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      Jordan Cross has returned to Holiday, Montana after eleven long years to clear out her late aunt’s house, put it on the market, and figure out what she wants to do with the rest of her life. Soon, she finds herself facing the town that turned its back on her because she was different. Because being labeled a witch in a small town didn’t earn her many friends...especially when it wasn't a lie.

      Matt Cooper has lived in Holiday his whole life. He's perfectly content being a bachelor alongside his four single brothers in a very small town. After all, the only woman he'd ever loved ran out on him without a goodbye. But now Jordan’s back and just as bewitching as ever. Can they rekindle their romance with a town set against them?

      Warning: Contains an intelligent, sexy witch with an attitude and drop-dead gorgeous man who likes to work with his hands, holds a secret that might scare someone, and really, really, likes table tops for certain activities. Enough said.
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      “The road to salvation is found through cleansing your heart and finding the right path. Turn your back on those with wicked ways.”

      Jordan Cross switched off the radio in her ’68 Mustang.

      “Really? They’re still preaching that garbage? It’s 2012 for freak’s sake,” she mumbled to herself, and drummed her fingers on the steering wheel.

      She came up to a sign and rolled her eyes at the message.

      “Yeah, sure. Welcome to Holiday, Montana. Right. Like that would ever happen. And, Jordan, you really need to quit talking to yourself or they’ll think you’re crazier than they already do.”

      On second thought, maybe adding new quirks to her repertoire would enhance her wickedness. She smiled and took a sip of her Coke, her gaze on the empty road ahead of her. She practiced her cackle and looked out on the barren hills and plains of Holiday, Montana.

      Okay, so it wasn’t barren. She just hated it so much she wanted it to be barren so it would reflect that. Trees reached to the sky, their fall colors reminiscent of a harvest sunset. Deep greens, burnt oranges, and crisp apple reds dotted the tree line. Mountains carved through the skyline, towering over the valleys beneath them. Rivers and streams cut through the rolling meadows and beautiful clearings creating a freaking stunning landscape. Any second now Bambi would frolic through.

      She knew she needed to stop the bitter attitude. After all, her life’s work—well, the one she hid from peering eyes—depended on nature and all its bounty. Still, that didn’t mean she had to like the fact she’d returned to Holiday.

      “I’m back.”

      She rolled her eyes and squinted until she saw the first building. Ah, downtown Holiday. Still as adventurous as ever. With the ten buildings on Main Street, it was a regular old metropolis. She already missed take-out and late-night movies. No matter, she’d only be here for a few weeks. Two months tops. Then she’d drive off like a bat out of hell—again.

      Jordan let out a sigh and forced herself not to turn around and step on the gas and run. No, not race away exactly; just strategically not be anywhere near the place that had stolen so much of her life. She’d lived in Holiday for eighteen years, five with her folks before they’d crashed their plane into the side of a mountain, the rest with her grandmother who doted on her with sharp-as-glass type of love.

      A pang shocked her heart, and she bit her lip. She couldn’t think about that now or the fact that the only reason she was even here was because her grandmother was gone. She’d been overseas at an event for her old employer and hadn’t even known her grandmother was sick. In fact, she hadn’t spoken with her in years. Not since the last fight that had torn them apart. Jordan hadn’t wanted to return to find her legacy, but her grandmother had wanted her by her side. It was only because of a lost phone message that Jordan had even heard that her grandmother had passed away. She’d missed the funeral and all the arrangements. Thankfully, her grandmother’s friends, the Coopers, had taken care of everything.

      Now Jordan was left to clean an old, abandoned house and sell it in a small town where all the citizens hated her. She blinked back the tears she refused to shed and pulled into a parking spot in front of the general store—not a Walmart in sight. The town looked as though it had a modern tilt meshed with an early twentieth century flair—with the small-town attitude that came with it.

      Jordan turned off the car, the dull hum of her engine quieting. People milled past, casting curious looks her way.

      They all gave her a look that reflected the same thing: ‘Who is that stranger?’ A look of recognition soon followed, and a look of contempt replaced curiosity.

      Hmph. If they looked beneath the surface, they’d see the girl they’d kicked and poked until she ran. They’d see the girl who’d tried to stand tall but hid behind the brown-haired boy who loved her.

      She cursed and got out of the car. Already, the memories of why she’d left assaulted her. How was she supposed to make it through a couple months? She grabbed her purse, slammed the car door, and walked into the General Store.

      Old Mr. Clancy stood behind the counter, a smile on his face and a story on his lips. God, some things never changed. When she was young, and when Matt hadn’t been around, he’d sneak her bubble gum or Tootsie Pops when the other kids had teased her.

      Matt.

      She closed her eyes and fought to breathe. He couldn’t be on her thoughts; she wouldn’t let him. Yes, he still lived here, but for all she knew, he was happily married with his three point five babies and a puppy. He, above all others, deserved that.

      Jordan took a deep breath and grabbed a pack of gum and a Coke. She really didn’t need anything, but if there was one way to announce her presence, it was to show up at town central and wait for the busybodies to do their jobs—whispering through the grapevine to announce her presence. She could have shown up with a bang, maybe on a broomstick or something, just to live up to her name. But witches didn’t fly… Well, at least not in her case.

      Jordan Cross might be a witch, but she wasn’t a pointy-hat-wearing, card-carrying member of the green-skinned race. Nope, she was just a normal woman with a few extraordinary talents.

      Those talents had scared the hell out of the bigoted townsfolk and caused her to run like a frightened little girl. Energy pooled within her, and she inhaled again, calming herself. The last thing she needed was to welcome her townsfolk with a display of magic.

      At least not yet.

      She’d keep that up her sleeve, just in case.

      Jordan perused the aisles, waiting for someone to notice her and, if she were honest with herself, procrastinating about going home—no, her grandmother’s home. If just going down Main Street had made the memories so fresh they were like gaping wounds, she couldn’t imagine seeing the two-story cabin. People strolled in and out of the store, not paying attention to her.

      “Did you hear about last night?” A woman in her mid-fifties who Jordan didn’t recognize was talking to Mr. Clancy.

      The shop owner nodded, his eyes bright under bushy white eyebrows.  “Another sighting.”

      Jordan’s interest perked up, and she dragged her fingers over a bag of M&M’s, trying to look nonchalant. A spy she would never be, but she could try.

      “This time it was by Betty across the street. She swore she heard chains!”

      Mr. Clancy let out a bellow of a laugh. “Really? So, this is Jacob Marley, now?”

      The lady sniffed but smiled. “Who knows what Betty saw? But I think something should be done about the old Marlow place. Kids are forever trying to break in and damage things. I know we don’t want to tear or burn it down because it’s been deemed historical, but it’s dilapidated and a menace to this town.”

      “Ah, now, Mrs. Jacobs, don’t think that. That place has history. It just happens to have a ghost.”

