Disclaimer: If you've heard of them, I don't own them. Everything else is mine, so no stealing, pretty please. ;-)

A/N: All addresses, handles and domains are made up. Please don't try and use them. Just go with it. :-)

A/NII: I want to be Meg Cabot when I grow up. Thank you. :-)

**

Melissa Mears

Public Relations/Media

#41 Target Team for Casey Mears

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE

##

The #41 Target Dodge of Casey Mears once again logged recorded an exceptional outstanding weekend at the track, following up a quickest speed in Happy Hour with a fifth place finish in Sunday's race.

Mears, the nephew of Indy racing great Rick Mears, feels that increased seat time and a developing relationship rhythm with crew chief Jimmy Elledge is a major factor in the upswing of the team this year.

Said Elledge of his team's run on Sunday: "We're really hitting our stride as a team, from the pit crew to the engine shop. I predict great things for this team in the next few weeks."

Mears will attempt to qualify for the 400 mile race at Darlington on Friday afternoon.

##

JaxGrrl: Whatcha doing?


MissDemeanor: Banging my head against the keyboard. Why is it when I have a press release due, I discover I have no writing skills whatsoever?


JaxGrrl: I can't write press releases after, like, 10am. It's just something about that first cup of hypercaffeinated coffee that triggers the passable writing.

MissDemeanor: Remind me again why I wanted to do PR?

JaxGrrl: Because you always wanted to be like your fabulous best friend (me) when you grew up. :-P

MissDemeanor: Oh. I thought it was because my dumbass younger brother needed someone to say nice things about him in the press. 

JaxGrrl: Dumbass? Wittle Casey?

MissDemeanor: God, Vic, he totally ripped me this morning, right in front of Chip, for something I didn't even do. I should kick his ass. The least he could do would be to make my job easier by being nice to me. Robby's always nice to you.

JaxGrrl: Because Robby knows I can make him look like a total dick in the media if he doesn't ply me with doughnuts and bagels and say nice things.

MissDemeanor: And here I thought it was because your pretty boyfriend was bigger than him. ;-)

JaxGrrl: Shut up, Missy. :-P

MissDemeanor: * grins * At what point can I stop mentioning Uncle Rick every time I mention Casey?

JaxGrrl: When Casey turns 52 or wins a championship, whichever comes first.

MissDemeanor: Ouch.

JaxGrrl: Nothin' but love for the boy. :-)

MissDemeanor: Me too. When he isn't pissing me off. Grr…

JaxGrrl: I've been trying to set up an interview for Robby with Speed all day, with no luck. Wanna cruise the garages and see if we can find Byrnes? Sitting in this hauler is making me nuts. If Chris ogles me one more time…

MissDemeanor: Shit! Here comes Sterling! Hide!

MissDemeanor: logged off

JaxGrrl: logged off

MissDemeanor: logged on

JaxGrrl: logged on

MissDemeanor: Meet you in five in front of the gas pumps?

JaxGrrl: See you then.

MissDemeanor: logged off

JaxGrrl: logged off
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Okay, that was odd.

So Vic and I decide to go hunt up Steve Byrnes so Vic can beg him to do an interview with Robby sometime this weekend. This, naturally, is going to take convincing because of that stunt Robby pulled with the squirt gun last time. While Vic is trying to coerce Steve, Chad Knaus totally comes around a corner and knocks me backwards into a stack of tires.

No big, happens all the time.

Dude didn't even apologize or anything. Just stared at me as I tried to pick up all my papers I dropped, and when I looked up at him to see if he was going to say something, he just kept staring at me. I said "hi" in sort of a sarcastic way, like, "hi, are you going to say you're sorry for making me look like a dumbass in front of the garage" and he got all red and practically ran back to his hauler with his dorky little clipboard.

What's up with that?

