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      To Mom, Dad, and K.

      Thank you for taking this journey with me.

      For being my home.

      For showing me what it means to find peace.
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      The Montgomery Ink saga continues with a new series set in Boulder, where a family secret might just change everything.

      One mistake at a friend’s wedding rocks Liam Montgomery’s entire world, and everything he thought was true turns out to be a lie. But when an accident lands him in the ER, Liam meets someone that might just be the distraction he needs.

      Arden Brady has spent her life in and out of hospitals. But according to the world, she doesn’t look sick. She’s lost jobs and friends because they don’t see beneath the surface, but she’s learned to rely on her family and herself to keep going. And then she meets Liam.

      With two sets of overprotective siblings and a puppy that can't help but get into everything, Liam and Arden might just fall harder than either one ever expected.
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      Liam Montgomery leaned against the wall and did his best to stay out of the way.  It wasn’t easy since, like the rest of his family, he was broad and tall and tended to stand out amongst the crowd—that is, unless the crowd was full of Montgomerys. Then, he blended in.

      Today, however, only a fraction of the Montgomerys were here—his immediate family—and not what felt like tens of thousands of cousins, uncles, and aunts that lived in the state.

      Liam looked over the crush of wedding goers as they milled around with their pre-ceremony drinks and tried to spot his family. The Boulder Montgomerys had been invited to his friends’ wedding and had all shown up, which was nice, considering that though they all lived in the same city, they were rarely in the same place unless there was a family dinner.

      Those didn’t come often these days since they were all busier than usual, but Liam had a feeling that once his mom saw all her ducklings in one place, there would be an edict for a dinner sometime soon.

      Liam sipped the last of his beer and then looked around for a tray to set it down on since he was finished. He nodded at an attendant as they took his bottle and then leaned back against the wall. He never really understood why someone needed a drink before a wedding unless you were the one getting married, but he didn’t really mind that he could have a beer while waiting for everything to start.

      “Why are you over here sulking?” Bristol asked as she came to his side and leaned into him. Liam wrapped his arms around his little sister’s shoulders and kissed the top of her head. She let out a strangled noise, and he knew that she was rolling her eyes at him even though he couldn’t see her face just then.

      “Really? Really?” She sounded so annoyed that Liam couldn’t help but grin.

      He turned to face her. “What? You’re my baby sister. I’m allowed to do things like that.” He reached out to mess with her hair again, and she pulled away, huffing.

      “I’m in my thirties. You don’t have to coddle me and kiss me on the top of the head like I’m still wearing braids.”

      Liam narrowed his eyes and then traced his finger along one of the tiny braids in her updo. “Um, I beg to differ with the whole braids thing.”

      She glared at him and then flipped him off. “It’s two tiny little braids in my updo that the hairstylist had fun with. I’m not actually in pigtails. Stop treating me like a baby.”

      “I’m always going to treat you like a baby. Because you’re my baby sister.”

      “You don’t treat Aaron like you do me, and he’s younger than I am.”

      “He might be, and I do treat him like a baby brother. But you’re still the wee little girl.”

      She flipped him off and then winced as their parents’ voices hit them. “Did I just see you flipping off your brother at a very fancy event?” Francine Montgomery asked as she came up to stand by them, tapping her daughter on the nose.

      “Surely, we did not,” Timothy Montgomery asserted, holding back a grin.

      Considering that both of Liam’s parents flipped each other off constantly, as did the rest of the Montgomery family, Liam knew that it was all bluster. But mothering Bristol or any of them was sort of what their mom did. And he knew she loved it.

      “Liam started it,” Bristol said, and Liam burst out laughing.

      “Oh, yes, that’s the mature sister I know and love,” he added as Bristol punched him in the gut.

      He let out an oof and rubbed his stomach.

      “You’re packing a punch there, baby sister,” he muttered.

      Bristol coughed and used her hands to cover up the middle finger she used to flip him off with again.

      “I still saw that, young lady. And you shouldn’t hit your brother like that,” their mother added. Liam just shook his head.

      He loved his family, he really did. But, sometimes, it felt like they were in their own little comedy show outside of the world, a place where nothing mattered but them. And he was fine with that. They had always been there for him. They were the true friends and close relatives he’d had all his life.

