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  About The Book


The past comes rushing back at the sound of his voice…my brother's best friend and my new next-door neighbor. 

Lane Kincaid was my secret crush for as long as I can remember. 
He’s also the one I had every intention of avoiding when I came home. 

But fate had different plans;
I got into a car accident.
And he’s the first person to come to my rescue. 

As my gaze collides with his, all thoughts flee.
My icy indifference begins to thaw. 

He’s even more handsome than I remember.
But I must stay away.
He shattered my heart. 

Each interaction weakens my resolve,
And puts a dent in my protective armor. 

There are times when he looks at me, and my breath catches. 
I can’t help but wonder if he feels the same.

Now, I’m being rescued by my brother’s best friend in more ways than I ever dared to dream.













  
  Chapter 1

Emma


I turn toward the sound of knocking on the window, groggily lifting my battered head from the steering wheel it crashed into moments ago. My body struggles to breathe, and the pain shooting along my nerve endings steals my breath. As my gaze collides with the face on the other side of the window, all thoughts evaporate, and I give a wry laugh to the universe that twisted all my best intentions into this ridiculous reunion. Those blue eyes have haunted every dream since puberty hit, and my love for Lane has only blossomed. 
This trip has become a nightmare, and I haven’t made it home yet!
“Emma, can you unlock the door?” Lane asks as my brother’s face pops up next to his. 
There they are, the dynamic duo of my big brother, Kieran, and his best friend. Side by side, as always. They are volunteer firefighters in our hometown, and I should have guessed they would be the first ones on this scene. I am the wayward sister, a constant bother, and the introvert to their big outgoing personalities.
Reaching a hand as far as I can, I hit the unlock button with a fingertip. The effort is all I can muster as my lungs scream and pain shoots the length of my leg, still pinned under the dash. 
“Oh my goodness, is she dead?” An older man that I don’t recognize joins the party of paramedics and firefighters standing guard. I can barely see his shadow from the corner of my eye, but I guess he was the big old Caddy that veered in front of me seconds before I met the tree I am currently resting against.
“I’m not dead,” I hoarsely whisper, the effort sending me into a coughing fit.
“I didn’t see you coming; I was looking at the deer I swerved to miss,” the guy offers back. 
Thank you, Captain Obvious! I figured the man hadn’t seen me coming around the bend on the country road leading into Briar Glen. I know this is an unfortunate accident and that the old, backcountry route into town is hardly ever traveled on but by locals. I thought it safer than the highway option, but apparently, I was wrong. Now, my entrance to my hometown would not be as low-key as I had been hoping. 
“It’s okay, Mr. Olson,” I hear Kieran say. “Why don’t you let these nice men take you to the ambulance and check you out?”
“You sure know how to make an entrance,” Lane whispers as he holds my hand, and the paramedics brace my neck. “Try to take it easy, and we’ll get you out shortly.”
I would be a little more relaxed if someone else was attending to me—anyone else on the planet but him. Lane was the person who had kept me from this place for years now, and I had big plans to avoid him as much as possible while settling back into the groove here in Briar Glen. I had missed so much about my childhood home, and the nostalgia finally overcame the glow of the big city. I know coming back is the right move, even if I have to be in the personal space of this amazing human that never left my heart or mind. Though he doesn’t know that, and I intend for that to remain the case until they lay me six feet underground.
“I just want to make sure everyone knows I’m home,” I tell him, deciding on humor to lighten the tension. I start coughing up a storm at the effort that comeback cost me. 
“Welcome home,” he whispers in that low, gruff tone that I adore. “I would have thrown a different kind of party if I had known you were coming,” he says as my gaze finds his. 
I have dreamed of this moment for eight years since we last saw each other. In every daydream I’ve had of our reunion, I was at least standing, usually with a blowout and some fabulous dress on. Bloodied and stuck in a weird position in a now banged-up ten-year-old Toyota on the side of the road was the furthest impression I was hoping to make. I was a gangly high school graduate when our paths last crossed, and lifetimes of experience had put Lane even further from my league. 
As they unceremoniously lift me from the battered car, I wish that Lane would carry on helping with other parts of the scene. 
“I’m sure we can catch up later,” I tell him in dismissal, hoping I might be upright and wearing something not blood-stained the next time we cross paths. 
“I’m going to ride with you.” Worry is etched in every crevice of his face. “Kieran has a trainee team and will meet us at the hospital.” 
I feel a tear sneak down the side of my face. The pain in my leg is becoming unbearable, but I don’t want him to see me cry. I know it’s dumb, and I shouldn’t care about such things now, but this person is the epitome of the perfect man. Having him witness me at my lowest point is breaking my spirit. I had been planning the perfect homecoming and how sophisticated I would act when I returned to my hometown. 
“How bad is the pain?” Lane asks, bending low to my cheek as they wheel me into the ambulance. 
I look at him, worried that I might have said something aloud. That is the thing about Lane and Kieran, though; even as kids, they could understand me better than the rest of my family. Neither of them thought my quiet, introverted nature was anything to poke fun at and instead had long taken to be my voice to the world. He could finish my sentences, fulfill unspoken requests of mine, and settle me with one grin from that handsome mug of his. 
“You are one tough cookie, but I know that look,” he murmurs, glancing down at my leg. 
“How bad does it look?” 
“Well, you are definitely going to need a cast,” Lane quips. 
“You can tell that just by looking at it?” The paramedic gives Lane a warning look. I know he is good at his job, but I can’t recall anyone touching my leg. 
“Um, I don’t mean to say this to freak you out,” Lane says, looking apologetic. “The bone might be peeking out through the skin a bit.” His look would have made me belly laugh under other circumstances. However, this is my appendage we are talking about, and this news is not what I was hoping to hear.
“What?” Fresh coughs hit my chest, and I feel light-headed. “That sounds bad,” I add as I realize my voice is super unsteady. 
I see the ambulance start to spin. Nausea takes hold of my midsection. If I weren’t already lying down, I would need to do so immediately. I can’t pinpoint a single issue at the moment, as everything hurts; my stomach is lurching at the movement of the fast-paced ambulance. It takes every ounce of willpower to stay alert.
“Lane,” I whisper. “I don’t feel so good.” 
“Well, you look great, even bloodied and battered,” he tells me, squeezing my hand. In a haze, I realize he never let it go. When I pivot slightly to glance in his direction, those eyes aren’t lying or teasing. 
“I missed you so much,” I hear myself confess, feeling like I might pass out. 
I feel his warm, large palm squeeze mine again. He doesn’t say a word as the ambulance lurches forward; that is all my stomach can handle as the contents hurl from my body. I’m pretty sure this can’t get any worse, but thankfully, I choose this moment to pass out, blocking any other embarrassing moments.