      “But really, we would be much better off without that eyesore, we should just burn the thing down. We have enough historical things around town as it is.”

      The old man shook his head. “You really need to stop thinking that way. We can’t do it.”

      Jordan started and almost dropped her gum. Had she heard right? A ghost in Holiday? Oh, that was rich. The town that had kicked her out for being a witch wanted to burn down a house because they thought it held a ghost in it.

      She shook her head and walked toward Mr. Clancy to check out. She’d seen a few ghosts in her time, but they’d been harmless, just pale shells of their former selves who couldn’t let go. Not a reason to tear down a building. Maybe she’d check out the old Marlow place while she was here. It would give her something to do other than bury herself in memories and avoid Matt.

      “Jordan?”

      Jordan dropped her gum and unopened Coke, the can rolling to the booted foot of the man with the voice that haunted her dreams.

      She raised her head, unable to speak, as he picked up the can. He had the same brown hair with honeyed streaks. It was longer now in the front than it had been when they were younger. Perfect for her fingers—no, she couldn’t think that. His blue eyes looked even sexier with his aged face, not old, but not an eighteen-year old boy either. No, this was a thirty-year-old man with the hard body to prove it.

      She straightened her shoulders and met his dumbfounded gaze head-on. “Matt.”

      “You’re back.”

      She gave a wry smile, pushing down the urge to throw herself into his arms or run from the crowd that had gathered around them.

      “Looks like it.”

      He held out his hand, and she grabbed her Coke, careful not to let their skin touch. Even after all these years, she didn’t think she’d be able to handle that.

      “I was sorry to hear about your grandmother,” Matt said, his sympathy reflected in his eyes.

      She ignored the dull ache gripping her heart. “Thank you. I know she loved you like her own.” Damn, why did she have to go and say that? Now even more memories flooded her. Memories of her and Matt sitting at her grandmother’s table, drinking hot cocoa or making cookies, or planting flowers in the flowerbed on a warm spring day.

      She wasn’t going to make it. Damn.

      “Well, isn’t this nice?”

      And, so it begins.

      Jordan turned slightly as Stacey St. James sidled past her and ran a finger down Matt’s arm. He looked down at the stacked blonde-haired woman and gave a slow blink then looked right past her like he didn’t care, but he didn’t move when she linked arms with him.

      Bitch.

      Great, it was high school all over again.

      “Hello, Stacey.”

      “Oh, Jordan! It is you!” Stacey batted her eyelashes, and Jordan wanted to punch her…hard. “I almost didn’t recognize you. Why, don’t you look…like you’ve been driving?”

      Yep, even after all these years, Jordan wanted to smack-a-bitch. But, apparently, law enforcement frowned upon that, especially when said bitch was the daughter of the most prominent family in town. Well, other than the Coopers, of course, although Matt and his family had always been warm to her.

      And now thoughts of just how warm Matt had been with her flooded her mind. Her cheeks heated, and she coughed. Enough of that.

      “Well, I drove here all the way from Denver, so, yes; I suppose it would look like that.”

      “How long are you staying?” Matt asked as he extricated himself from Stacey’s clutches.

      “As long as it takes to clean out the house and sell it.” Jordan couldn’t stay any longer than that; she wouldn’t make it.

      Could that be disappointment in his gaze? No, it had been too long. He couldn’t possibly care if she came or went. It had been eleven years. Besides, she’d left without a world. He didn’t owe her anything beyond this brief encounter, while she owed him everything.

      She hated being in debt to anyone.

      Mr. Clancy finally took her purchase, and she slid over some cash before the older man had a chance to speak. Good thing since he looked like he’d seen a ghost—ha, funny.

      “Have you seen the house yet?” Matt asked, his brows furrowed.

      She shook her head and took her Coke and gum back with a small smile to Mr. Clancy. “Not yet. I was on my way over there. I just wanted to stop by for a drink.” She squared her shoulders and started toward the exit.

      “You might find more than you bargained for if you want to get out quick.”

      Jordan stopped and pivoted toward him. “Why? It should only take a few days to clean it out then slap on some paint, right?”

      Matt shook his head and put his thumbs in his belt loops—too sexy. “Your grandmother got real sick at the end, and none of us knew.” Sadness washed over his face, and Jordan held back any similar feelings. “It may take more than you anticipated to get it ready.”

      She let out a sigh and closed her eyes, counting to ten. “Then I’ll just have to deal with it, won’t I? I’m here for the duration in any case.” After all, she’d quit her PR job, a job that she hated, so she could find herself. God, how pathetic did that sound?

      “Well, if you need anything, I’m here. And I bet my brothers would help out in a second.”

      Jordan nodded, a smile forming. Damn those helpful, sexy Cooper brothers. “Thanks, if I need anything, I’ll holler. But I hope to do most of it on my own.”

      Matt nodded, a knowing look on his face. Damn, he could always tell her emotions and he knew she was out of sorts. She hated their connection now. “Of course. Well, I need to head back to work, but it’s good to see you, Jor.” He reached out then looked like he’d thought better of it.

      She bit her tongue to keep herself from saying anything, or worse, touching him.

      “Good to see you too, Matt.”

      Matt turned, stopped suddenly, and turned back. “And I’m an idiot.” He grabbed a pen from the counter and jotted something on a piece of scrap paper near the register. “Here’s my number. Call if you need anything.”

      “Thanks.” She took it from him and watched him walk away, his muscular legs encased is snug jeans. Yum. She stuffed the number in her back pocket and walked toward the door. “Thanks, Mr. Clancy.”

      He winked. “Good to see you, Miss Jordan. Stay out of trouble.”

      She gave a huge grin. “You know me.”

      “That’s why I said it, hon.”

      Jordan laughed and walked past a fuming Stacey and through the exit. The sun beat down on her though the wind chilled the atmosphere quickly.

      “Just so you know, I’m going to marry Matt. So keep your claws out of him.”

      Jordan stopped at her car and turned, her body aching at the thought of Matt marrying that shrew. “Good luck.” What else could she say? I hope you break a nail and die, you bleach blonde bitch?

      Stacey sniffed. “And you better be on your way out of town as soon as you’re done. Because no one wants you here.” Jordan held back a flinch, but remembered the look of compassion on Mr. Clancy’s face. Maybe not everyone hated her. Maybe. “No one did before, and nothing has changed. So you can get your witchy butt back in that old clunker of yours and leave.”

      Jordan put her Coke on the hood of her car and forced herself not to retaliate, at least not physically. Oh sure, she could use magic or cast a spell on her, but Stacey wasn’t worth stirring up trouble. “I don’t know what I ever did to you, Stacey.”

      “Don’t you?” she spat.

      “I honestly don’t.”

      “Do my eyes deceive me? Is that Jordan Cross in my town?” A too-smooth voice broke the tension between them, and Jordan wanted to vomit.

