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      Previously in Nerdy Girl Nation…

       

      Nerdy Girl Nation follows Emma MacLean, an introverted, brilliant business executive whose carefully controlled life implodes in spectacular fashion, forcing her to redefine success, love, and identity under the unblinking eye of reality television cameras.

      Emma MacLean is the Vice President of Operations for Hunt Consolidated, working for billionaire Terrance Hunt on the hit reality show Hunt for Life. Despite her sudden fame, Emma remains deeply private, socially awkward, and fiercely devoted to her work. Her rise from bullied “nerdy girl” to admired public figure has never erased the scars of her past, including a violent assault during her senior year of high school that continues to shape her guarded approach to relationships.

      Emma’s world collapses in a single day. She learns her mother, Elaine MacLean, the beloved mayor of her hometown Marblehead, Massachusetts, has died in a tragic car accident. Almost simultaneously, Emma is publicly fired on camera by Terrance’s daughter, Irene Hunt, under dubious circumstances. Though the firing is later revealed to be illegitimate, the damage is done. The cameras continue rolling, capturing Emma’s grief, humiliation, and forced return to her hometown.

      Back in Marblehead, Emma reunites with her tight-knit family: her grieving father Mick, her strong yet gentle grandmother Moira, her protective brother Harry, her sister-in-law Annie, her young niece and nephew, and Annie’s twin sister, Nell. The loss of her mother leaves a profound emotional void, exposing Emma’s tendency to suppress pain rather than process it. As the town mourns Elaine, Emma becomes the reluctant emotional center of both her family and her growing fan base, known as the Nerdy Girl Nation, a community she inspired through her authenticity and advocacy against bullying.

      While navigating her loss, Emma received an unexpected offer from Aaron Russell, head of the International Wrestling Association. A lifelong wrestling fan with a sharp business mind, Emma was offered a powerful executive role overseeing televised events and creative direction. The job would create a homebase in Boston permanently and allow her to leave Hunt Consolidated behind. After a tense confrontation with Terrance and a clean legal break, Emma resigned, choosing reinvention over loyalty to a company that failed her.

      As Emma prepared to step into the IWA spotlight, a familiar name resurfaced.

      Rob “Bobby” Breyer, a top IWA wrestler and long-sober recovering alcoholic, had never forgotten Emma. They met as teenagers and shared an immediate, undeniable spark that timing and circumstance extinguished before it could ignite. Over the years, Rob watched Emma from afar, admiring her intelligence, her resilience, and the way she never quite fit the mold she was handed. When he learned of her mother’s death, he reached out with a deeply personal gesture, reminding Emma that some connections don’t fade. They wait.

      Their renewed contact was tentative at first, threaded with grief and memory, but charged with something neither could ignore. As Emma accepted her role at the IWA, the reality hit hard. She and Rob would be working in the same orbit, under the same lights, with cameras ready to capture every look that lingered too long and every moment that felt too close to be professional.

      Behind the scenes, Aaron Russell orchestrated a dramatic reveal of Emma’s arrival at the IWA, intentionally stoking speculation and conflict. Rob, widely expected to step into a leadership role himself, agreed to play along publicly, masking disappointment with bravado. The manufactured tension placed Rob and Emma directly across from each other in a high-stakes, male-dominated world where neither could afford a misstep.

      But attraction doesn’t follow corporate rules.

      As Emma carved out her authority, Rob became her unexpected constant. He saw the woman behind the power suits and press releases. She saw the man behind the charisma and scars of sobriety. Late nights blurred into private conversations. Professional respect deepened into trust. Trust began to ache like something dangerous. Emma, who had spent years keeping her heart locked down, found herself wanting what she never allowed herself to need. Rob, who had fought addiction and loneliness, found hope where he least expected it.

      In the quiet weeks between grief and reinvention, Emma and Nell made a decision that felt radical in its simplicity. Emma found a house in Boston with her best friend, Nell. Not a temporary landing place or a carefully hedged investment, but a real home with creaky floors, too many books, and windows that caught the morning light just right.

      For Emma, it was the first time she chose roots over escape. For Nell, it was proof she didn’t have to heal alone. Together, they built something steady in a world that rarely stayed still.

