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  BFL Roster





Texas Tornados


Tyler Beckett – QB

Drew Elliott – WR

Reed Anderson – WR

Taylor Wright – TE

Zane Blakeman – DE

Jeff Briggs – Head Coach

Grant Darling – Team Owner



Florida Sharks

Axel Bledsoe  – QB

Sonny Lee – WR

Cade Brookshire – TE

Cole Halliday – LB

Tobin Glover – DE

Nash Witten – Former QB

Chance Hamilton – Former Team Doctor



Houston Hornets
Christian Fellows – RB
Reginald Simms – WR
Jacob Poulos – TE
Shawn Holsten – OL




San Antonio Xtremes

Aiden Zimmerman – WR Coach

Miles Monroe – QB Coach

Logan Gibson – DB Coach

Stefan Brown – DL Coach

Eric Stone – Head Coach

Bryce Whitlock – Team Owner










  
  CONNECT WITH BRITNEY BELL


I love connecting with readers! Please subscribe to my newsletter and get first-hand knowledge of upcoming releases and other surprises coming this year. 
Click here to subscribe to the newsletter.
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  Copyright Scoring Santa © 2022 by Britney Bell 

All rights reserved.  
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblances to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions or locales is completely coincidental.






  
  Book Description


USA Today Bestselling Author Britney Bell brings you an ugly duckling romance story between a geeky math teacher and small-town pro football hero. 

Lennox had a rough time going through high school being picked on for being smart. So, why would she endure reliving the pain every day as a high school teacher in the very school where she grew up?

Nash had a total opposite experience. He was the jock star who went on to be the award-winning athlete through college and into his professional football career. Now, he's returned to his little hometown, and all he wants to do is coach at the school where it all began.

Will walking the halls of Nelson County High be the same as ten years ago, or will familiar faces make sparks fly to levels high school kids could only dream about?

Order Scoring Santa now to see if the unlikely match was really always meant to be together.








  
  Chapter 1

Lennox


Just another day, with the same scenery, down the same old streets on my drive home. In fact, I pass by my childhood home almost every day. Don’t get me wrong, I love my little town that I was born and raised in, and apparently, will grow old and die in, as well. 
“Whoa, Nelly! Now that is a good change of scenery. Oh, yes, indeed. Look at those well-defined muscles pushing that lawnmower. I can only imagine that the rest of his body is just as fine. Shit!” Being distracted, I over-correct a little and my car veers to the right, barely missing Mrs. Finkle's mailbox.
They say that fifty two percent of motor vehicle accidents happen within five miles of your home, and I just about added myself to that statistic. Focus, Lennox.
School starts in just a few short weeks, and that’s all I need, to show up with a banged-up face for all of my students to laugh at. Highschool kids can be so mean, especially to geeky math teachers. I try to ignore their snickering behind my back, but sometimes it’s hard to deal with, even at twenty-seven years old. You would have thought I would have left the petty thoughts behind after high school, yet those memories of the so-called popular ones saying crap still taunts me as I walk down the identical halls. Only now, I'm a teacher here.
My garage door opens, and I pull in slowly, careful not to bump the wall in front of the car. As I turn the ignition off, I glance in the rearview mirror to see if I can finally tell who the new mystery man that moved in last week is. I haven’t been able to see his face yet. Time seems to stand still while I simply admire this man’s toned body flexing and working in the hot summer sun. I can’t believe that his tan skin glistening with perspiration is making me so hot that I have to roll down the window.
He has a ball cap on, but I’m still hopeful that he’ll show his face. He stops pushing the mower, takes the hem of his t-shirt and brings it up to his face to wipe the dirt and sweat away.
“Oh, have mercy on my soul. Those abs that form a perfect V shape down…” My tongue darts to the corners of my mouth to clear any drool that may have formed, just as he pulls his earbuds out of his ears and turns to face my garage, my car, and oh shit, me.
Our eyes connect in the mirror as I immediately sink into my car seat and try to hide from embarrassment. He looks familiar, but I just can’t place who he is. How am I going to get out of this car without him seeing me? Not moving from my slumped form, I slowly reach my hand up to the sun visor to click the garage door opener to close the door. 
I should have gotten the windows tinted when the car salesman tried to give me that add-on price to my hatchback Toyota Prius. But no, you can clearly see through the back of my car and into the mirror to see that I was totally in creeper mode.
I still wasn’t able to tell who he was. However, I do know that my new neighbor will definitely be starring in my fantasies tonight.
Monday, I will start back to work, and I’m as anxious as I was starting a new school day during my high school years. It’s exciting to set my classroom up and meet the new students. Yeah, there are those that are bratty teenagers, but the majority of the kids are well behaved and make my job fulfilling. Those are the ones who remind me why I chose this career path. Then, there are those other teachers that, unfortunately, I graduated with, and for God knows why, they went into teaching and chose this same school to come back to and torment.
Like, why? Why would the same mean girl from high school come back and teach here? She’s the exact same one that was the leader of the group that always talked about leaving this tiny town and never returning. Also, they were the ones who laughed and snickered behind my back if I dropped my belongings in the hall, rather than stoop down and help me pick them up before they got trampled on. Those types of girls were the ones who wore the right things and fixed their hair and makeup perfectly just to gain all the boy’s attention and always made you feel like you could never be attractive or cool enough to get the guy who you were totally into. 
Well, we are all grownups now, and I will give myself the same pep talk I did last year when they both were hired at Nelson County High. This is a new era, and there is no need to think like that any longer. I had the same education that they did to get where I am today, except I’m pretty sure that they did not graduate at the top of their college as an honors, 4.0 GPA student. 
I turn to the mirror hanging on the hallway wall, and I repeat the mantra out loud, “I am completely enough. I am attractive. I am cool enough, and I can be with anyone I so choose. Now, you go out there, Lennox, and you don’t listen to a damn word they say. You will go to work next week, and you got this, girl.” 






