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      Evan and Karli Anders have been married for five years. She’s making plans for them when he gets home from his business trip.

      

      An unexpected knock at the door turns out to be Jordan Baker – confirmed bachelor, Evan’s best friend, and the man she’s convinced can’t stand her – standing there, still in his EMT uniform, to give her the most horrible news of her life… Evan’s been killed in a drunk driving accident.

      

      Karli must now navigate burying her husband, then prepare to face an additional challenge alone - have and raise the child she just found out she's carrying. Or so she thinks.

      

      What she doesn’t realize is that Jordan would happily step up and be the loving partner she wants and needs for the rest of her life - if she’ll only let him in.

      

      But an unforeseen twist could dash all Jordan’s hopes for good.
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        Jordan could still remember the very first time Evan mentioned her. They were juniors in college…

      

      

      “You’ve got to meet this girl,” Evan told him as they walked toward the quad after class one late September afternoon. “I think she might be the one.”

      “The one?” Jordan said, incredulous that ‘Mister One-Night-Stand’ himself would even think about monogamy. “You don’t even know what that means. You go through women like water. You, Evan Anders, are a poster boy for players and heartbreakers everywhere.”

      “You’re not wrong,” Evan grinned. “But there’s just something about this girl…anyway, I’m bringing her to the Omega party tonight. I seriously want you to meet her.”

      “Whatever, dude,” Jordan replied, shaking his head.

      “You’re going, right? Jordan – tell me you’re going. Too much studying isn’t good for you.”

      “And you really shouldn’t be going,” Jordan shot back. “You really need to do more studying, Evan. Football’s only gonna get you so far, man, and it’s hard to find a team to play on if they kick your dumb ass out of college.”

      Evan looked at him for a long moment.

      “Remind me again how it is we’re best friends?”

      But Jordan honestly had never been able to figure that one out himself.

      He and Evan Anders were as opposite as could be. Evan was six feet two, with broad shoulders and the typical blond-and-blue Adonis-like looks women swoon over, not to mention a gifted football player. He was also extremely outgoing - he’d never met a stranger.

      Jordan, on the other hand, preferred solitude and learning, thought his dark brown hair and eyes were boring, and was still hoping for the late growth spurt that would finally launch him past his current best-ever five feet eight inches tall.

      But for whatever reason, they’d become fast friends in seventh grade, and it had stayed that way ever since.

      “Come on, man,” Evan sulked. “I really want you to meet her.”

      “Okay, okay, fine,” Jordan said in exasperation. “But I’m not gonna stay long. Some of us actually care about our grades, you know.”

      “You’re such a dork,” Evan teased, and shoved Jordan lightly, like a brother might. “See you tonight, man.”

      And Evan veered off the sidewalk, moving over the grass toward the dorms reserved exclusively for the football team.
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      Four hours later, Jordan found himself in the middle of a collegiate Greek tragedy. The levels of drunkenness were already reaching epic heights by the time he arrived - even for Omegas.

      Evan owes me big, he thought bitterly. He’s the only freakin’ reason I’m here.

      He shoved his way through a mass of sweaty bodies jumping and swaying to a blaringly loud and seemingly endless techno grind, and finally made it into the frat house’s kitchen where it was quieter – but not by much. Striding to the other side of the room, he took a chance but found only a single cold beer left in the fridge.

      Frustrated, he closed the refrigerator door, then turned around and bumped straight into the woman of his dreams.

      I’ll be damned. Love at first sight does exist, he thought, then fought against the heat he felt creeping into his face.

      She stood, watching him with her sapphire blue eyes, twirling a small strand of her long blond hair around her index finger. She stood maybe five feet six, at the most, with golden, sun-kissed skin and curves in all the right places. Even in a t-shirt and faded jeans, she owned the room.

      “Anything other than beer in there?” she asked hopefully, and her sweet Southern drawl was as warm and rich as a fine whiskey.

      Jordan stood gaping at her for a moment before he managed to find his voice.

      “Nope,” he answered, and it sounded rough and scratchy to his ears.

      He cleared his throat and tried again.

      “No,” he said. “Not even water.”