      By the end of Book One, Emma MacLean stood transformed. She had claimed a career that thrilled her, a city that felt like home again, and a future that demanded emotional courage. With Rob closer than ever and unfinished feelings burning just beneath the surface, Emma was finally facing the most terrifying risk of all, letting herself be loved.

      And their story was only beginning.

      As Book Two opens, the spotlight widens.

      Rob’s tag team partner, Chance, all charm, loyalty, and quiet depth, finds himself drawn to Emma’s best friend, Nell, a soft-spoken, brilliant librarian whose heart is still healing from her own past. Where arenas roar and cameras glare, Nell prefers shelves, silence, and stories. Yet something about Chance unsettles her carefully ordered world, just as her calm intelligence challenges everything he thought he wanted.

      Two romances. Two very different women. One world where love is anything but simple.

      Previously, they survived loss, fame, and fear.

      Now, they’re about to risk their hearts.
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      Three Years Ago

      Nell

      “I can’t believe him. Bastard!” Nell De Lacy threw her phone onto the coffee table with a huff. Another text from her ex-boyfriend had her fuming.

      “Be still,” Nell’s best friend, Emma, admonished. “I know you’re pissed, but this is the best pedicure I’ve ever given you.”

      Nell looked over her larger-than-average tummy to see Emma applying the light blue polish to her toenails.

      “It does look good.” She threw her head back and looked up to the ceiling of Emma’s beautiful LA penthouse apartment. “What am I going to do, Emma?”

      “You are going to spend the week with me and get over that asshole. He will have all his stuff out of your house by the time you get back. Harry will make sure of that.” Emma winked and gave Nell her signature smile.

      While Emma and Nell shared a varied number of interests, they also shared family. Emma’s brother, Harry, and Nell’s identical twin sister, Annie, were married. Harry was almost as protective of Nell as he was of Emma. When he heard what Stan, Nell’s boyfriend, had done, he was more than happy to make sure Nell’s house would be vermin-free when she got back. Harry would always be on her side, even though Stan was one of three partners in his law firm.

      “I don’t know why I didn’t see it.” Nell’s self-image took a serious nosedive when she heard Stan explain why he chose to date her.

      “She’s a De Lacy. Her father is the face of modern technology. She’ll be great for my image and marrying her will get my dad off my back. He’s still pissed about that prostitute incident. Plus, Nell’s a devil in the sack. She sucks like a vacuum and moans like a whore. The best of both worlds.”

      Nell stood silent in the shadows as Stan went on and on about Nell’s desperation to be accepted and loved. Even in her larger than she would like body, she was comfortable with her sexuality and prowess in the bedroom. After a few minutes, she left the party they were at and went straight home. She called Emma on her way to Logan International Airport in Boston and told her what happened. Nell landed at LAX the next morning and met Emma as soon as she made it through security.

      “Nell.” Emma twisted the brush cap back onto the polish bottle. “You have the most perfect skin imaginable. You’ve never had to deal with flakes or pimples a day in your life. Your hair is to die for. Do you know how many girls in LA would kill for the shade of red you were born with?” Emma placed her hands on Nell’s feet. “Yes, you are bigger than Annie, but that is not a bad thing. You are beautiful in a unique way. I could call two people and get you a plus-sized modeling contract in a day. You are stunning and could have a million different guys. That is just all the stuff on the outside. Inside? You are brilliant, funny, and the most generous person I know.” Nell sniffled and nodded. “The next guy will be so lucky to find you. You’ll have the happily ever after, I know it.”

      “You will too.”

      Emma rolled her eyes at the remark. “Maybe if I stop working so much. After you called, I walked out of my office and into the meeting Terrence was in. I told him I was taking a week off and if he had a problem with it, tough shit.”

      “You really said that?” Nell couldn’t believe Emma would stand up to her billionaire boss for a librarian from Marblehead, Massachusetts.

      “Of course, I did. You are one of my best friends. I’m not going to let you get over a broken heart alone. Remember what we did when I broke up with Derek for good?”

      Nell smiled at the memory. “I brought you ice cream, and we watched a wrestling pay-per-view.”

      “And it was just what I needed. Ice cream, my best friend, and watching hot guys pummel each other.”

      Emma got up and rushed into the kitchen. She returned not a minute later with a tub of Rocky Road and two spoons.