  
  Chapter 2

Lane


I pace the length of the hallway, waiting for Kieran to finish with Emma. The doctors were done with surgery on her leg hours ago and have stabilized it for now. She should be able to go home in a couple of days, but she won’t be able to stay on her own. To make matters worse, I have no idea what the plan is. Kieran didn’t tell me she was coming, which is pretty strange as we share nearly everything and see each other every day. We run a massive company and are responsible for hundreds of employees; the teeny detail of Emma resurging into our lives may have slipped his mind. Maybe. But I have my doubts. 
I spin around as I hear the door opening, and Kieran puts a finger to his lips to ensure I don’t speak. He knows he’s in trouble with me, but I doubt he realizes the depth of my anxiety at the moment. We walk a good distance down the hall before he faces me. 
“I didn’t know she would get here today,” he starts before I can chastise him. 
“Does she know about it all? I know you told me last year you didn’t want to tell her until after the book about our company came out. You felt like it would be like rubbing salt in her wounds over the lackluster results from her first book. I thought that was crazy, as Emma has always celebrated your wins in the past, but I went along with it,” I mutter. 
“I told her I bought a new house,” Kieran says as I slug him hard in the arm.
The man does have a gift for understating things. 
He adores his sister more than anything and tries hard never to give her a reason to be upset with him. Emma is nearly eight years younger than us and was the apple of her family’s eye. She was not as outgoing as us but an introverted, reading, band geek of a kid. I, like Kieran, thought she hung the moon, and we did our best to always make her feel special, even when other kids were not especially kind during those gnarly teen years. Today, though, she has grown into those curves and has the most beautiful face. She is not a baby or hormonal teen needing protection from the world, but Kieran still appears to be in that phase of their relationship. 
“We bought a block and built two mini-mansions on the property. She is going to figure out that you and I have been hiding stuff from her,” I say, running a hand through my hair. 
I’ve never been this off balance before, but my well-ordered life is crumbling. I’ve spent years building a business that supports veterans in various roles, and the tiny dream is flourishing. Unfortunately, Kieran does not want his sister to know how successful we are, as she
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