      “Hello, Prescott, your sister was just welcoming me to the town.” She clenched her keys in her fist, ready to escape. God, she didn’t want to be here, not with him.

      “Ah, Stacey is quite the helper, isn’t she?” He wrapped an arm around his sister’s shoulders and gave a perfectly fake, megawatt smile.

      “As always. Well, if that’s all, I’m going to go. Thanks for the welcome.” She opened her car door and slid inside. A hand caught the doorframe before she could close the door, and Jordan inwardly cursed.

      “Now that you’re back, just know that I’m the mayor of this town,” Prescott sneered. “And we don’t need any of your kind here. So watch your step, and I’ll be sure to watch it as well. You aren’t welcome here, Jordan Cross. And if you cross me or my town, I’ll stick Sheriff Tyler Cooper on your ass so fast you won’t be able to hex anyone this time.”

      Prescott looked up and narrowed his gaze. “Ah, there is our Sheriff now. You’re lucky this time.”

      Jordan bit her tongue. She didn’t hex people. It was a moral rule of hers. But damn Prescott and his insults anyway.

      “If that’s all…” She tugged on her door, and Prescott pulled away, his fake smile back on his face.

      “Welcome to Holiday, Jordan.”

      She slammed the door closed, revved her engine, and pulled away. Jesus, what had she been thinking coming back?

      Holiday wasn’t her home, not anymore. She’d do her job and leave. She had to because, if she didn’t, no amount of spells would protect her heart or her sanity.
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      Matt Cooper walked into the hardware store in a daze, his body going through the motions while his mind tumbled in an array of memories, anger, and longing.

      She’s back.

      Jordan Cross, his high school love and childhood best friend…back. She’d left without a word, leaving a mess of dashed possibilities and his broken heart in her wake.

      But, Jesus, she looked even better than before.

      Her green eyes seemed darker, more haunted or sorrowful, than before, like she’d fought more than she’d bargained for and was still losing. Her hair was longer now, very glossy sable locks falling to the middle of her back in careless waves. He’d had loved to run his fingers through it when they sat at the lakeside watching the sun set.

      Yes, they’d been that clichéd in high school, but he’d loved her.

      Loved.

      Past tense. Because he didn’t love her anymore. She’d left him. Left him with his problems, his everything and yet nothing.

      Matt shook his head and went behind the counter, trying to ignore the dull pain in his temples. Darn witch, she shouldn’t be here. He didn’t want to think about her. Didn’t want to deal with it all over when she left again.

      But, she’d looked so lonely in that store, even surrounded by people.

      Without her grandmother, she was alone.

      Dammit. He couldn’t think like that. She didn’t want him. She’d proven that when she’d left. She’d even had the forethought to leave the ring on her pillow for him. He dug his hand in his pocket and gripped the small circle of white gold and the little diamond he’d been able to afford.

      Right, so why had he put it back in his drawer that morning instead of returning it? Why had he kept it all this time? And why, for some odd, unknown reason, had he stuck it in his pocket this morning? Maybe Jordan had whispered something on the wind, and he’d heard. She was a witch after all.

      “Boss? You okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Brad, his assistant, asked as he leaned against the counter next to him.

      The irony of that statement was not lost on Matt.

      He cleared his throat and took the binder off the counter to check inventory. “I’m fine.”

      “Really?” Brad asked, his eyes wide. “And seeing Jordan Cross didn’t do anything to you?”

      Matt turned, eyes wide. “How the hell did you find that out so fast? You’ve been in the store the whole time.”

      Brad smiled and wiggled his iPhone. “Modern technology and Facebook. There’s already a poll going on the Holiday Page to see if the two of you get back together.” He leaned closer, grinning. “So, you have any inside scoop?”

      Matt snorted. “Unfreaking believable, and even if I did, I wouldn’t give it to you.” He shoved the binder toward his assistant and shook his head. “Go do the inventory and tell Sally to man the register. I’m going out for the day.”

      “To Jordan?”

      “Fuck off.”

      “Hey! Watch your language. I’m your employee, and you could corrupt me.”

      “Yeah, and I knew you when you were in high school, smoking weed behind the bleachers and trying figure out how to get in Sally’s pants. I could always tell Sally about how you feel if that would make us even.”

      Brad paled and looked frantically over his shoulder. “Exnay on the pants thing. Okay?”

      “Just because you failed at your attempt, doesn’t mean you didn’t try.”

      Brad let out a sigh. “Tell me about it.”

      Matt laughed. “I’m going to head over to Jackson’s. He wanted me to check out the banister because one of the balusters looked loose. Don’t steal from the register.”

      Brad put his hand over his heart, his eyes wide. “Moi? I can’t believe you’d think that!”

      Matt raised a brow. “Uh huh. Adios.”

      “Say hi to Jordan for me,” Brad teased.

      “Sure thing. And say hi to Sally.”

      Brad blushed and cursed under his breath as the cute redhead came up to the register, completely unaware of his decade-long crush.

      Unrequited love. A bitch at its finest.

      Matt got into his Chevy and started toward Jackson’s. His eldest brother still lived in their family home since no one had wanted to sell it after their parents had died in the car accident that haunted the Cooper brothers’ dreams. Matt lived in a small apartment above his hardware store, though eventually, he’d planned to move to a home he could build on and make his own. After all, he wanted to raise a family. It was just the whole finding-a-wife thing that got in his way.

      He pulled up beside his brother Justin’s Jeep and turned off his truck. He hopped out and grinned at his older brother. Well, all of his brothers were older, but that was beside the point. Justin was his height at around six foot one but wore his hair slightly shorter. They all shared the same blue Cooper eyes, though.

      “Hey, you here for dinner?” Justin asked, a grin on his face. His brother grinned often these days and was pretty laid back, a far cry from the troublemaker he’d been in his youth. Now the elementary school principal could smile and laugh with the best of them.

      Matt nodded. “Yeah, I got here early to fix one of the balusters on the railing for the staircase. Why are you here so early? I don’t even think Jackson is here yet.”

      Justin shrugged as he opened the door. “I got off early and didn’t want to go home only to have to come back here. I figured I’d start on dinner, drink a beer, and watch the game while I waited for everyone to show up.”

      Matt laughed and searched through the toolbox that the ever-prepared Jackson had left near the end of the stairs for him.

      “What are we having?” he asked as he set to work.

      “Chili and cornbread. You want a beer?”

      “Sounds good. I’ll finish this up. It won’t take long, and I’ll help you out if you want. Though I do like how Jackson invites us to dinner and we always end up cooking.”

      Justin shook his head. “Nah, I got it. You know Momma taught us all how to cook. And as for Jackson, he works too much to actually cook. He just likes offering his place because it’s bigger.”

      “Yeah, because she didn’t think we’d get married, and she didn’t want us to starve.” The familiar ache of her loss settled deep in his stomach, though as time had moved on, it didn’t burn as deep.