So I'm still standing there waiting for Vic to stop harassing Byrnes when Chad comes back my way, hauling ass like he's late for his own funeral. He skids to a halt in front of me and says really formally:

"I'm so sorry for knocking you over just now. My sincerest apologies."

What is he, the Duke of York?

No introduction, no how are ya, nothing. Just this weird Shakespearean apology, and then he scuttled away again.

Big freak.


I don't think he's ever said more than two words to me in all the weeks I've been around, but he seems to talk to everyone else. What the hell do you have to do to get some common courtesy around here? Buy him a six pack or something?

Of course, Jimmie walked by a few minutes later, and being his typical sweet Jimmie self, explained that his crew chief is from another planet.

Mystery solved.

The good news is, Vic scored an interview, and I managed to tear up that press release and write one that almost sounds grammatically correct. Whew.

NASCAR is holding some big press corps thing in a few hours – better get ready for it.

To: Jimmy Elledge < j.elledge@ncs.com >

From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Girl


Hey man…

Who's the chick working on Casey's team now? About 5'8", blonde hair, bright blue eyes?

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jimmy Elledge < j.elledge@ncs.com >

Re: Girl

Quit eyeing my team.

Poker Saturday night?

--J

To: Jimmy Elledge < j.elledge@ncs.com >

From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Girl

Yeah.

You're a jackass, ya know?

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jimmy Elledge < j.elledge@ncs.com >

Re: Girl

Uh-huh.

--J

JaxGrrl: That guy totally cruised you!

MissDemeanor: And let me be the first to say, ew.

JaxGrrl: He's pretty new over at HMS. I know he's PR over there, I think his name's Riley.

MissDemeanor: Riley Moore, he said. Well, he's kind of a dick.

JaxGrrl: I was gonna say pushy, but…

MissDemeanor: I mean, he totally interrupted my conversation with Andy to introduce himself, asked me all these questions about myself, and what was up with sticking his tape recorder in my face while he flirted with me? Was that supposed to be cute? Was he conducting a pre-flirt interview or what?

JaxGrrl: I think it's something in the water at HMS. Seriously.

MissDemeanor: That guy just totally squicked me. "Hi. I'm Riley Moore. I'm sure you've heard of me."  Said it like he's god's gift. Ew. I mean, he's sorta cute, but waaaaay too cocky and immature for me. 

JaxGrrl: The staring at your chest the whole time didn't win him any points either.

MissDemeanor: Hear that!

JaxGrrl: I didn't get to hear the whole thing. What did he say to you?

BajaBoy: logged on

BajaBoy: Are you guys instant messaging again? Jeez, you just hung out half the afternoon! Some of us have actually been working today!

JaxGrrl: Go away, driver. I'm busy.

BajaBoy: Vic, RC is having a meeting at 4.

JaxGrrl: Fine. Go away now. ;-)

BajaBoy: You should be nicer to me.

JaxGrrl: Nah. :-P

BajaBoy: :-P

BajaBoy: logged off

JaxGrrl: You were saying?

MissDemeanor: He introduced himself, asked me a couple of questions, and then, like we were old friends, said, "So, should I pick you up at 8 tonight?"

JaxGrrl: What??

MissDemeanor: I know. I'm like, "uh, what?" And he's all…"for our date tonight, baby." 

MissDemeanor: Baby! He called me baby! Ew!

JaxGrrl: Serious squick alert.

MissDemeanor: Aren't there any normal men in this garage anymore? Did you get the last one or what? Baby! Ew!

JaxGrrl: * ducks and runs *

MissDemeanor: I guess so. Dammit. By the way, are you going to Jamie's barbecue with me tonight? I think most of the guys are going to be there.

JaxGrrl: Sure. Can I bring my honeybun?

MissDemeanor: As long as you promise not to call him that in front of me. I have a weak stomach.

JaxGrrl: :-P

MissDemeanor: Yeah, yeah. ;-)

JaxGrrl:  So, should I pick you up at 8 tonight for our date, baby? ;-)

MissDemeanor: logged off
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I'm just on a roll today.