      “It so happens that Monday Night Mayhem is just starting. You up for it?” Emma offered Nell a spoon.

      Nell swiped the spoon away from Emma. “Absolutely. Turn on that huge screen. I want to see these guys sweat in 4K.”

      As soon as the picture came into view, The Baltimore Bruiser, aka Bobby Breyer, was strutting toward the ring.

      Emma sighed and got a dreamy look on her face.

      “I could go for him,” Nell joked.

      Emma turned her head and gave Nell an evil glare. “Any guy but him.”

      Nell laughed and finally felt her spirits lifting. She knew Emma had a thing for Bobby, and she loved teasing her about it.

      “Look. It’s the new guy.” Emma scooted her butt to the edge of the couch to get a better look at the new wrestler.

      Nell looked at the screen to see all her fantasies combined in one delicious package.

      The man was sex on a stick. He was taller than Bobby, probably around 6’6”. His sandy blond, slightly curly hair and lightly tanned chest made her nipples pucker. His jeans rode low on his hips, showing his perfect V. Think Josh Duhamel with eight-pack abs and bright blue eyes.

      “So, the tables have turned.” Emma giggled and pushed on Nell’s jaw to close her mouth.

      “He is delicious. What’s his name?”

      “Chance Robicheaux.”

      “Chance.” The name flowed easily off her tongue. She could hear herself calling it out while he gave her endless pleasure.

      “Mrs. Nell Robicheaux. Has a nice ring to it.” Emma scooped up a spoonful of ice cream and slipped it into her mouth.

      “Never gonna happen.” Nell shook her head and got her own spoonful.

      “Never say never, girlfriend.”
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      Present Day

      Nell

      Nell and her best friend, Emma, had moved into their new home and almost unpacked. The first Saturday at their house was also the day they would host their first party. Emma, Nell, Nell’s twin Annie, and Annie’s daughter Charlotte spent the better part of the morning making enough food to feed a small country.

      “Now we need to find a guy for Aunt Nell,” Charlotte quipped while she frosted a cupcake.

      “What?” Emma asked. “Now you’re a love guru and a pastry chef?”

      “I’m an ambitious eleven-year-old. Runs in the family.”

      The little brat was right.

      “What do you say, Nell? Any hot lovers on the horizon?” Emma threw her arm around her friend’s shoulders and pulled her close.”

      “I met him through work. We’ve been to lunch and had drinks a few times. We haven’t ...” Nell’s cheeks were as red as her hair with embarrassment. She was almost as tight-lipped about her private life as Emma was before she started to date Rob.

      “He’s gotta be better than Stan.” Annie nodded in agreement about Nell’s ex-boyfriend. “Charlotte, you scope him out for us next time you’re at the library.” Emma snapped at her.

      “This is going to be so fun.”

      “Oh, no,” Nell spoke up. “You’re not getting into my love life. I’m happy living vicariously through you. The walls aren’t as thick as you think.” Even in her room on the opposite side of the house, Nell heard Emma’s most passionate interludes.

      Emma was the one who turned red at Nell’s comment. Nell got an earful the first night Rob stayed over.

      “Let’s not talk about this in front of Charlotte.” Her niece had a huge crush on Rob but knew he and Emma were what the kid called soulmates.

      Speaking of soulmates, Rob broke up their culinary festivities to secret Emma away.

      Nell let the conversation between Annie and Charlotte fade in the background as she diced potatoes to make her famous potato salad. Her thoughts strayed to the man whom she encountered when they began to plan the annual library benefit together. Brantley Hollis was the man all fathers dream of for their daughters. A graduate of Princeton, a successful executive at an elite marketing firm, and an all-around wonderful guy. To Nell, he was a funny, handsome man she liked spending time with. She didn’t get rampaging butterflies in her stomach when he walked into a room, only a tiny warm flutter. Nell counted herself lucky the first person she’d dated in three years was such a catch. Her co-worker, Zoe, called their thing a flirtationship since they hadn’t had sex yet. Do I need to ask him if we’re dating? Do I want to be dating? Ugh. I guess this is what it’s like dating in your thirties is going to be like.

      She switched to dicing the celery while her thoughts spiraled. Brantley’s blond hair and green eyes made him easy to admire, but he didn’t reach much above her 5’9” frame. The strong physical pull she’d felt at the beginning of other relationships wasn’t there.