      Liam was a Montgomery, just like the rest of them. They had connections and ties that never died, no matter how much they made fun of each other or flipped each other off. Because they were family, and that’s what mattered most.

      As his brothers came walking in, grinning at him and Bristol, Liam leaned back against the wall and looked at them all.

      Ethan was only a couple of years younger than Liam and brilliant. He didn’t understand half the things that Ethan talked about when he spoke about his job, but that didn’t matter. His brother was just that damn good at everything.

      And Aaron? Aaron was brilliant in his own way. He might not be science and math smart like Ethan, but the art that he created was breathtaking, and Liam knew it would last into the ages.

      Just like Bristol’s music would.

      They were all so damn talented and amazing. And while he sometimes felt a little left behind, he knew he shouldn’t. Because he liked his job, and he was damn good at it. He’d even liked it when he was a model back in the day, even though everyone had made fun of him for it.

      But it had made him enough money to get him through college. With some left over to help the rest of his family so nobody ended up in debt.

      If he had to deal with being called “pretty boy” and made fun of for his looks? He’d take it.

      And he’d flip off his family as he did.

      “What are we doing over here?” Aaron asked, frowning. “Is there some kind of Montgomery reunion I wasn’t aware of?”

      “I’m just so happy that all of our family is together in one place,” Francine said, sliding in between Liam’s two brothers and wrapping her arms around their waists. “Y’all are getting so big.”

      Liam snorted. “Um, Mom? I think we’ve all gone way past the whole growing up stage. We’re pretty much as big as we’re gonna get.”

      “I don’t know, Liam, I think Bristol might one day actually grow up and reach normal height at some point.” Ethan winked and patted Bristol on the head.

      Their baby sister narrowed her eyes and used both fingers this time, raising them high into the air. She quickly lowered them as Francine and Timothy glared at her.

      “At least try to act like we’re not all heathens,” Timothy said, although he laughed as he did. “We’re supposed to be the nice family at a beautiful wedding, not people flipping each other off just because we can. It gets kind of old after a while.”

      “That is true,” Liam added. He was surprised that Bristol didn’t flip him off again.

      “If everyone would stop touching my hair, though, that would be amazing,” Bristol added.

      “Your hair does look lovely, dear,” Francine said, studying her daughter. “Did Zia do it?”

      Liam met his brothers’ gazes and held back a grin.

      It didn’t matter how long Zia and Bristol had been broken up, their mother wanted marriages for her children. And babies. And so, the fact that Bristol and her ex-girlfriend were still friends always gave Francine hope.

      Besides, it took the attention off the rest of them so they weren’t constantly being asked when they were going to settle down and find a nice boy or girl to marry. Liam wasn’t ready for that, and after he had witnessed all the trouble and heartache that his cousins had gone through in their marriages, he was okay waiting that out for a little while. He had time. Lots of time.

      The fact that he was thinking all of this at his friends’ wedding wasn’t lost on him. Craig and Cain had been through their own hells, but were now going to say their vows to each other and then head off into the sunset, happily married. Maybe they’d eventually adopt a baby because they were on the right path for that.

      Liam was fine on his own road, thank you very much.

      “Zia didn’t do my hair, Mom,” Bristol said, and Liam knew she was holding back a sigh. “She’s not even in town.”

      “But did she help you with the style or something? She’s just so amazing with all her techniques and things. I follow her on Instagram, you know? She’s getting her own makeup line and everything. Did you know that, Bristol?”

      Zia was an Instagram beauty blogger who was getting her own product line or something like that. Liam was the one who had introduced her to Bristol since he used to model with her back in the day. It was still a little weird to think that his baby sister had exes in her life. He tried not to think of Bristol as someone who could actually have a relationship. But Zia had been good. Not right for Bristol, but good.

      “I know, Mom. Zia and her boyfriend are out of town on vacation, though.” Bristol emphasized the word boyfriend, and their mother’s face fell.

      “Oh, I didn’t know she was seeing someone.”

      “Has been for a few months now. I think I hear wedding bells.”

      “Speaking of wedding bells,” Ethan put in. “We should probably find our seats, or Craig and Cain will beat the crap out of us for ruining their wedding.”