First, SquickBoy asks me out and is completely creepy.

Second, I mispronounce Bob Dillner's name in a really embarrassing way.

Third, I have yet another run-in with the Duke of York.

Vic and I are on our way to Jamie's hauler for dinner, and who do we see coming our way? Jimmie, Jeff and the Duke. Jimmie and Jeff? Totally friendly, totally chatty, totally nice.

The Duke? Not so much.

So, being me, I try to engage him in conversation, saying hi, thanks for running me into some tires today, I really appreciated it. Being cute and friendly, ya know. I mean, the guy is probably perfectly nice, just having a bad afternoon, right?

He gets all blush-y and tries to apologize again, and I tell him not to worry about it. And what does he say?

"There's just too damn many people in the garages anymore. We can't get anything done."

Oh. 

Well.

Sorry, Mr. High and Mighty Duke Man.

I try to salvage situation, even though I'm stunned by how bitter he sounded. I tell him I'm just trying to do my job too, and he totally snipes at me. "You just push paper. I'm trying to set up shocks!"

Thank god Jimmie interrupted, or I might have just kicked his ass right there.

I might just "push paper", but without people like me and SquickBoy on his team, no one would even know who the hell he is. Hrmph.

In other news, Jamie can grill like a mo-fo.

And Casey finally groveled and apologized to me. Damn straight. I don't need this shit from family, much less co-workers.

Tomorrow has to be better, right?

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jimmie Johnson < j.johnson@ncs.com >

Re: Missy

She's cute. You should ask her out. Maybe then she won't think you're just a mean asshole all the time.

Even though it's usually true.

Just kiddin, man. 


Jimmie

To: Jimmie Johnson < j.johnson@ncs.com >

From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Missy

Fuck off.

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jeff Gordon < j.gordon@ncs.com >

Re: Mears Sister

You were mean to her? How come? Got a thing for her? Ask her out!

--Jeff

To: Jeff Gordon < j.gordon@ncs.com >

From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Mears Sister

Fuck off.

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jimmie Johnson < j.johnson@ncs.com >

Re: Missy

Want me to ask Case if she's got a boyfriend?

Jimmie

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jeff Gordon < j.gordon@ncs.com >

Re: Mears Sister

According to Casey, she's 27, unattached, and working his PR now. What else do you want to know about her?

--Jeff

To: Jeff Gordon < j.gordon@ncs.com >

CC: Jimmie Johnson < j.johnson@ncs.com >

From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Hey

How about the two of you butt out and concentrate on driving cars around in circles really fast?

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jimmie Johnson < j.johnson@ncs.com >

Re: Ouch.

Touchy, touchy. ;-)

Jimmie

MissDemeanor: What the hell was that??

JaxGrrl: God, could he be more rude?

MissDemeanor: Okay, I know I blew Riley off before, especially after the "baby" comment, but god, rude much??

JaxGrrl: Fuck rude. He was downright mean to you just now!

MissDemeanor: I hate it when people hate me. :-(

JaxGrrl: Oh honey, the world loves you. This Riley prick just had his ego bruised when you didn't fall for his "god's gift" trick. Blow it off.  Seriously.

MissDemeanor: You think so? I thought the "fucking bitch from hell" comment was a little harsh…

JaxGrrl: Like I said before, in my most eloquent way: Fuck Him.

MissDemeanor: Remind me again why I work here?

JaxGrrl: Cute boys in firesuits. ;-)

MissDemeanor: :-P

MissDemeanor: logged off

JaxGrrl: logged off

Memorandum

To:
Chad Knaus, Robbie Loomis

From:
Riley Moore, Public Relations/Media

Re:
Publicity Problem

I wanted to make you both aware, so you may in turn make your drivers aware. I know you all speak to the press a lot during the weekends (great work, btw!), so beware...