      The rough chop she gave the hard-boiled eggs caught her twin’s attention.

      “Those hurt your feelings?” Annie inquired before licking frosting from her finger.

      Nell set the knife down and gathered the bits of white and yellow to add to the salad. “No, I’m just thinking.” She dumped them in and grabbed her prepared seasonings. “How do I know if we’re dating? A few lunches and a drink that ended in a kiss. Is that enough? I mean, we are working on the library benefit together. He’s a VP at The Pruitt Group, and they are the biggest sponsor this year. The first lunch was business, but the other two got more personal.”

      Charlotte stopped frosting the cupcake in her hand and tuned in once the conversation got interesting. “Go for it.”

      “Really?” The surprise on Nell’s face mirrored Annie’s.

      “Jason brought Montana a rose every day for three days, and they were a couple. A few lunches, a drink, and a kiss has got to be more advanced than two twelve-year-olds.”

      Charlotte took up frosting again as Annie mouthed, “What the hell?”

      Nell shrugged and started to stir in her seasonings.

      “Maybe you should ask? Some of these rules are crazy.”

      Annie couldn’t comprehend how challenging Nell found dating since Annie found her husband, Harry, when they were babies. Nell hadn’t dated in the last three years while she worked on her mental and physical health. After the pounds she shed and the healing she did in therapy, she finally felt like she was in a good place to start again. She was experiencing new confusion. Some of her previous boyfriends were friends first or friends of a relative. Frustration set in as she stirred all the ingredients together to finish the potato salad.

      “Not all of us are lucky enough to meet our soulmate as an infant.” Nell glared at Annie, who had known Harry since they were six months old.

      “The heart wants what the heart wants,” Annie quipped. “Why don’t you take your salad out to Harry. I’m sure they have stuff ready to eat.”

      “Fine.” So inside her head, she didn’t hear the sliding glass door open. Two milliseconds later, she’d bumped into a very tall, extremely muscular body. The potato salad was dumped on the crotch of said body.

      “Oh, fuck. I’m so sorry.” The bowl fell to the floor as she backed away. She grabbed a towel from the nearby table and returned to wipe off the residue from his shorts. By the third pass, she caught how hard he was. She paused, and he twitched. Fuck me! “I. Am. So. Sorry.” She arose to her full height with her hands in the air, her face bright pink with mortification.

      “I’m fine,” he replied.

      Nell peeked up at him and forgot to breathe for a few seconds. Chance Robicheaux. The man she’d been obsessed with since his first wrestling appearance on IWA Monday Night Mayhem. The man she figured she would run into at some point because Emma now worked for the IWA, and Chance was Emma’s wrestler boyfriend’s best friend. Her dreams of their first meeting never had anything to do with potato salad. “I don’t think that is the appropriate response to this situation,” she whispered and wrung the towel in her hands.

      “I’m Chance. Well, if you want to get technical, it’s Charles Xavier Watson Robicheaux the third, but everyone calls me Chance.” He held out his shaky hand to her.

      “I know who you are.” She slipped her hand into his. “I’m Nell De Lacy.”

      “Nell,” he muttered.

      The sound of her name on his tongue brought goosebumps to the surface of her skin. Her naughtiest fantasies of him rushed to the forefront of her brain. She swallowed hard as she let go of his hand and thrust the towel toward him. “Again, I’m sorry.”

      “No trouble at all, Miss De Lacy. Feel free to put your hands on me whenever you like.” He kissed the back of her hand and winked at her.

      His voice and lips made her insides melt. Oh, God! The butterflies.

      “I’ll think about it,” she mumbled and turned back to face Annie and Charlotte. Both were stunned for a second before Annie got the mop out of the pantry.

      She heard Chance laugh. “This is going to be a wild ride.”

      Not in a million years would she ever live the moment she met Chance Robicheaux down.
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        * * *

      

      Chance

      “This honey pot just got a whole lot sweeter.” Chance Robicheaux licked his lips and tossed in a few plastic chips. The cards in his hand were the best he’d held the entire night.

