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GENERAL INFORMATION 
 

Title: Second Chances Series 

Book One: Change of Heart 

Book Two: Right Place, Right Time 

Genre: Contemporary Romance 

Author: Jennifer L. Allen 

Publisher: Jennifer L. Allen 

 

Author Bio: 

 

Jennifer was born and raised on Long Island, in New York. She relocated to South Carolina in 

2002, where she met the love of her life. They got married and live their happily ever after just 

outside of Charleston with their fur-kids: a spoiled rat terrier, a cat who thinks he’s a dog, and a 

cat who think she’s an MMA fighter. When she’s not reading or writing, she works a day job in 

an office, and is an evening graduate student, pursuing a degree in clinical counseling. She 

enjoys amateur photography, travelling, and music…it’s a bonus when she can combine all three. 

She independently published her debut novel, Our Moon (JACT 1), in June 2015. 

 

Contact Links: 

 

Email: jenniferlallenauthor@gmail.com 

Website: www.jenniferlallenauthor.com 

Facebook: www.facebook.com/jallenauthor 

Twitter: https://twitter.com/AuthorJenniferA 

Mailing List: http://eepurl.com/b4LjgD 

Amazon Author Page: http://amzn.to/1HGvygy 

Goodreads Author Page: https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/13941116.Jennifer_L_Allen 

 

Review Snippets: 

 

“Young love and second chances are the theme of the Second Chances series including 

CHANGE OF HEART and RIGHT PLACE, RIGHT TIME by Jennifer L. Allen. While a 

standalone, RIGHT PLACE, RIGHT TIME does contain a few spoilers if you haven’t read 

CHANGE OF HEART. However, if you’re like me, you’ll read both.” 
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“I was hooked on this series from Change of Heart, and binge read both books, one after the 

other, and I have to say, I am dying for more of both of these stories. You do not have to read 

Change of Heart to follow the story in Right Time, Right Place, however there are spoilers if you 

read out of order. This is another 5 star book from an author who is quickly becoming one of my 

favorites.” 
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CHANGE OF HEART (SECOND CHANCES 1) 
 

Change of Heart Links: 

 

Amazon: http://amzn.to/1LR4odR 

Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/25508133-change-of-heart 

 

Synopsis: 

 

Casey Evans and Decker Abrams have been best friends since they became neighbors at the age 

of six. After high school, Casey abruptly leaves their hometown of Charleston, South Carolina 

for the west coast, leaving Decker wondering where she went and why she left. 

 

Three years later the two are reunited, both harboring some old resentment towards the other. 

Not to mention, Casey has been hiding a pretty big secret from Decker all those years. Not 

willing to risk losing Casey again, Decker follows her back to California in an attempt to save 

their friendship. 

 

Will Casey and Decker work out their issues and be best friends again? Or will they finally 

become something more? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

I lie in my bed, staring at the text on my phone. 

Deck:  Still up? 

I look over at the alarm clock on my nightstand. It’s after midnight, and I have a long drive 

ahead of me tomorrow. At this hour, Decker only ever wants one thing. I know what I should do, 

but what am I going to do?  

What’s one more night, right? Does that make me a bad person? 

Things with Decker have been strained, to say the least, since Cade’s graduation party. It’s like 

he knows something is wrong but is too afraid to stir things up by asking me about it. I usually 

don’t hide things from him. I’ve always been an open book.  

But this…this I can’t be an open book about. 

Me:  Yes. 

Deck:  Is it open? 

He’s referring to my bedroom window. His point of entry. 

Me:  Yes. 

Deck:  I’ll be right there. 
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I roll to my back and stare up at the ceiling, the glow-in-the-dark stars shine back at me. Decker 

and I  placed them there when we were twelve. It was only six years ago, but it seems like a lifetime 

ago. Things are so different now. 

I hadn’t been sleeping with him back then.  

And I hadn’t been in love with him, either. 

Yep, that’s right. I’m in love with my best friend. At Cade’s graduation party, when I saw him 

with Carrie, it’s like my heart had stopped. I’d believed what he’d told me—that it was a ruse to 

get him upstairs and that he stopped when he’d figured out what she was up to. But it was in that 

moment that I’d realized my feelings for Decker were much stronger than they should have been. 

And then, when he and I had spoken outside before I’d left that night, I’d realized my feelings 

were stronger than his, too.  

You’re my best friend. 

Those four words were like a punch in the chest. But what had I expected? For Decker to have 

the big ah-ha realization moment at the exact same time as me? Not likely. Hell, my moment of 

realization wasn’t even all that awesome. Since we took our friendship to the next level, Decker 

has never expressed that he wants us to be anything more than what we are. In fact, he’d always 

seemed pretty content to just keep our whole “relationship” a secret. Maybe if he would have just 

come out with it, his friends would have laid off with the teasing and the name calling. Or maybe 

it would have been even worse. 