      “Yeah, we can’t ruin another one,” Aaron put in and then laughed.

      “What wedding have we ruined?”

      “I’m sure we ruined a few,” Aaron put in, waving his hand.

      Liam laughed and put his arms around Bristol’s shoulders as they all walked into the seating area. “I’m sure our mere presence does that. They can’t help but be intimidated by us. We are the Montgomerys, after all.”

      “They’re probably just intimidated by you, pretty boy,” Ethan said, ducking out of the way as Liam tried to punch him.

      “Boys,” their mom said in that voice that had been the same since they were little. One word and they all stopped.

      Even Bristol froze.

      “Sorry,” they all mumbled under their breaths and then looked at each other, grinning.

      No, they weren’t kids anymore, nowhere close, actually, but sometimes, it was good to be near family. Liam took a seat at the end of the bench with Bristol sitting next to him, and then Ethan, Aaron, and their parents. Liam had met Cain back in his modeling days, and the two of them had struck up a friendship that had lasted through the years.

      Yeah, Liam had been a teenage model, and it continued into his twenties. He’d made a shit ton of money but then left that life as quickly as he could. Somehow, he hadn’t found his way into drugs or too much drinking or getting a disease from all the women he could have slept with over that time. A few of his friends back in the day had succumbed to exactly that. It didn’t matter what decade you were in, it felt like the craze of wanting to do something bad and be in that circle just kept coming at you.

      Liam had then met Craig in his new job. Liam had been at his agency in New York, meeting his representative for a new book deal when Craig had come out, muttering about authors and lattes and something else. Craig had been an intern at the time and was now a full-time editor at Liam’s publishing house—not his editor since Maisie would never let him go. Liam had struck up a conversation with Craig when they were both waiting for a meeting.

      Then he’d introduced Craig to Cain, and the two of them had hit it off.

      They’d also come to visit Liam enough times in Colorado that they had finally bought another home in the Rockies.

      And so, they’d decided to get married and have their ceremony in the mountains of Boulder, rather than in the city on the east coast.

      Liam figured that the couple would probably have another party out in New York, but that was fine with him. He might just hop on a plane and fly out there for that, too. He liked the two grooms, and they deserved this and much more.

      However, the way his mother kept looking around at all the wedding decorations and everything else, he had a feeling that this was simply one more nail in the coffin of his bachelorhood.

      Not that he was actively against getting married, he just hadn’t found the right person yet. None of the Montgomerys in this city had.

      But his mother was determined to have her way and make sure that the wedding bells never ceased.

      A Montgomery wedding was what she wanted. And, apparently, it was what she was going to get, no matter the cost.

      At least that’s what she had said at their last family dinner, causing his siblings and him to burst out laughing.

      It was like she was waging war, and weddings and babies were the only way to end it.

      Well, she’d have to wait a bit longer. Because today was about Craig and Cain, not the Montgomerys. Even if it felt like they were the center of their own world sometimes.

      The music started, and Liam just leaned back onto the bench and looked around. They were outdoors, the sun shining, and the mountains gleaming against the blue sky. Didn’t matter what season it was, even if it was freezing outside, the sky could still be blue. And then he figured that a snowstorm or a thunderstorm would likely come out of nowhere and drench everyone, but they had these few precious moments. And they were going to take them.

      Craig and Cain looked hot as hell in their matching tuxes and grins. Liam shook his head when Cain dipped Craig into a very intense, very not-wedding-like kiss.

      There were hoots and hollers, mostly by him and his brothers, and Bristol wiped her tears, laughed, and looked on with the rest of the crowd as the two men began the next phase of their lives together.

      “That was so beautiful,” Francine said, wiping her face. “I just can’t wait to see what happens at your weddings.”

      “Mom,” Liam sighed.

      “What? I have four beautiful children, and none of them want to be married. None of you are actually in relationships. What have I done wrong?”

      “Do you ever feel like she was born in the wrong century?” Bristol asked, tapping her chin.

      “You mean that she’s like a Regency momma, watching her little ducklings not able to find their duke or their lord at a ballroom?” Ethan asked.

      “Yes, I think we’re all wallflowers here,” Bristol said, sounding so serious that he almost thought she meant it. Then he looked in her eyes and saw the laughter.