      He peered around the table of friends as they partook in their newly minted Wednesday poker night. Rob Breyer, Chance’s closest friend and wrestling tag team partner, concentrated on his hand. Rob’s girlfriend, Emma MacLean, rolled her eyes at Chance’s comment, then winked at him when she glanced his way. The dealer and his new sidekick, Seamus De Lacy, took a sip of his drink while the rest of the players made their decisions.

      Chance’s eyes landed on the last member of the table; he bit the inside of his cheek to keep himself from moaning. Emma’s roommate, Nell De Lacy, stared at him with a slight look of awe mixed with determination, which he found fucking irresistible. The woman had driven him mad since their first meeting over a bowl of potato salad to his crotch. No matter what the situation, one glimpse of Nell, her auburn hair in those cute as hell space buns and perfectly pouty lips, had him hard in three seconds flat.

      “I fold.” Rob placed his cards on the table and slumped in his chair.

      “I’ve got nothing.” Emma tossed in her cards, then slid her arm around Rob’s shoulders. “This isn’t our night.”

      Chance lifted his eyes to Nell’s. “What about you, Nell?”

      The corner of Nell’s lips that Chance spent hours fantasizing about curled upward. “I’ll see you.” She tossed in enough to match Chance’s bet. “And I’ll raise you.” She counted out the rest of her chips and placed them in the pot.

      Chance could tell she was confident about the hand she possessed. She had her tells as much as anyone else did. The smirk she wielded always made him pull out of the game. Not tonight, though. She’d gone all in, but he’d go a bit more.

      “All right.” He determined the required chips to call but decided to raise to find out what she had to offer.

      “You can’t do that!” Her confidence turned to anger.

      “I sure can. I’m willing to make a deal if you think your hand is still as worthy as it was a moment ago.” Chance’s heart thumped in his chest while he stared her down, praying she would give in.

      “What kind of deal?” she asked.

      Chance grabbed the pad of paper and pen beside him and wrote down what he wanted. He slid it to her.

      She picked it up and read his chicken scratch. “This...” The words clogged her throat as heat moved up to color her face.

      “You place that in the pot. I win; you deliver. You win; you can rip it up.”

      Nell opened and closed her mouth, then pressed her plump lips in a firm line. She pushed the slip across the table. “I call. Show me what you’ve got.”

      Chance peered into her brilliant emerald eyes as he laid each card down one by one. Her face paled. “Royal flush.”

      “Damn,” she murmured, and she laid her cards down face up.

      “Full House. Not bad, but not good enough tonight.” Chance licked his lips in anticipation of his winnings.

      Emma glanced between the two. “What did he win?”

      Nell placed her palms on the table, her cheeks tinged pink. “A kiss.”
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        * * *

      

      Nell

      After their heated poker game, Nell excused herself to gather her wits. What was I thinking? She agreed to lock lips with one of the hottest men on the planet. Most women would be crawling into his lap for an opportunity to savor those perfect lips of his. His lips on hers were often a part of her nightly musings. One problem arose for Nell. She had a partner, sort of.

      Why would Chance want a kiss from her? Yes, she was slimmer after years of hard work and a special diet after she discovered her thyroid problems, but she was still ... her. A librarian and nerdy girl who blushed almost every time he came into the room. She was getting better at the blushing thing, but she couldn’t change who she was deep down. For a guy like Chance, I would have to. Wouldn’t I?

      She’d paced a trail in the carpet of the basement entertainment room for over twenty minutes when Chance found her. Frozen in her tracks at the first glimpse of the wrestling god in his light blue t-shirt, gray sweatpants, and bare feet, she swallowed hard to clear the abundance of saliva in her mouth.

      “You hidin’ from me?” he asked while he inched toward her.

      “N-n-no. I just needed to think for a bit.” Yes, think. Think about how to get out of it without embarrassing the hell out of herself.

      “And what were you thinking about?” He reached out and caressed her cheek with his fingertip.

      “I have a boyfriend!” she blurted out.

      Chance dropped his hand and stuffed both his hands in his pockets. He dropped his chin and stared at the carpet. “I know,” he muttered.

      She sensed his disappointment, but that couldn’t be right. Clarification. She wanted clarification.

      “Why do you want to kiss me?”

      She peeked up at her and saw surprise in his brilliant baby blue eyes. “Who wouldn’t?” He ran his long fingers through the curls on top of his head. “I’ve wanted to kiss you from the second we met.”