Then, to make the situation even more complicated, what do I do? I go and fall in love with 

him. Smooth, Casey. Real smooth. I’ve always loved Decker, but it’s different now. Too different. 

I hear the tell-tale sound of the window being raised so I roll onto my side to watch him climb 

in. Decker has been climbing in and out of my bedroom window for more than ten years, but it’s 

only happened at night, like this, the past few months. 

Regardless of the obvious strain, our appetite for one another hasn’t changed. All summer long 

we’d feasted off one another night after night. It’s as if I’ve been trying to quench all my desires 

before our impending separation. The separation he’s still unaware of.  

My heart pinches inside my chest at the thought of this being our last night together. Maybe, 

just maybe, things can be different. There is still time. 

I take in his slightly disheveled appearance and my stomach clenches. He’s really filled out 

over the past year. Thick, corded muscles in his arms and shoulders—natural for a pitcher, tight 

abs, and muscular thighs. Now another part of me is clenching.  

He struggles his way into the room, then stumbles over to my bed. His auburn hair is slightly 

longer than last summer’s buzz cut, but still quite short, and spiked in a messy, yet organized, way. 

He gives me a half smirk, his eyes are hooded.  

Great. He’s drunk. Just how I’d wanted to remember tonight. I should’ve said no. I should’ve 

ignored the text. I should’ve locked the damn window.  
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But it’s Decker. My kryptonite. 

“Have you been drinking?” I foolishly ask him, already knowing the answer to my question. 

He laughs as he drops on the edge of the bed and starts pulling off his shoes. “A little,” he 

admits.  

“I thought you were in training.” The frustration is evident in my tone—not that he’d notice in 

his present state. 

Decker got a baseball scholarship to go to the University of South Carolina. He is going to be 

a Gamecock, and everyone in our town is so proud of him. I’m proud of him. Even though the 

baseball season isn’t until the second part of the year, they have the team train all-year-round to 

some degree. And when he’d accepted the scholarship, he also accepted a pretty extensive summer 

training schedule to prepare him for what he will have to deal with once he is on campus. 

“It’s one night, Case. Stop being so serious all the time. It’s summer,” he slurs. He finally 

wrangles off his pants and shirt and flops down on his back. 

“It won’t kill you to take things seriously every once in a while.” Maybe if you took things 

seriously once in a while, you’d realize that life was about to change, I think to myself but don’t 

dare speak. I don’t want a confrontation with Decker. Yeah…I’m a chicken. 

“And it won’t kill you to give it a rest every once in a while,” he counters. And he’s right. It is 

our last night together, the least I can do is refrain from lecturing him. It is too late for it to do any 

good anyway. Isn’t it? 

I sigh in acceptance, and he takes it as an invitation, rolling towards me and cupping my face. 

I look into his deep green eyes, and for a moment, I swear he looks sad. But he can’t possibly be. 

He doesn’t know what’s really been plaguing me these past couple months.  

He closes his eyes and presses his lips against mine. I pull him closer and he moves himself 

above me. My mouth opens on a soft moan and he takes advantage, pushing his way inside. Our 

tongues clash and our bodies grind against each other as we rid one another of our clothes, coming 

together completely one last time. 

It’s a night I will never forget. I’m so grateful that the bedroom light is out, and the moon is 

low so he can’t see the tears I can’t hold back in the dark.  

“Decker?” I take some comfort in the heat radiating from his naked body pressed up against my 

back. It makes me feel bold. Bold enough to speak my heart? My mind?   

“Hmm?”  

“Things are going to change.” I close my eyes tight, badly wanting to tell him everything. How 

much I love him…really, really love him. And that I’m going to Stanford. I want him to assure me 

that everything will be okay…that we’ll be okay. That he loves me, too, and we’ll make it work 

despite the distance. I need his strength. 
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“Nah.” He yawns loudly, the liquor on his breath wafting over my shoulder as he exhales and 

pulls me tighter against him. “We might not see each other as much…but we’ll always be best 

friends.” 

The small glimmer of hope I had burns out in the night. 

“Best friends…right.” A final tear falls from my eye, runs down my cheek and drops to the 

pillow with an audible plop. 

“Forever…” he murmurs. 

By morning, Decker is gone.  

A few hours later, so am I.  
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RIGHT PLACE, RIGHT TIME (SECOND CHANCES 2) 
 

Right Place, Right Time Links: 

 

Amazon: http://amzn.to/1XxRvu8 

Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/30237211-right-place-right-time 

 

Synopsis: 

 

Kate Dumont is an achiever, completely focused on her future. Playing the role of brilliant pre-

med student doesn’t leave her much time for anything else. But is she working towards the future 

she wants, or the future her elitist parents have planned out for her? 