It seems that Melissa Mears, the publicity rep for the #41, has been falsifying information in her releases and press kits, and has taken it upon herself to slam HMS at every opportunity. Please, do not speak to Miss Mears if she approaches you – don't give her an opportunity to misquote you or to add fuel to her clearly jealous fire.

Thanks for your cooperation. Good luck this weekend!

ManofTan: Robbie, you on?

Robster: Yeah. What's up? 

ManofTan: Dude. Pissed!

Robster: You got Riley's memo?

ManofTan: Just now, while Malec is tearing apart my guy's car. What the fuck??

Robster: Beats me. I'm not sure I even know this Melissa girl.

ManofTan: She goes by Missy, I think. Blonde, Mears' sister, working PR. Sounds like she's not doing much of a job. I'm so pissed!

Robster: What's up Ganassi's ass over there?

ManofTan: Beats the shit out of me. Gonna go find out, though.

Robster: How?

ManofTan: I'm going to the Oval Office. If Ganassi is smearing our teams or giving the media false info, I want NASCAR to know about it. Nobody rips my driver or my team. Nobody.

Robster: Go for it, dude.

ManofTan: Keep an eye on my guys. I'll be back in 10.

Robster: By the way, you see that chick in the garage area this morning? Totally hot. Red hair, big smile, huge

ManofTan: logged off

Memorandum

To:
Melissa Mears

From:
NASCAR

Re:
Publicity Concern

Please report to the NASCAR hauler as soon as possible. It is located at the entrance of the garage area. Thank you.
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Uh-oh.

So, I'm walking back towards Casey's coach, and who do I see?

Yup.

The Duke.

Not even a hi or a blush or anything this time. He just glared at me.

Glared.

And then I get back here and find a memo from NASCAR telling me to go to the Oval Office immediately.

Whafa?
MissDemeanor: Omigod. OMIGOD!

JaxGrrl: What, what??

MissDemeanor: Vic, help me. Oh my god!

JaxGrrl: WHAT??

MissDemeanor: I just got fired. I JUST GOT FIRED!

JaxGrrl: WHAT???

MissDemeanor: NASCAR called me to the Oval Office, and when I got there, they said that I had been falsifying media reports, that they had told Chip, and then Chip showed up and he fired me in front of everyone!

JaxGrrl: WHAT???

MissDemeanor: Stop saying what! I don't know what! What the fuck, maybe! I just GOT FIRED. Fired. I have no job. I'm FIRED.

JaxGrrl: But…this is just wrong. You didn't do that. I know you didn't. Something is fishy here. Missy, tell me all the details.

MissDemeanor: I'm unemployed. I'm going to have to live off welfare now.

JaxGrrl: Calm down. I'm sure it's just

MissDemeanor: Calm down? CALM DOWN??

JaxGrrl: Seriously. You must chill.

MissDemeanor: They said all this stuff that isn't true. Then Chip came in and they told him, and they recommended I be "let go", and then Chip asked me to resign. Just like that. I tried to explain that I had NO FUCKING IDEA
 what they were talking about, but NASCAR just said they had heard from reliable sources that I was a BIG FUCKING FRAUD!

JaxGrrl: This is not right. We're going to fight this.

MissDemeanor: I haven't even paid off my car yet. And I can't even get home. And I don't even know how to use food stamps.

JaxGrrl: Just stay there and chill out. I'll be over as soon as I can.

JaxGrrl: logged off

To: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

From: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

Re: HEY!

Missy just got fired by Chip. What the fuck?

--Vic

To: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

From: Jamie McMurray < j.mcmurray@ncs.com >

Re: You won't believe

You won't believe what I just heard. The guys just told me Missy got fired. What's up?

Jamie

To: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

From: Jimmy Elledge < j.elledge@ncs.com >

Re: Missy?

You got Missy fired?  Nice one.

--J

To: Melissa Mears < m.mears@ncs.com >

From: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

Re: Whafa?