      “There’s nothing wallflower about you, Bristol.”

      “Oh, that’s so sweet. Seriously. But again, I don’t really want to get married right now. You know, I would kind of need a boyfriend or a girlfriend to make that happen.”

      “Well, don’t say that too loudly, or you know Mom will just fly someone out to find you.” Ethan shook his head and grinned. “I swear she’s going to start setting us up on blind dates or bringing people to family dinners if we don’t start pairing off soon.”

      “That may be true, but Bristol would be first, right?” Liam asked quickly.

      “Oh, no. I’m not going first. You’re the eldest. You’re the one who gets to get married.”

      “No, don’t the dukes and the sons of dukes get to wait until their little baby sister is presented for her opening and pushed out into the real world without a net?” Liam asked and then paused. “Is the word opening? What is the word?”

      “Debut,” Aaron said, and everybody looked at him. “What? I happen to know a few women who read historical romance.”

      They all kept looking.

      “Okay, just because Lisa Kleypas is one of my favorite authors does not mean I lose my man card.”

      They all started laughing, and Bristol hugged Aaron hard.

      “I think that makes you the best. Because her Wallflower series is seriously one of my favorites ever.”

      “I know, right?” Aaron asked. Liam just looked at Ethan before they both cracked up laughing.

      It was good to be with the family. Good to be smiling and acting as if they all weren’t sometimes stressed with their jobs or the fact that their mom really wanted them to settle down. It was good not to think about anything but being with the people that mattered the most. His family.

      The four of them stood off to the side near the outside of the building where there was some restoration work being done, trying to stay out of the way. They tended to be loud, and this was about Craig and Cain and their day, so none of them really wanted to be the center of attention.

      Nor did they want to be near the group when ties and garters were being thrown in place of bouquets.

      Liam knew that his mother was probably hunting for them since the time for the toss was almost upon them, so they were hiding.

      A little.

      Liam looked up when he heard a scratching sound and frowned. “What was that?” he said, his voice soft.

      “What was what?” Bristol asked, and then her eyes widened. “Liam!”

      Liam looked to the right and then threw himself over his little sister as the scaffolding that had been right beside them fell. There was a sharp pain, and a deafening crunch as he heard his little sister scream, his brothers shout to him, and then he heard no more.

      There was only darkness.

      Nothing.
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      Arden Brady leaned back on the bed and did her best not to glare at her oppressive brothers. It wasn’t their fault that they were overbearing, overprotective, and over…everything. They were only trying to be helpful. At least, that’s what she told herself for the umpteenth time.

      They were always just trying to be helpful.

      She was twenty-eight years old and the youngest of five. Her four older brothers still thought of her as the baby and made sure that whenever they interacted with her, she knew that.

      And considering that the bed she was currently in was a hospital bed, maybe they had a reason. A reason they had to deal with much too often.

      Too bad strangling all four of them would take skills Arden didn’t have—and was illegal. Far too public while she was in the emergency room getting treatment. Best to murder them all when they came to her house after she got out of the hospital. She knew they’d all come with her to tuck her in and wait on her like she was a child instead of a grown woman who had a tiny little disease with symptoms that sometimes came out of the woodwork to ruin her plans.

      “Are you sure we can’t get you anything?” Cross asked, staring at her.

      “I’m fine. Stop glaring.” She paused, hating how tired she sounded. She was always tired these days. “Please.” She closed her eyes, ignoring the pain in her arm where the IV worked its magic.

      “I’m not glaring,” Cross said, indeed glaring.

      “You kind of are,” Prior added, peering at Cross.

      “I don’t know, I think that’s his normal face,” Macon put in.

      “Well, then his normal is pretty much a glare,” Nate said, grinning.

      Arden closed her eyes and prayed for peace. Peace from pain, peace from the annoyance of having to be in the hospital after an almost perfect day, and peace from her brothers. Because while they were all grown men and very overprotective and annoying at times, they also tended to bicker with each other like they were ten years old rather than in their thirties.

      “Really, you’re glaring. All of you are. I’m fine. You can go and finish your days. I’ll just be here getting an infusion. We’ve been here before, right?”