      “Well, she wasn’t too far off on that, considering we’re all still single.”

      “True.” Jordan’s face popped in his mind, and he held back a grimace. He really needed to stop thinking about her like that. She might be back now, but she’d leave soon, and he’d be alone. Again. Maybe he should just stick with Stacey.

      He held back a shudder. Okay, maybe not.

      The front door opened, and another brother, Tyler, walked in, a laid-back smile on his face, a six-pack in one hand and his sheriff’s hat in the other. He closed the door behind him and ran a hand over his newly shorn hair.

      “I’m surprised you’re here this early,” Matt commented. “I’d thought you’d have a date.”

      Tyler grinned full out, his teeth gleaming in the sunlight shining through the windows. “Not tonight, buddy. Like I’d miss dinner with my beloved brothers.”

      Matt raised a brow. “Got stood up, did you?”

      Tyler set the six-pack and hat down on the table in the foyer and shook his head. “It’s not my fault my dates talked to each other this morning.”

      “Dates?” For a ladies’ man, Tyler was an idiot sometimes.

      His brother shrugged, unrepentant. “I double booked. Sue me.”

      “You’re the law in this town, bro. At some point, you may just have to arrest yourself.”

      “It wasn’t as if I was planning on marrying either of them.”

      Matt set his tools down and took the offered beer from Tyler. “But you don’t have to be an ass about it.”

      Tyler glared. “I’m not an ass. I’m up-front. I’m not looking for a wife. I don’t go out and sleep with every date I have. I’m safe and honest. Just because I messed up my schedule doesn’t make me an ass.”

      Matt smiled, at ease with their old argument. “I give up. You’re perfection and I shall bow at your feet.”

      Tyler scoffed. “It’s about time you learned your place. Or maybe go out and find yourself a date.” He grinned, and Matt fisted his hands.

      He didn’t like where this was going.

      “I date.” Sometimes. Okay, it’d been a few months. Wait, maybe nine? Jesus, he needed to go out. And running from Stacey and her perky…smile…didn’t count. Again, Jordan’s face came to mind, and he bit back a groan. She’d been in town for only a few hours, and she was already taking over his mind and life. Typical Jordan.

      But that was why he’d loved her.

      Emphasis on the past tense. Because he didn’t love her now. No way.

      “You okay in there?” Tyler asked. “Let me guess. This is about a certain brunette high-school sweetheart of yours that came back to town today?”

      Matt closed his eyes so he didn’t have to see the knowing gaze. No matter what he did, he couldn’t avoid her. And, frankly, it was getting harder to tell himself he even wanted to. “I take it you saw the announcement on Facebook?”

      Tyler’s eyes gleamed. “Oh, I saw the announcement, and the poll on whether you and Ms. Jordan were getting back together.”

      “Damn, why is it that Holiday loves polls so freaking much?”

      “Yep. It’s about fifty-fifty right now. But that’s because not enough people were there to see the chemistry and don’t want to rely on second- and third-hand accounts. So there is another poll on whether or not they should concoct an event to put the two of you together. How does it feel to be a Holiday celebrity?”

      Matt fought the urge to punch the smug look off his too-happy brother’s face. “I’m a Cooper; I’m already a Holiday celebrity.”

      “True. But when the betting gets going, I want to win. So you have any insider’s scoop for me?”

      Matt threw a small piece of wood at him, and Tyler ducked smoothly. “No, we’re not getting back together.” Damn. “She’s just back to clean out her grandma’s place then she’s leaving.” Again.

      Tyler nodded, a too-understanding glint in his eyes. “Oh, and just so you know, I saw her today. She’s still pretty as ever.”

      “Watch yourself, Tyler,” Matt growled.

      “I won’t poach. But I will warn you that I had to warn off Prescott already.”

      Matt went on alert. That fucker. He’d always hated the guy. It was a wonder how he’d become mayor. No, scratch that. No one had wanted the job badly enough to go against the St. James money. “What did he do?”

      “Just acted like the ass he was and was a little too close to full-out harassment in my opinion, so I made sure I was around in case it escalated. I couldn’t tell if Jordan was relieved or not. You know how she likes to deal with her own problems. But I didn’t want her to feel like she was alone as soon as she came back.”

      “Thanks, Tyler.” Though he wished he’d been there to help. But he didn’t think Jordan would have welcomed his help.

      “No problem, man. You know Jordan was like family back in the day. I hated to see her leave too.”

      Matt nodded and gave a small smile. “I know.”

      The front door opened again, and this time, Brayden walked through the door, beer in his hands and grease on his jeans. Fuck, had he missed the BYOB memo? “Shit, Bray, didn’t you shower before you came over?” Tyler laughed.

      “Shut the fuck up.” Brayden scowled, and Matt bit back a laugh. And people said that Bray was the nicest of the Coopers. “I washed up, somewhat. I can’t get this stuff off me most days. Deal with it.” His black hair curled a bit at the ends and was still wet, proving he’d at least cleaned something.

      “Is that Bray?” Justin called from the kitchen.

      “Something smells good,” Bray yelled back. “Chili?”

      “Yep, and cornbread,” Matt answered as his stomach rumbled. He took another swig of his beer, the bitter brew doing nothing to cool his thoughts of a certain brunette.

      Fuck. He needed to stop thinking about her. Anytime now.

      Justin walked out, drinking a beer. “Dinner won’t be ready for a few, but the game’s about on.”

      “Sounds good. The Broncos are going to kick some ass tonight,” Tyler said as he walked toward the living room.

      The others followed him, bashing the other team and praising their Denver team. The Broncos had been their father’s favorite, and the Coopers were loyal to a fault. They sat, drank beer, and watched the kick-off as the smell of chili filled the room.

      The front door opened again, and his last brother, Jackson, walked in.

      “What the hell?” Jackson scowled. “Just take over my fucking house, why don’t you?”

      “Hey, at least I fixed the banister for you,” Matt retorted. “And Justin cooked for you because that’s how we always do things. Stop complaining.”

      Jackson grunted, went into the kitchen, and came back out with a beer in his hand. He sank into the couch and sighed. It was a freaking Sunday evening and his brother had worked a long hard day because he kept his doors open on weekends to accommodate others in town. He’d taken off his suit jacket and shoes and loosened his tie, but he still looked like a professional. Even if the guy was a dentist. And an ass. But the man was their brother so they couldn’t take him out back and shoot him with Tyler’s gun. Yet.

      Justin’s phone beeped, and he ran out of the room, calling, “Chili’s been ready,” on his way. They grabbed their bowls and ate while watching the game. During the commercials, his brothers teased him about Jordan. Damn. It didn’t look like they’d give up any time soon.

      Matt checked his watch and cursed. “Okay, I’m out. Let me know how the game ends.” The sun was about to set, and he had places to be. Well, one place.