      “That’s a shame,” the angelic vision in front of him said. “I don’t drink beer.”

      “Me either. Too bitter.”

      Her cute little nose wrinkled as she answered him.

      “I know, right? The taste isn’t bad, but the aftertaste…” her voice trailed off as she shuddered. “Blech.”

      “My name’s Jordan,” he said, then endured another stretch of unbearable silence during which they just stared at one another. To break it, he blurted out, “Baker.”

      “You’re a baker?” she grinned in amusement, and her smile made his heart grow wings.

      “No,” he managed to say, and found himself smiling back at her. “That’s my last name. Jordan Baker.”

      She held out her hand in greeting, and when he clasped it, he swore he felt an electric current surge through his body, so powerful he wanted to sing.

      She began to speak, to tell him her name, but was interrupted.

      “Jordan! My man!” he heard Evan shout from the kitchen doorway. “There you are. And hey, perfect timing. My two favorite people are here.”

      Oh no, Jordan thought. Dude, don’t say it…

      “Karli, this is Jordan, my best friend since what, fifth grade?”

      “Seventh,” he corrected Evan, his stomach filling with lead at what he knew Evan was going to say next.

      “Jordan, this is Karli Bellows… the one I was telling you about.”

      Of course, she is…

      As he watched them standing together, Evan’s arm slung casually around Karli’s dainty shoulders, Jordan realized that for the first time since he’d met Evan Anders, he wanted very badly to be in his shoes…

      But it wouldn’t be the last time. Not by a long shot.

      Not when it came to Karli Bellows.
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        Seven years later…

      

      

      Jordan Baker was a man on a mission. He’d already been lifting weights on a regular basis because it kept him fit for his work as a paramedic. But lately he’d taken up running, and he’d gotten serious enough about it that training for a half-marathon had crossed his mind more than once.

      With his headphones in place, he pounded down the jogging trail that wound its way around the park across from his apartment complex, making his usual two circuits on a sunny spring afternoon. As he ran, he was ever watchful for that shapely figure with the familiar blond ponytail. And as always, his heart skipped a beat when he saw it.

      One year earlier, Evan and Karli had bought their dream home in the subdivision on the other side of the park, and Jordan’s sightings of Karli had increased.

      Normally, he only saw her from a distance and didn’t have to interact with her.

      But this time, Karli was heading straight for him.

      Lord help me… Game face, dude, he reminded himself.

      “Hey, Jordan!” she said with a smile, waving him to a stop. “How’s it going?”

      “Fine. You?”

      “Um, good, I guess,” she said uncertainly. “We haven’t seen you much lately.”

      The conversation faltered into silence, with Karli watching Jordan, a hopeful expression on her face.

      What do you want me to say, Karli? You’re married to my best friend, for crying out loud. The only way I can make sure I don’t tell you I love you is not to talk to you at all, his mind answered. Especially not when we’re alone.

      But he kept a stone face and shrugged, even as he inwardly cursed Evan once more.

      Dammit, dude, of all the subdivisions in Arlington, Texas… You just had to pick that one…

      “Work and training. Keeps me busy.”

      “Oh,” Karli said, her smile faltering.

      “Okay, so, see you around, I guess?” she managed.

      “Yeah,” he replied curtly, and jogged away, with the hurt look on her face burning into his core.

      He could feel her troubled eyes watching him as he moved away from her and down the jogging trail, and he kicked up his speed almost to capacity to outrun her gaze.

      “I’m gonna propose, bro,” Evan had said. “Will you be my best man?”

      And six months after that, I had to stand there and watch the woman I’m in love with walk down the aisle – and marry the guy standing right next to me.

      Neither of them had any clue what it cost me to stay quiet when the preacher asked for objections…

      With a flood of memories chasing close behind him, Jordan sprinted until he was certain he was going to drop.
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      I don’t understand it, Karli thought mournfully as she slowly jogged along the path.

      He’s never liked me, and I have no idea why. I’ve always been nice

      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/another-try-header.gif





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/savemeadance_vellum.jpg
__CA\/E ME A

%8 ANOTHER TRY SERIES 8