      “Yeah, we have. So, we’re not going to leave.” Cross finally took a seat in the chair next to her bed. Her other brothers were already sitting, each trying to look calm and casual even though she knew none of them were.

      “It should only take another couple of hours. Seriously, enjoy the day. It’s sunny and beautiful out.”

      “We know it’s sunny, hence why you’re in the damn bed,” Prior snapped. And then he closed his eyes and shook his head. “Sorry, Arden.”

      “Don’t be sorry. I’m as pissed off as you are. This sucks. I can’t go and have a nice day out in the sun, even with all the sunscreen in the world and a hat. Instead, I get a stupid rash from the heat and the freaking sun itself.”

      “You’re sick, it’s not only a rash,” Macon whispered.

      Arden lifted up her good arm and pointed at the IV in her other elbow. “Oh, I know. The fact that I’m getting an IV and not just putting on aloe tells me so. But it’s lupus, you guys. It’s never going away. We’re just going to have to deal. I am.”

      “No, it’s never going away. And neither are we. So, you’re going to have to deal with us watching over you.”

      “Please, don’t. Please just go and let me be.” She lay her head on the pillow and really wished they would leave her alone. She loved them. Adored them more than anything in the world except for maybe her dog, yet she was done with it all.

      It had been a nice, unusually warm day for the season, so all of them had decided to go to an outdoor concert. She’d slathered herself up with sunscreen, put on a hat, and done her best to enjoy the day. Because doing that sometimes wasn’t easy when you had a disease that no one could actually see you had.

      “So, do you think that nurse is here?” Prior said, grinning even though it didn’t completely reach his eyes.

      Arden snorted and looked over at her brother. “I think she’s married, Prior.”

      “Nope, divorced,” Macon put in. They all looked at him, and he just shrugged. “What? I know things.”

      “I swear you can figure out and find single women within a five-mile radius no matter where you are. We could be in a completely isolated forest with no humans around, and you’d still find a direct path to the single women.”

      Macon grinned. “It’s a skill I have.”

      “Pretty much your only skill,” Nate muttered, and the two of them playfully punched at each other. A single hit each. Arden just rolled her eyes. They were trying to make her laugh and smile. They didn’t always act this immature, but if they needed to make her smile, this is what they did. But she hated that they were all so good at this. Loathed the fact that she knew that Cross had already called their parents to let them know that their baby girl was once again in the hospital.

      It didn’t matter that Arden’s parents had moved out to Virginia and were thousands of miles away. They worried just as much as the rest of them. Arden would always be weak, need to be cared for. And she resented it. She knew that everyone loved her, understood that they only wanted her to be healthy and okay. But that wasn’t going to happen. It was never going to happen.

      And with everything else going on in her life, even with how small and frail those things seemed in comparison to her disease, she knew she should hold onto the fact that her family still loved her and cared for her and wanted to make sure she was okay.

      Because she knew what would happen as time moved on, as her disease grew. People would walk away, get tired of her being the sick girl because that’s all they saw. It’d happened before. Even if they couldn’t see the actual disease, didn’t see a cane or a wheelchair to let them know that she was virtually disabled, they could see the results of what happened when her body attacked itself.

      They could see it by her not being there. By her canceling on parties or just walking away when she got too tired.

      Most saw her as lazy or boring.

      Her brothers never had. They’d always been there for her. And now she was grumbling over the fact that they were here for her when no one else was?

      Cross was in front of her, wiping tears from her face before she even realized that she had started crying.

      “Should we call the nurse? Get you some pain meds?”

      She shook her head and then curled into a fetal position on the bed.

      “I’m not in pain.”

      All four brothers glared at her.

      “Not more pain than usual. Just thinking and feeling sad. Maybe I need a book or something.” But she knew she wasn’t going to be able to read. Even her eyes hurt today.

      She had gone out with her brothers and ended up getting sick from the sun. So, they had given her fluids and meds to treat the symptoms. Because the sun had given her a rash and made her feel terrible. And she wasn’t even allergic to the damn thing.

      It caused cramps all over her body, spasms that were attacking her joints, her skin, and even her hair at the moment.

      It’d also done some uncomfortable things to her digestive system, stuff she was not going to talk about with her brothers. They had seen enough evidence of it in her life as it was. She was completely done talking to them about it.