      “God, you’re a pussy sometimes,” Justin teased. “Afraid of the dark, are you?”

      “Something like that,” Matt said evasively and ran out the door.

      He drove his Chevy to his place then hopped out and ran to the old Marlow place, the sun’s setting rays beating down on him like a hangman’s noose. He barely made it through the door and into the living room when the last tip of the sun went below the horizon. Panting, he looked down at his hands and bit back a sob.

      His hands faded to an eerily translucence, his arms, chest, legs, and the rest of him following soon after.

      No, he wasn’t afraid of the dark or even ghosts.

      Because on every full moon…he was one. And it was all Jordan’s fault.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Jordan leaned against the wall, her brain not fully functioning in the early morning heat. It was freaking September in Montana. Why was it so hot? Stupid global warming. She desperately needed a cup of coffee. Damn, she missed the corner shops where she could just walk for a cup of organic brew. Now, she didn’t even have a coffee maker, and she didn’t want to leave the house to go to the diner to get it because, once she left, she was afraid she’d never come back again.

      And this time, she wasn’t just talking about the town. Her grandmother’s house was scary as hell. When she’d first walked in, she’d almost about-faced and run in the opposite direction. Dust and dirt covered everything that wasn’t covered in plastic. Even the plastic looked worn. Cobwebs filled the corners, broken floorboards stood in her way, the doors were off the hinges, and the counters looked like mold had found a new place to live.

      Her grandmother had been clean, even as she’d gotten sick. The vandals who had come to take over the creepy house on the corner were not. Jordan would kick every one of their bratty little asses. She’d never thought the house creepy, it was just the fact that her family was a family of witches, so of course the locals thought they were creepy and evil. So freaking close-minded.

      They’d ruined her home.

      Well, the only home she’d ever known.

      “Hey, stranger,” a voice called out, and she screamed, her heart racing. “Hey, Jordan! I’m sorry! It’s only me.”

      Jordan turned to see Matt, his face flushed and a small smile on his face.

      “Dammit! Stop sneaking around! It’s spooky as all hell.”

      “I’m sorry, Jor.”

      She ignored the way his nickname for her rolled off his tongue. He shrugged and held out his hands. That’s when Jordan noticed the steaming cup of coffee in each hand. Yep, this man was a god. A sexy god. No. Not thinking that.

      “I figured you might not have a maker, and I remembered how much you love your coffee in the morning.”

      Damn sensitive, caring, responsible man.

      “Thanks,” she grumbled, and took a deep gulp, the coffee almost scalding her tongue. At least that would keep her from saying anything stupid like, ‘I still love you.’ He leaned against the doorway, his blue eyes just as intense as ever, his dark locks begging for her fingers. She tightened the grip on her coffee cup. No, she wouldn’t touch. Or even think about touching because that led to things she couldn’t run away from.

      “So, Matt, why are you here?” Other than to annoy me.

      “I figured you could use some help. I’m a carpenter after all.” He smiled, and it brought a little kick to her chest.

      And a carpenter? He could always work with his hands. No. She couldn’t think like that, either.

      He looked around the house from where he stood and shuddered. “Though, maybe I should have brought a bulldozer.”

      She fought back a laugh. He was right, but she wouldn’t give him the benefit of the doubt. Not when she wanted him out of the house so she didn’t have to think about memories better left forgotten.

      “I thought you worked at the hardware store.” At least that was what a few of the old biddies had told her when she’d picked up her dinner from the diner the night before.

      Matt took a sip of his coffee, and she forced herself to not watch the way his throat worked as he swallowed. It was as if she was a teenager again. Though, since the last time she’d seen his blue eyes they’d both been teenagers, she couldn’t really blame herself. Much.

      “I own the hardware store. But I still do carpentry jobs on the side. I like to work with my hands.” He studiously avoided her gaze, and she was grateful.

      Damn hormones.

      “I’m glad you’re doing what you like, Matt.” Her voice sounded too whimsical. Damn, she didn’t know what she wanted in life and yet the man she had left made her want even more things. Well, maybe not everything. Who could really want Stacey? Matt had changed so much if that was his new type.

      “How’s Stacey?” She cringed. Had that sounded jealous? Oh, whatever.

      “Stacey?” He furrowed his brow then a slow, wide smile covered his face.

      Oh, God. It hurt. Jesus, he loved her.

      “Don’t tell me you’re jealous, Jor.”

      She raised her chin and fought back the ridiculous notion, on the verge of tears. She would not cry over the fact she’d lost her chance when she’d never even had one to begin with.

      “Of course not, I’m very happy about your engagement.” Look at that, I didn’t throw up when I said it.

      Matt choked on his coffee, his body folding over himself. Jordan rushed to his side and pounded him on the back.

      “What...what did you say?” Matt asked once he quit coughing long enough to get some words out.

      “I was just saying I was happy you and Stacey are getting married. It’s nice to see you moving on.” She cringed. That wasn’t what she’d meant to say. Now she looked like she was the center of the universe. Great going, Jordan.

      “Where the hell did you hear that?”

      “Uh, from Stacey? Your soon-to-be bride?”

      Matt shook his head and looked a bit sick. “Hell, no, Jor. Stacey and I aren’t engaged, dating, or even close.”

      Relief spread through her even as she thought that it didn’t matter anyway. She’d leave. But he wasn’t with Stacey; she could at least rejoice in that.

      “Oh, well, I might have heard wrong.” Wait, why was she covering for the blonde bimbo?

      Matt shook his head. “Oh, I don’t think you did. That woman is a conniving snake.”

      Jordan threw her head back and laughed with Matt joining her. “Oh, thank God. I was worried it was only me.”

      “Oh, no. I’m pretty sure the entire town is with you on that front, Jor. Dear God, I wish that woman would move away.”

      “Or at least shut up.”

      Jordan drank the last of her coffee, a weight she didn’t know she had lifting off her shoulders as she talked with Matt. She’d almost forgotten how close they’d been as friends before they’d dipped their toes in the more serious relationship pools. She could always count on him, though, as it turned out, the same couldn’t have been said of her.

      “So, you’re here to help with carpentry? Well, I’m going to need tons of it.” She waved her hands around the room and tried not to wince. “But, I think that may take a backseat for now.”

      Matt nodded, his gaze roaming over the place with a frown over his face. “I can’t believe people would do this.” He turned to her, they eyes locking. “I promise you, if me or my brothers had known the extent of the damage, we’d have done something.”

      She could always count on the Coopers. “But in the store, you hinted.” She hadn’t wanted to push, but he’d known something.

      Matt shook his head. “I’d only guessed the place would be in need of repairs since your grandmother hadn’t let anyone in the house for so long. I’d seen it from the outside, so I knew it wasn’t good, but I hadn’t realized the inside was this bad.”

      Pain ricocheted through her. Yet another thing that was her fault.