I just heard Chip fired you. What the hell?? Details – NOW.
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I am unemployed.

I got fired.

FIRED.

And I didn't even do anything! Apparently, NASCAR heard that I was leaking false information, making bogus accusations about other teams, and basically sucking at PR, told Chip, and he fired me. 

Didn't even listen to my side.

I can't believe this. I have no job. I have no money. I have probably royally embarrassed my little brother, who, even though he is a total snothead, I still love dearly.

I suck.

No wonder people start drinking or smoking or writing really bad poetry in times of desperation.

Oh, thank god. Casey has ice cream.

JaxGrrl: Get your ass online, NOW!

LinkinParkRulz: logged on


LinkinParkRulz: I swear to god, I don't know anything.

JaxGrrl: Dammit, Casey! Your sister just got fired – go find out this shit!

LinkinParkRulz: I can't even find MISSY. I think she's locked herself in my hauler. I can't find her anywhere.

JaxGrrl: This smells rotten. I think someone is setting her up – we know none of the accusations are true. I've even gone and found some of her recent press releases. Everything is cool from a PR standpoint.

LinkinParkRulz: Who would set up Miss?

JaxGrrl: I don't know, but we're going to go find out. You in?

LinkinParkRulz: Lemme check with Jimmy, but yeah, I'm in.

JaxGrrl: You have five minutes, and then we start kicking some asses. Starting over at Hendrick.

LinkinParkRulz: Hendrick? Why?

JaxGrrl: Just trust me. 

JaxGrrl: logged off

LinkinParkRulz: logged off
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I'm trying hard to get a job
But there really is quite a mob
Trying to get every last job
And so I always fail to get the job

To: Brendan Gaughan < b.gaughan@ncs.com >

From: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

Re: Help

Hey honeybun...how was practice?

Listen, I need some help. Apparently, Missy got fired today by Chip, and I suspect that some sleazoid over at HMS is to blame. Can you and Casey "investigate" for me after the pits close tonight? Casey and I went over earlier, but we couldn't find out much. He'll fill you in on the details...

Here's the weirdest part of our investigation. We went over to bug some of the Hendrick guys, and we ran into Chad, who immediately lay into Casey for not being able to control his sister. He just kept going on and on and on about how he couldn't believe someone like Missy would do this to him. Like, it was a personal affront or something. He just kept talking and talking about her...

It almost sounded like Mr. Knaus is a little sweet on her, and now feels doubly betrayed that she "supposedly" was trying to diss his team.

I know, confusing. Like I said, Casey will fill you in. I promise.

See you tonight?

Love,

Vic
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Leaves fall

The sun goes behind the clouds

And I am alone.

Alone.

Alone.

Alone.

The clouds come

And so does the rain

And I am alone.

LinkinParkRulz: I have secured the golf cart for our commando mission. Let's go.

VegasStud: I'm there. You explain everything on the way to kick some ass. :-)

LinkinParkRulz: Rock on.

To: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

From: Brendan Gaughan < b.gaughan@ncs.com >

Re: Help

Hey sweet thang!

Oh man, you aren't gonna believe what Casey and I just heard. Wow.

So we head over towards all the HMS haulers (man, those are NICE!) on our golf cart (Casey drove – jackass) and just as we're about to go find Jeff and talk to him about all this stuff goin' down, we overhear some guy say Missy's name.

We crept up all Navy Seal Style to the side of the hauler and listened to some jackass talk about Missy!

He said that he'd been...um, you know, with her for like, months. And that he got her fired when he found out she'd been sleeping around with everyone.

Casey nearly bolted and killed him when this guy said Missy was a tiger in the sack.

I'm pretty sure, and Casey is really really sure that Missy never even talked to or dated this guy, so I don't know what's up with that. And Missy hasn't exactly been tearing up the dating scene, according to Casey too. In any case, this doofus was bragging about getting her fired, so now we know what's going on.

