have to stop scaring her off," I tell Lucien. "Otherwise, she's going to stop coming by, which will upset Mom. Plus, I really like her.” I grin, and my grin turns into a laugh when Sebastian clamps his arm around Lucien’s shoulders.

      He grins at Carla and tells Lucien, "If it wasn't for my woman over there, I'd be doing something about her." He gets an elbow in the ribs from Lucien.

      "I don't know what you're talking about," Lucien says as he takes the seat next to Lily. She leans in to offer her finger for her son to grasp.

      "Behave and leave your brother alone," Lily tells us before kissing Lucien on the cheek.

      Anyone watching would think Lucien was the father of these babies the way they carry on. I
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