      Jordan gave a nod but didn’t meet his eyes. How could she?

      “Those asses will get what’s coming to them, Jor. Don’t worry.”

      She smiled. Yep, that was her Matt. The good guy. Wait, not her Matt. Never again, her Matt.

      “It doesn’t matter. I’ll get this place cleaned up, sold, and then it won’t be an eyesore anymore.”

      “You mean we.”

      “Huh?”

      “We’ll get this place cleaned up.”

      Oh, she didn’t know if she could work side-by-side with him for too long. Her already unsteady mood swings might go crazier than a menopausal woman in a heat wave. Something she was not looking forward to experiencing one bit.

      “Why are you helping me?” She had to ask. She’d left him, and yet here he was, being a nice guy.

      “Because we’re friends.” The words looked like they were ripped from him, and she wanted to cry at the situation. “Or at least we were. I’d like to be friends, Jor.”

      His gaze locked with hers, and she wanted to throw her arms around him or cry. Since she was stronger than that, she did neither.

      “I’d like that too.” She was proud of how steady her voice sounded when inside she was a wreck of emotions and memories.

      Matt smiled and walked farther inside the house. “Okay, where do we start?”

      “Start?” How about kissing? That seemed like a good start…No!

      He raised a brow and gave her a knowing look. Jerk. “In your house?”

      “Oh, right. Sorry, the coffee hasn’t kicked in yet.” She looked at the mess surrounding them and held back a cringe. “I think we need to work on at least cleaning up a bit first then fixing what we need to.”

      Matt nodded, his gaze studying the room as she tried to pull hers from his jawline. Yum.

      “Okay, then. I heard from Mrs. Chambers that you already bought some cleaning supplies at the general store.” He grinned, and she shook her head.

      “Damn small town.”

      “Come on, you missed us some.”

      “Not even a little.” She shook her head as he laughed. No, she hadn’t missed the town. She missed Matt and his brothers and maybe a few others, but not the town. The busybodies and sharp-tongued residents were the reason she’d left in the first place. Well, at least most of the reason.

      Matt held his hand over his heart and staggered back. “I’m hurt.”

      “Shut it. I don’t have time for your pains.” Though to soothe them… Geez, this was going to be even harder than she’d thought.

      “I like it when you’re feisty.”

      She leveled a look at him and walked toward the mound of cleaning supplies and trash bags she’d bought the day before.

      “That’s enough of that. We said we wanted to be friends for as long as I’m here, and you talking like that isn’t helping anything.” She had to get it out there because, if he kept being his normal charming self, she wouldn’t make it.

      Matt put down the box of trash bags he held and crossed his arms over his chest. “Okay, there are a few things wrong with that statement. First off, yes, I want to be your friend. We were best friends once, and I’d like to have you back. Second, what the hell is with that ‘as long as I’m here’ crap? If you leave this time—”

      “Not if, when.”

      He rolled his eyes. “Fine, when you leave this time, you don’t get to do it without a goodbye and a phone number. We’re going to talk once you leave and do what friends do—connect.”

      Guilt ate at her from the memory of her leaving before, but she buried it. It had been a long time ago.

      “And third, I’m being myself with you, Jor. I’m not groping you or kissing you like I’d do if we were more than friends. I was teasing and playing around. That’s what friends do. I know this is awkward, and we’re not talking about the elephant the size of Montana in the room, but we’re going to get through this.”

      “I don’t think it’s possible for an elephant the size of Montana to actually fit in this room.”

      He let out a breath. “It could, and it will, considering our history. Awkwardness doesn’t follow the rules of physics; it’s one of the commandments or something.”

      She raised a brow. “Really? God said ‘Thou shalt not follow the rules of physics when awkward’?”

      “Something like that.”

      They broke out in laugher, and just like that, the tension eased a bit. They picked up the cleaning supplies and started to work as a team. With each trash bag of junk collected, they reminisced about the times they’d spent in her grandmother’s house. She had thought she’d have felt sad in the place where she’d grown up and ultimately rejected, sitting with the man she’d left, but with Matt’s smile and laughter, she couldn’t quite feel too depressed. As always, Matt made her feel whole again.

      Too bad she was going to leave him again once when she figured out what she was going to do with her life.

      “Do you still practice?” Matt asked as they sat on her porch and gulped down the ice water she had in her cooler.

      “Practice what?”

      “Witchcraft.”

      She froze, surprised he’d broach the taboo subject with such ease. “Sometimes.”

      “Sometimes? That’s it? What does that mean?” He took a long drink then leveled his gaze at her.

      She shrugged, not comfortable with the topic. He’d always been her protector when she wasn’t protecting herself. But he hadn’t been there for all if it and hadn’t seen what had happened when others found out about her talent. If she could even call it that.

      “Jordan?”

      With him sitting there with that honest look on his face, she couldn’t hold back. He made her feel transparent, so she told him the truth. “I don’t practice as much as I’d like. But I’m always using my powers. I mean I can’t not be a witch. It runs through me; it’s in my blood. I just don’t do everything that I want to with it.”

      He rested his hand on hers, and she gripped it tightly, his warmth seeping into her bones. “What do you want to do with it?”

      “Like working with potions again or trying out new spells. Anything, really.”

      “Why don’t you?”

      “I don’t know.” No, that was a lie. She did know. But she’d been hiding from herself for so long it was hard to find who she was.

      He nodded, but she could tell he didn’t believe her. It was just one more reason she liked him; he let her be when she wanted it.

      “I hope you have the proper permits for this monstrosity,” Prescott said from the edge of the walkway, startling her.

      She and Matt stood quickly, her stomach heaving at the thought of having to be in the same space as Prescott. And, oh God, what if he told Matt about what had happened that night?

      Matt crossed his arms in front of his chest and shifted so he blocked her from view. She took a deep breath and moved closer to his side. She was a freaking adult. She could handle this. Maybe.

      “Jordan owns the place, Mr. Mayor,” he growled. “It’s not a public place, so she doesn’t need a permit to clean it up.”

      “We’ll see.” Prescott lifted his head so far Jordan thought she could see directly up his nose and walked away, anger in his stride.

      As soon as his car sped away, Jordan relaxed, they’d been too into each other even to notice him pull up in the first place. She needed to hurry up and get the house sold so she could leave. She might be a strong woman in some respects, but Prescott made her want to crawl in a hole and hide. That, by far, wasn’t his worse offense. She hated being weak, but for some reason, she couldn’t grow a backbone around him.

      “I hate that guy,” Matt grumbled.

      Jordan gave a small smile. “Me, too.”

      “Hey, you two, I hear you could use some help.” Justin, Matt’s very cute brother, walked toward them.

      “I think I got it, Justin,” Matt growled, and Jordan raised a brow.

      Interesting. Was Matt jealous of his big brother? Should she even care that he was? After all, they weren’t together, and Jordan thought of the Coopers like her family, just a very sexy one. Matt was the only one who had ever made her want to dream of more. Not in terms of success, but to have him be her family.