      She rolled her eyes in disbelief. “I dumped a bowl of potato salad in your crotch. How do you jump to the desire to kiss me from that?”

      “Well ...” He hooked her index finger with his. “I looked up to see who did the dumpin’ and couldn’t breathe.”

      “Then I patted down your junk.” She slapped her hand over her mouth. I have no filter around him tonight.

      “You did.” He took her hand from her face to hold in his. “It was those eyes and pretty blush. Then you spoke. Hell!” He swallowed hard and ran his hand through his hair. “That’s when you had something to pat down.”

      Her face, down to her torso, burned with his words. Of the men she’d dated, they did say her sultry voice was a major turn-on. Once the lights dimmed and the clothing disappeared, Nell’s tone gave her courage. She was lucky to have a few ex-boyfriends who didn’t mind experimenting and teaching her how to be confident in their most intimate moments.

      “Sometimes I don’t know how powerful it can be.”

      Chance pulled her in closer; her breasts crushed against his chest. He brought her hands up to rest on his pecs, then laid his on her hips.

      “You’ve got a guy.”

      She cut him off. “Kind of.”

      “Kind of, but I wanted to give you another option. Please, Nell. Just one kiss.” He tilted his head down toward her.

      The way he said her name clinched it. She tipped her head back and pushed up on her toes to press her lips against his.

      The first few heartbeats, their warm lips pressed softly together. She wasn’t sure who moved first or if they did it at the same time, but they were soon tangling tongues and gripping hair.

      He tasted like lemonade and sunshine, smooth and sweet. She clenched her thighs while she explored the flavor in depth. His hands traveled from her hips to her ass and pulled her tight against his sweatpants-clad erection. Harder than marble and much bigger than the statue of David, she moaned in the bliss of the moment.

      “Fuck, you’re the sweetest thing I’ve ever had,” he moaned as he kissed across her neck. “You smell like all my dreams come true. I’m never gonna be satisfied with only one kiss.” He dove back into her mouth, tongue first, and she accepted with equal vigor.

      She’d dreamed about running her hands over his naked torso for years. When she reached for the bottom of his t-shirt, she had no qualms about trailing her fingertips along his taught abs.

      Chance took her lead and slipped his hand under her shirt. He slid her bra cup down to take the weight of her breast in his hand. One pinch of her taut nipple sent a zap straight to her lady bits.

      A vibration against her hip didn’t help matters either. Chance broke their kiss to trail down her neck as it continued. The second, he pulled down her shirt to expose her nipple and sucked on it; she realized what the pulse in her pocket was.

      Nell abruptly stepped back until she bumped into the wall and reached for her front pocket. Her phone kept vibrating, and she’d need to make it stop if they were to continue. One glimpse at the screen doused a virtual bucket of ice-cold water on her scorching libido. Brantley.

      She swiped to ignore the call. In her head, she insisted it end, but when she noticed Chance’s predatory gaze focused on her, she began to warm again.

      “No. I can’t.” She held one hand out as she pulled up her bra cup and shirt to cover herself up. She patted her hair to find both of her space buns falling out.

      Chance continued to close in and pressed her against the wall. “One day, Nell De Lacy, you’ll have me between your thighs. All you need to do is ask, Sweetness.” He leaned down for one last smoldering kiss, then was gone.

      Nell shook off the lingering desire to find herself alone with her phone in her hand, wondering how she had an orgasm with all her clothes on.
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      Nell

      The Boston traffic was light for once in Nell’s life. She made it to work and settled into her desk with ten minutes to spare. After she opened her email, she was glad for the time to prepare for an unexpected Thursday morning meeting.

      Nell took slow, deep breaths as she walked through the library to her boss’s office. The email lacked much detail yet stressed the importance of her presence as soon as possible.

      With a quick knock, Nell was welcomed into the office of her boss, Ivy Dunne. To Nell’s shock and surprise, her boss wasn’t the only person seated there.

      “Ivy. Mr. Irwin. Good morning.”

      “Have a seat, Nell. We’d like to discuss the progress on the benefit,” Ivy explained with a nervous smile while darting her eyes between Nell and the President of the Boston Public Libraries, James Irwin.