      Her siblings had seen her at her weakest, and she was afraid that they were never going to see her strong again.

      “I’m going to get the nurse,” Prior put in, standing up. Arden looked up at him and grinned, even though it hurt her face to do so.

      “You just want to get her number,” she said, smiling a little easier. “But do it for me.”

      “I’m not sharing a woman with you, Arden.”

      “I’m not saying you should, dork,” she said with a laugh.

      “She’s all yours, Prior,” Cross said, his eyes dancing with laughter. They all knew that Prior was doing this to make them smile and laugh after a hard day, and Arden was happy about it. Because spending one’s day in the ER because there were no beds upstairs in the ward where she normally got her treatment wasn’t really what any of them had planned.

      But she knew they all loved her, even if they were going to annoy the hell out of her for the rest of the day—and probably the week. And she loved them, too.

      “You know what? I’m going to see if there’s a way we can get you into a private room,” Nate said, standing up, as well.

      Arden shook her head. “I’m fine. You’re the ones taking up all the space.”

      “We’re big, we tend to do that,” Macon said, leaning back in his chair and stretching his legs out into the hallway. One of the nurses glared at him, and he quickly pulled his feet in. The woman had to be all of five feet, and she had scared Arden’s big brother. Good. He needed that.

      “I don’t need a private room.” Plus, because they would have to admit her if they moved her upstairs, insurance wouldn’t cover something like that. She did not even want to think about her bill as it was. She was self-employed, and that meant medical insurance was a bitch. The copay for this was going to be insane even though she’d already met her deductible for the year.

      “That hospital bed right next to you near the door isn’t going to stay empty for long,” Cross muttered. “But you’re right, I guess you’ll be fine here.” He met her gaze, and she knew he was thinking exactly what she was. Money sucked when it came to medical issues. Didn’t matter how much she saved, or how much she made. Didn’t matter how much her family helped her—because they helped her a lot even though it grated on her pride. Medical bills just kept coming.

      But she didn’t want to think about that right then. Instead, she stretched her legs as much as she could, ignoring the pain since she knew that she needed to move around as much as she was able, and just closed her eyes for a bit.

      She didn’t know how long she napped, but eventually, she opened her eyes and saw that she was not alone in this part of the ER anymore. Instead, there was a man there with his arm bandaged, and an IV in his other arm, connected to a blood bag. He looked as if he had already gotten his stitches and everything, but he was still stuck in a bed like she was. It’d never made much sense to her that people were required to stay in the ER for longer than necessary, meaning others were forced to sit in the waiting room until there were available beds. But this was the busiest hospital in the area—and the smallest. And that meant that sometimes things just didn’t make sense.

      But the nurses and the doctors and the rest of the staff worked their butts off. Arden had been here more times than she could count, and she could always rely on anyone that worked here. The nurses knew her by name, even if they sometimes had to blink a few times to remember exactly who she was. But everyone on staff was always caring, hardworking, and never, like that one senator had thought, played a game of cards.

      Arden smiled then, and the man in the other bed looked at her and grinned back.

      She held back a wince since she hadn’t really meant to smile at him, but she couldn’t help it. Because, that man? Handsome as fuck.

      He looked vaguely familiar, but only in that really-hot-guy sort of way.

      He had a strong jaw, bright hazel eyes, and chiseled cheekbones that looked as if they could cut granite.

      His hair flopped over his forehead just a little—long on the top, short on the sides.

      And even in a hospital gown, he looked damn sexy.

      He had a blanket over his legs so she couldn’t see exactly how muscular he was, and she was glad for it. Perving on a fellow patient really wasn’t the best thing.

      She turned away and looked around for her brothers, embarrassed that she had been caught looking at him.

      She frowned, realizing her siblings had left her alone. Had that ever happened before?

      “The guys you were with just walked out,” the man to her left said, and she startled before turning to him. “Excuse me?” She did her best to sound normal—not that she wasn’t normal, but she really wasn’t very good at social situations. It didn’t help that she worked from home and didn’t have a lot of friends. Or any friends besides her dog. But, anyway, that wasn’t important right then.