      “I could use all the help I can get, actually.” She wouldn’t have to be alone in a room with Matt and her traitorous thoughts, and she’d get out of here quicker. That’s what she wanted after all, right?

      “Sounds good to me,” Justin said. “Where do you want me?” He wiggled his brows, and she laughed while Matt growled again.

      “You want to take the bathrooms?” she teased.

      His face fell. “Seriously?”

      “Hey, you’re late; it seems only fair.” She looked over at Matt and winked.

      “Late? You didn’t even know I was coming!”

      She shrugged. “Not my problem. So what do you say?”

      He let out a breath, and Jordan bit back her laughter.

      “Fine, whatever.” He stomped inside, and she and Matt broke down.

      Tears slid down her cheeks and her side ached, but that moment was one of the best she’d had in forever. It was all because of the Coopers. How on earth was she supposed to leave again?
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      Jordan closed her eyes and focused inward, her body swaying back and forth in rhythm with the wind music she’d put on her iPod. She sat cross-legged on her grandmother’s living room floor; she couldn’t think of it as her place. It’d been a month since she’d been in town, and yet, it still didn’t feel like home, though Matt and his brothers helped.

      They were making it that much harder for her to leave again; that seemed to be their goal. If she were honest with herself, she didn’t mind as much as she should.

      She shook her head. Damn, she needed to stop thinking about the Coopers, more specifically Matt. They drove her to distraction, and she needed to focus on her meditation. She took a deep breath, her body slowly returning to that slow motion that ebbed with the minuscule vibrations of the earth.

      This is why she loved being a witch. She didn’t dance naked in the moonlight—though she remembered that Matt has always wanted her to try it. She didn’t paint her face green and cackle at passing schoolchildren—even though it was tempting. No, she was a witch in the true sense of the word. She belonged to Mother Nature, and she could feel the connection to her surroundings sprouting like youngling seeds waiting for the sun.

      She stretched her arms above her head, her palms cupped, bringing the energy to her. It wrapped itself around her arms, trailing down her body like tendrils of light. She hummed as the intensity of the light soaked into her skin and dissolved.

      Yes, this was why she loved being a witch.

      Peace.

      She lowered her arms, took a deep breath, and opened her eyes. God, that felt better. She rolled her shoulders and stood in one fluid motion. She’d needed that. The tension in the past month had depleted her resources. Though some people opened their arms to her, some people in town had welcomed her with cool smiles while others openly turned their backs on her. Though she shouldn’t have expected anything else. These were the same people who had ridiculed her as a small child and had sided with the enemy…

      She shook her head. It wasn’t time to think about that. In fact, it was never time to think about that.

      It wasn’t all that bad. She had the Coopers, though she really only saw Tyler, Justin, and Matt. Bray was always busy in the mechanic shop, which he owned, since it was the only one around for five counties and also serviced the ranching and farming equipment. And Jackson… Well, Jackson was Jackson, distant, cool, and a little—no, a lot—intimidating. But he’d held her close when she’d seen him on the street and whispered welcome back before he’d walked away as if it hadn’t happened. He’d been the big brother she’d always wished she’d had.

      Oh, and there was Abigail, a new friend that she’d clung to. She’d babysat the woman in high school and now she was a stunning, if not alarmingly shy, twenty-two-year-old school teacher. Jordan had always liked her, though they were too different in age when they were younger to really hang out. Now, that seven-year age gap wasn’t so much of a problem, and Abby seemed to have adopted her.

      Jordan laughed to herself as she walked to her makeshift office. The little, curvy woman was a force to be reckoned with, though no one realized it behind her quiet demeanor. Well, quiet to everyone else. As soon as Abby lost her shield, she was a little chatterbox, and Jordan loved her to death.

      Jordan sank into her grandmother’s leather chair, which had survived the vandalism, and unlocked the bottom desk drawer with a key that had been around her neck since she could remember. She lifted the ancient book from its hiding place and set it carefully on the desk before returning the key to her necklace. Each family member wore a similar necklace, though now she was the last Cross. No matter how many keys though, there was just one book.

      Her magic book.

      Magic floated off the cover in an array of colored swirls and sparkles. She knew no one else could see the colors unless they were magically inclined, though she didn’t quite know what else was out there. For all she knew, she was the only true witch out there. Except for the occasional ghost, she’d never seen anything else. That didn’t mean they didn’t exist though. Jordan always hoped they did. It would be nice to not be so alone.

      She shook her head at her melancholy thoughts. This was not the time for that. Her family’s magic book, seeping with generations of knowledge and power, sat before her. She should be happy for freak’s sake.

      Every night, after Matt, and sometimes Justin and Tyler, left for the day, she’d tidy up and come to the office to read the texts. She’d left the book here when she’d run from town. She knew the only reason it hadn’t been damaged or stolen while she’d been gone was because of magic. But now it was hers in truth. Her grandmother had been a witch but only possessed a small amount of magic that she used in herbs or to heal the occasional cut and scrape on her and Matt. He’d always been fascinated with it…and so had she.

      She hadn’t tried any of the spells, and she wasn’t sure she was going to. The last time she had…well, it hadn’t turned out well.

      A knock on the door saved her from having to relive the memoires that she’d worked so hard on burying deep down. She quickly locked up the book and went to the door.

      Abby stood on the other side, a hesitant smile on her face, as if she wasn’t quite sure of her welcome.

      “Hey, hon!” Jor waved her friend in and smiled. She was doing her best to instill some confidence in the smaller woman, but sometimes it was as if she was trying for nothing.

      “Hi, Jordan,” Abby said, her long brown hair down behind her shoulders and flowing in the wind. Abby was around half a foot shorter than Jordan’s five-nine but a few pounds heavier. It wasn’t as though she were overweight; it was just that having breasts and hips such as hers tended to distribute differently on such a small frame. To Jordan, Abby’s full curves looked pin-up worthy, but to Abby—and others—she looked heavy, unattractive, and stuffed in her clothes. The witch in her wanted to kick some ass on that one, but she didn’t know if it would do any good.

      “Can I get you anything to drink?”

      Abby shook her head and wrung her hands. “No, I’m okay. Well, actually, I came here to see if you wanted to get lunch.” She smiled, and Jordan wanted to weep at the beauty.

      Really, how stupid were the people in this town? This woman was gorgeous, but Jordan was pretty sure Abby had never been on a date in her life. Asshats.

      “I’m starving so that sounds great. But first I need to do some work on the house.”

      “Oh, okay, I can help if you want.”

      “Really?”

      Abby shrugged then tugged on her lip. “Sure, I don’t mind.”

      Jordan pulled the other woman into the room, and once Abby was out of her jacket, they got to work on the walls. They had to steam off the old wallpaper, and then scrape whatever wouldn’t come off right away. She couldn’t wait to put a fresh coat of paint on the walls to see what it looked like.