      Nell swallowed hard and took the vacant chair in front of Ivy’s desk. “Everything is going well. We have The Corinthian Hotel booked, and I’ve been in contact with their event coordinator as we add details. We’ve selected a band with a varied selection of music and a vocalist. They were at the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society benefit last year.”

      “And Mr. Hollis? Is he helping you enough?” Mr. Irwin’s bushy eyebrows rose halfway up to his hairline.

      Oh, shit! Someone must’ve told Ivy she and Brantley were dating.

      “Um, yes. He’s been an excellent resource. He lined up the music while I found the hotel. We’ve been working on plans for decorations, floral arrangements, and donations for the silent auction. We’ve confirmed thirty-two donors and are waiting on several more. We will be doing final tastings with the caterer on Friday. I have every confidence that we will organize an amazing event this year.”

      “I don’t make a habit of getting involved in the personal lives of my staff, but I have to hope you and Mr. Hollis will keep things together until the benefit.”

      The statement was clear. Make Brantley happy until after everything is over.

      “Yes, sir. I would never let my personal life jeopardize the library.” While Brantley didn’t sweep her off her feet, he was a good man. A safe man. Someone she could count on to guard her heart. But, hell, they hadn’t even had sex yet. Who knows where they would be once the benefit arrived?

      “The Pruitt Group is a generous supporter. Justin Pruitt is a close, personal friend. I wouldn’t want a failed romance to upset the balance of our relationship.”

      “Understood.” Nell clasped her hands together tightly in her lap.

      “Glad that is settled. Please give my regards to your parents.” Mr. Irwin stood signaling the end of their meeting.

      Nell rose from her seat and shook Mr. Irwin’s hand. “I will. Thank you.” She wasn’t sure what she was thanking him for, but it seemed like the thing to say in the moment.

      With little fanfare, James Irwin left the office.

      Nell collapsed in one of the chairs in front of Ivy’s desk. “What the hell?” she whispered to herself.

      “What he means is…” Ivy walked behind her desk and sat. “Don’t screw up whatever you have with Hollis until after the benefit. If you can’t, I won’t be able to stand up for you.”

      “Would I get fired for this?” Nell’s heart rate kicked up. She loved her job and all the new programs she had planned for the library.

      “If it is up to me, I’d say no, but Irwin is the president. He has the final say.” Ivy sighed. “Keep Hollis and Pruitt happy. Can you do that?”

      “I will do my best, but I haven’t met Pruitt yet.”

      Ivy laughed. “You’re in for a real treat.”

      God help me make it through the next several weeks.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as Nell made it back to her desk, she pulled out her cell phone to text Emma.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Nell: Call me when you have a minute.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      Nell’s phone rang less than thirty seconds later. Before she even said hello, Emma greeted her with a barrage of questions.

      “What’s going on? Are you okay? Were you in an accident?” Emma panted. Nell felt horrible for worrying her best friend.

      “I’m fine. Physically, at least. I had a meeting with my boss and the president of the library a few minutes ago.” Nell brought her thumb to her mouth and started chewing on her nail. Something she’d done thousands of times over the years.

      “Thank God, but what did they want to talk about then?”

      Nell took her thumb away from her mouth and made a fist. “They found out that Brantley and I are dating. Mr. Irwin told me to keep Brantley happy until after the benefit. If I cause problems between the library and The Pruitt Group before, it will be my job on the line.”

      “I thought you liked Brantley. You are still bringing him to dinner?”

      “Yes. Ugh.” Nell slumped back in her chair. “I forgot all about that. Tell me Chance isn’t coming, please.”






OEBPS/images/house-floorplan.jpg
Nell & Emma’s House Floorplan






OEBPS/images/nell-dedication.jpg
°%
Q o Dedication
@





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/image1.jpg
<<

N

B

o,
v

>
[e]
=
N,
SOR
NN
©
N
=z

Lindsey Cray







OEBPS/images/heart-diveder.jpg








OEBPS/images/nell-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/nell-character-map.jpg
ale;
QCharacter
@& Map





OEBPS/images/nerdy-girl-nell-ebook-cover-2126.jpg
e
Y







OEBPS/images/nell-prologue.jpg
%
Q & Prologue

@





OEBPS/images/nell-2.jpg