  
  Chapter 2

Nash


There is a sheen of silver across the field from the morning watering the school grounds keepers never fails to do. At sunrise in late summer, there is a sense of calm standing in the middle of the field of an empty football stadium. I have done this same thing in some of the largest stadiums in the United States, yet nothing compares to the feeling I get standing in the very spot where I was mentored into the man I am today and where I was pushed to grow to accomplish all that I have been afforded in my short life thus far. 
That is exactly why I am back here, standing in the place it all began. My hope is to help as many boys become men, and assist them in achieving their dreams, as possible. To show them that with hard work and determination, greatness will come.
Soon, this ground will be put to the test with fifty-five boys running up and down the turf, looking for that next big play to come their way. Will they be the one to catch the ball in the endzone for the game winning touchdown? Rather, will they be the one to tackle the opposing team’s ball carrier before he can make the first down? Each of those options could make the player feel like an impactful part of the team. Only time will tell. For now, they must physically train, learn safety, and know the plays like the back of their hand. They need to be prepared for anything that this game will throw at them and be able to make adjustments on the fly. That is the only way to be ahead of the competition and keep those trophies rolling in. 
I take a slow walk through the field, past the weightroom, and into the coach’s office. When I get there a few of the coaches have arrived and are sipping their coffee to try to wake up. A simple, “Morning,” is passed around and everyone goes back to the silence of the early hour. We all know that this time is limited before the next ten hours of loud noise, pounding hot sun, and hours of strategic planning. High school coaches have long days during the season, and the rest of the year is busy with analyzing how to make it better the following year. The work never stops, and I love it. Playing at the professional level was long hours of work and traveling, but it was definitely not as gratifying as I know coaching at this level will be.
The next three hours fly by with putting the kids through their morning workouts, and all of us coaches watching the time because we are supposed to be in a mandatory staff meeting in the next hour. School has opened up for the teachers to return to their classrooms so they can prepare them to start school.
Whistles are blown to signal practice has
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