 

Jay Spencer grew up on the wrong side of the tracks. He’s made some mistakes, and one in 

particular will follow him around for the rest of his life. He spends most of his days keeping 

himself out of trouble by following his passion, riding and repairing motorcycles.  

 

Two lost souls met on the side of a South Carolina highway three years ago, neither one knowing 

what the other would eventually mean to them. Reunited in California, Kate and Jay feel a pull 

towards one another they cannot explain.  

 

Will they help each other bring out the best in themselves? Or are their lives too different to even 

have a chance? 

 

Excerpt: 

 

“Stupid, no good, piece of crap!” I wince as my sandaled foot comes into contact with the 

unforgiving tire of my hand-me-down Mercedes convertible. My scowl turns into a frown when I 

pull my foot back and see the black smudge across the white straps. This day just keeps getting 

worse! 

I tip my head back, look up to the clouds, and pray for cell signal. When that doesn’t work, I 

bargain. My first born…my soul…good behavior…even better grades… 

No such luck. 

I’m on a quiet stretch of the interstate, between Columbia and Greenville, where there have 

been too few passersby, not one of them kind enough to pull over and help the damsel in distress. 

And boy do I look the part of a damsel in distress in a white sundress and sandals with my long, 

dark blonde hair and big, doe-like brown eyes—the picture of innocence.  

If it weren’t for the hot midday sun beating down on my shoulders, I’d probably be terrified. 

This whole situation has a classic serial killer vibe to it, add in darkness and I would not be standing 

outside my vehicle right now. 

I lean back against the hot car and sigh. What a day. I drove all the way to Greenville to 

volunteer at a community clinic’s event, just to be informed upon arrival that the event had been 
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rescheduled. They’d posted a notice at the site, which is really helpful when you’re one hundred 

miles away. I frown at my dirty sandal.  

Stupid car. Yes, it’s a Mercedes, but no, it’s not brand new. It’s a 1995 model passed down 

from my father. It has seen many, many better days in its lifetime. My dad has always taken very 

good care of his cars, hence the reason this fifteen-plus-year-old car is now mine. My parents may 

be mostly absent from my life, but my dad wouldn’t have given me a beater for a car. 

Truth is, I probably missed an oil change or something. Whatever. I don’t know anything about 

cars. Ask me to recite all the bones in the human body and I’ll do it. Ask me to name one part of 

a car and you’ll get crickets. I’m practically a genius, according to my latest IQ score administered 

by the director of the “gifted program” at my high school, so I’m sure the mechanics of a car 

wouldn’t be too difficult for me to figure out and understand, but this is one of those instances 

where I’d rather succumb to the gender stereotypes and just play the clueless female role. There’s 

enough information floating around in my brain without my choosing to add more, though part of 

me kind of wishes I at least knew how to pop my hood right about now. 

Hearing the sound of a vehicle approaching behind me, I spin around to look. Smiling wide, 

I’m suddenly grateful for my vehicular ignorance and damsel in distress appearance. It’s an older 

sedan, maybe not as old as my hand-me-down, but it doesn’t appear to be as well kept. I can just 

make out that the driver is male through the dirty windshield. 

Jeez. I hope he’s not a serial killer or something! Seriously, Kate? You did not think this through 

at all. 

I open my car door and busy myself looking for something that could be a potential weapon 

should this turn into Wrong Turn. Empty water bottle, a stack of flyers for another volunteer project 

I’m working on, a weathered copy of Gone with the Wind… I eye the book. It’s a hardback, it 

might be my best bet. 

I hear a throat clear and pop my head up, narrowly missing bumping it on the roof of my car. I 

can only see his face over the roof of the car as he’s standing on the passenger side, lower in the 

soft shoulder of the highway. My five foot two inch height doesn’t help matters either. But wow, 

if his face is anything to go by, his body must be amazing. He has the most intense gray eyes, 

almost silver. His nose looks slightly crooked, like it’s been broken once or twice, and he has a 

strong, squared jaw with subtle stubble. His hair is buzzed very short so I can’t quite tell the color 

but it looks dirty blond, and he’s hot—er—sweaty. Yeah, sweaty. His brow is glistening with it.  

He’s all man and my seventeen year old self doesn’t quite know what to do with the attraction 

I feel. I have never felt so nervous around a guy before. Ever. I simply don’t have time for this sort 

of thing. Not with my AP classes, studying, extracurricular activities, volunteer work, and college 

applications. 

“Hey,” I smoothly call out to him, if I do say so myself.  

The corner of his mouth lifts in a slight smirk and butterflies take flight in my tummy. He 

doesn’t move to come around to my side of the car, which is just fine by me. If he were closer, 

he’d see the slight trembling of my hands and he might actually hear the swarm of butterflies.  
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“Know anything about cars?”  

 

 