      Though she couldn’t wait to leave when she had first arrived, she had been drawn back to Holiday. People like the Coopers, Abby, and Mr. Clancy made her feel like the town wasn’t that bad. Abby had met up with her at the general store one day and hugged her in welcome, they’d been attached ever since. Maybe everything wasn’t as bad as she thought. Then Stacey and Prescott’s face came back, filling her vision and she shuddered. Maybe not.

      After another hour of hard work, Jordan stood back. “Okay, you ready to eat?”

      Abby bit her lip, and Jordan took mercy on the poor woman and grabbed her coat. The October air had cooled dramatically in the past week or so. Halloween was just around the corner and it looked like it would be a cool one this year.

      They chatted about their days as they walked to the diner, the air taking on a biting chill as they got closer. They could have driven, but it was a close enough walk that she didn’t want to deal with it. Plus, she didn’t like leaving her Mustang out on the street where anyone could see it. She didn’t trust most people not to do something to her baby when she was away from it.

      The diner wasn’t too crowded when they got through the door, so she directed Abby to a booth in the corner where they could hide if needed. Even though it grated on her that she even had to think about that crap, she’d rather not make a scene. Again.

      They took off their coats and sank into the bench cushions.

      “So, what do you feel like eating today?” Abby asked.

      “Anything edible, but nothing cold.”

      Abby laughed. “I thought you lived in New York. It’s cold back East too, isn’t it?”

      “Yeah, but not like this and not in freaking October. I swear the wind is leaching all the energy from my bones every time it blows.”

      “Weakling,” Abby teased in a rare moment of gumption.

      Jordan mock-scowled. “You’ll pay for that remark.”

      “Ooh, I’m so scared.”

      “You should be.”

      “You wouldn’t hurt a fly, Jordan Cross. I don’t care what people say; you’re a good person.” Abby leveled her gaze and lowered her voice. “I know you’re a witch, and I’m okay with it. Be yourself. Someone should.”

      Jordan fought off tears and gripped Abby’s hand. “Thank you.”

      “I like you; it’s not hard to.”

      “Tell that to everyone else.”

      “I would if they’d listen. But most people don’t seem to know I’m alive.”

      “Then stuff ’em.”

      “Good attitude.”

      Jordan’s seat faced the door so she could see precisely the moment when Stacey St. James walked through the door on the arm of…Matt.

      She shouldn’t be feeling the stabbing pain in her chest as it scraped its razor sharp claws around her heart. She bit her lip and blinked rapidly.

      “Jordan? What is it?” Abby turned in her seat, and her shoulders lowered. “Oh. You know they aren’t together, right? Stacey’s tried for so long, but Matt won’t hear of it. I don’t know why he’s here with her this afternoon, but it’s not what you think.”

      “It’s not my business what Matt and Stacey do,” she whispered, though she’d tried to sound steady and firm.

      “It should be.”

      “Drop it, Abby.”

      Abby tiled her head and gave a Jordan a look that bordered too much on the side of pity for her taste. “Okay.”

      “So, like I was telling Matt, it really all depends on the dress.” Stacey’s voice carried over the small diner, and Jordan resisted the urge to pick up her fork and stab the bitch. Matt had locked his jaw and was trying to extricate himself from her evil clutches. Good man.

      Allison, the harried waitress, nodded. “That’s great. Do you two want a table? You can seat yourselves.” With that, she hurried over to Jordan and Abby’s table. When she gave an eye roll once out of Stacey’s sight, Allison cemented herself as one of Jordan’s new favorite people.

      “Hey, guys, sorry it took me so long to get over here,” Ally said as she held her hand on her hip and tried not to smile.

      “It’s okay; I know sometimes it takes a while to get through….people,” Jordan teased, and Ally’s eyes danced.

      “You have no idea.” Ally laughed, her auburn hair slowly falling out of its wayward bun.

      “How are your kids, Ally?” Abby asked, and Ally’s smile brightened and her vivid green eyes sparkled.

      “Oh, they’re amazing. Aiden is getting so big. I think he’s taller than me now, and he’s twelve! And Cameron is getting ready for a Halloween play at school. He gets to be the Grim Reaper, so he’s excited because he gets to wear the hood. That way he thinks no one will see him if he messes up. And Lacy is loud as ever, but she’s my baby.” Ally laughed than shook her head. “Look at me go on. Sorry about that. I just love my babies and talk about them as much as I can.”

      Jordan had met Ally while volunteering at the school to help with the art department. Jordan had been bored and wanted to make sure she gave back and did something with the community. It made no sense just to sit around and let people look down on her, she was stronger than that. The others in town still looked at her like she was a witch and below them, but gradually, maybe she could change that. If not, she had to get over how people thought of her.

      Ally was a widow who had lost her husband a couple of years before and had fallen on hard times. She’d done everything she could for her children, but sometimes it didn’t seem like enough. Jordan was happy to see her new friend smiling since it was such a rare occurrence when she wasn’t around her children.

      “I love hearing about them so keep talking,” Jordan said honestly. That little pang in her heart that she wasn’t a mother beat louder whenever she was near Ally, but she ignored it.

      “Oh, I could go on for hours, but I still have a job to do.” She tilted her head toward Stacey, and Jordan suppressed a groan.

      “Okay then, I’ll have the club with baked chips on the side and a Diet Coke,” Jordan said.

      “And I’ll have the chef salad with the vinaigrette on the side,” Abby said. “Oh, and a water with lemon.”

      Ally nodded but didn’t write the orders down. Jordan suspected she didn’t need to as a mother of three. She could remember more than most. “Okay, I’ll put that right in.” She hurried off, deftly avoiding the bleached bimbo from hell.

      “A salad?” Jordan asked. “I thought you said you’d try a burger next time.” Jordan wanted her friend to be happy and not worry about her weight.

      Abby shrugged. “I’m fine.”

      Jordan’s eyes shot daggers toward Stacey, or at least that’s what she wanted. If that bitch hadn’t been there, there wouldn’t have been a problem. Stacey was always harping on Abby over some small infraction considering a perceived weight problem.

      Stupid blonde bitch.

      Okay, maybe she needed to tone down on the name-calling. Karma, and all that crap.

      “Is there a space for me?” Matt asked as he walked up to their table.

      Jordan raised a brow and ignored the rapid beat of her heart at his presence. “I thought you were here with Stacey.” She inwardly winced. God, petty much?

      Matt shuddered then sat in the booth next to her, his body warming her side with an electric current. Down, libido. “God, no. She cornered me when I got out of the Chevy. I saw you two walking in here and thought I’d join you, if you don’t mind.”

      “Well—” She didn’t want to be near Matt because every time she was, she started to want something more.

      Abby cut her

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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/holiday_montana_1-3.jpg