      “You were sleeping when they rolled me back here, but there were four guys in here earlier. Three of them said they were heading out to do something, and the biggest one got a phone call and had to leave the room since we’re not allowed to be on our phones in here.” The man shrugged. “He sort of glared at me before he walked out, so I don’t know if he wanted me to not talk to you, or let you know where they went. Didn’t leave a note or anything I don’t think.”

      Arden blinked at him, wondering why he was talking so much. Nobody spoke to her. She was really good in her little bubble of social awkwardness, not dealing with people.

      But he was just so…pretty. She was very, very bad at this whole thing.

      “I’m Liam, by the way. Liam Montgomery.”

      “Oh.” She cleared her throat. “Arden. I’m Arden Brady. And those four big guys are my brothers.”

      “So, not your boyfriend? Or boyfriends? Of course, that’s not as weird as it sounds.”

      Her eyebrows shot up. “No, definitely not my boyfriends. Not even a little. Plus, four?”

      “Yeah, four might be a lot. But I have a cousin who has two husbands, so it’s not that uncommon.”

      Arden swallowed hard, trying not to think about exactly what she would do with two Liams. Because, dear God. Two Liams? She didn’t even know the man. But he was just so pretty. And, apparently, she had gotten some pain meds with the rest of her IV. She wasn’t normally this loopy. Dear God, she couldn’t focus.

      “Oh, well, that’s good.” She sighed. “Sorry, I’m still a little groggy from my nap. No, those were my brothers. And good for your cousin. Two husbands? I don’t even have one.”

      Liam smiled. “Good to know.”

      Was he flirting? He was actually flirting with her. What did she look like? Oh, yeah, now she remembered. She had a butterfly rash on her cheeks, more on her neck, and all down the left side of her body. Plus, her stomach hurt, and she knew she was probably going to make a mess of herself soon if she didn’t find a restroom. Thank you, cramping and lupus. Dear God, she hated her life.

      But she was going to ignore all of that and pretend that she wasn’t in pain. Disregard the needle shoved into her arm right then, giving her fluids. She was going to flirt right back and pretend that she wasn’t a mess.

      Because, dear God, Arden was a mess.

      “So, what are you in for?” Liam asked, leaning back into the bed.

      “Oh, just meds and fluids. Got a little too much sun today.”

      It wasn’t that she was really hiding the fact that she had lupus, but it wasn’t the easiest thing to tell people. Most didn’t know anything about it, and it wasn’t easy to explain since the symptoms were the same as about a dozen other things.

      But considering that she’d had it since she was eighteen, she knew damn well that she had it. She had a whole host of other symptoms too, though, and was constantly being diagnosed with other things on top of the lupus.

      And explaining that to a cute guy she was probably never going to see again? Not really on her list of priorities.

      “Well, I hope you get better soon.” He said the words, and from his expression, it looked like he meant them. Weird. She wasn’t used to people actually talking to her.

      “So, what are you in for?”

      “A piece of scaffolding fell on me and my sister while we were at a wedding.” He lifted up his arm and winced. “Got a few stitches, and because of what it nicked, I get to get a nice bag of blood.” He pointed up to the bag and paled ever so slightly.

      “Not a fan of blood?”

      “Not really. Didn’t really realize it until just now. They were going to admit me, but things got backed up, so they’re doing things in the ER.”

      “Same,” Arden said. “How’s your sister?” she asked quickly, hating that she hadn’t asked right away.

      “Bristol is fine. Not even a bruise. Even though I threw her to the ground kind of hard when I jumped on top of her.”

      He had thrown himself over his little sister’s body to protect her from scaffolding? Dear God, this man was just…everything. Maybe she was dreaming. A lupus-treatment-induced fantasy. If so, she didn’t want to wake up. She was fine with Liam Montgomery.

      “You’ll be okay, though?” he asked, looking concerned.

      “I’ll be fine.” At least as fine as she ever was. But she didn’t qualify that.

      “Good.”

      “And you?”

      “I got knocked out for like ten seconds, but they said I didn’t get a concussion. I think I scared my brain more than anything else,” he said with a laugh. “So, they might keep me overnight if they can get me a room. Or I’ll stay here for a bit. Or maybe go home. It’s pretty much up to the doctors
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