He has some stupid name, like Rayban or Riled. Did we do good?

I don't know if anyone saw us or heard or leave. Casey was kinda pissed, so...

Catch ya later – is that meeting of yours over yet??

Love ya,

Brendan
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I feel ill.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Robbie Loomis < r.loomis@ncs.com >

Jeff Gordon < j.gordon@ncs.com >

Jimmie Johnson < j.johnson@ncs.com >

From: Rick Hendrick < r.hendrick@ncs.com >

Re: Working

I couldn't help but notice you boys are a little unfocused this weekend. Anything I need to know about?

Otherwise, let's try and get some work done tomorrow, eh?

--Rick

CaptainCougar: What the hell just happened behind your hauler? It sounds like a bomb went off!

ManofTan: Beats me. I think someone must have tripped over all those parts and barrels we have stashed back there. I heard a golf cart speed away, so maybe someone was spying on our setups or something.

TacoBoy: logged on

TacoBoy: You guys hear about Missy over on Casey's team? She got fired.

ManofTan: Good.

CaptainCougar: Wait. Isn't that Chad's girlfriend?

ManofTan: Fuck you, boss.

TacoBoy: LOL Yeah, that's his girl. Turns out he got her fired today.

ManofTan: Fuck you too, driver. Not my girlfriend. She stabbed HMS in the back, so I just informed NASCAR. She might be cute, but she insulted us. I'm not with that.

CaptainCougar: Well, aren't you a boy scout.

ManofTan: You want her to rip us? Fine. Go get her job back!

TacoBoy: Getting a little defensive over the girl, aren't we?

ManofTan: She's cute. She's a liar. That's it. End of discussion.

CaptainCougar: Here's what I want to know. Casey and Missy. Could these kids be any more white bread America?

TacoBoy: Yeah. Jeff, Chad and Jimmie are such unusual names. ;-)

ManofTan: You are pissing me off today.

TacoBoy: Get over it, old timer. ;-)

TacoBoy: logged off

ManofTan: I'm going to kill him in his sleep.

CaptainCougar: LOL Do it after Sunday, will ya?

CaptainCougar: And lighten up. We're supposed to be having fun, remember?

CaptainCougar: logged off

ManofTan: God, I hate them sometimes.

ManofTan: logged off

To: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

From: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

Re: Scoop

Good news. I found Chad in the garage this morning, and I explained the whole deal to him about what Bren and I found out. He's pissed as hell at Riley, and willing to help us exact revenge. So tell Missy not to worry, and we'll take care of it tonight after the garages close. I told Chad to get in touch with you, since you are the coordinator of our mission.

And tell Missy to leave me some ice cream.

--Case

To: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

From: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

Re: Scoop

Check.

--Vic

PS Sorry, the ice cream was gone by last night. And don't get me started on her new profession as poetess. Yikes.

JaxGrrl: Hey. Just checking up on you. You okay?

MissDemeanor: Besides being unemployed and a total failure, and having gained about 52 pounds from eating Rocky Road ice cream for 3 hours yesterday, I'm peachy.

JaxGrrl: I just wanted to tell you to sit tight. Things are about the rectified.

MissDemeanor: Huh?

JaxGrrl: Just trust me. Your friends have your back. :-)

MissDemeanor: Oh god. What have you done??

JaxGrrl: Is that any way to talk to your best friend, hrm??

MissDemeanor: Vicki, seriously…what's going on?

JaxGrrl: :-)

JaxGrrl: Just relax. I'll come find you tonight, okay?

MissDemeanor: Do I have a choice?

JaxGrrl: Nope. ;-)

MissDemeanor: Do you think using Casey's GameCube qualifies as exercise? All those little characters have to run and jump a lot…

JaxGrrl: logged off

Dear Sir or Madam:

I recently saw your advertisement for a public relations agent for your company, Midwest Insurance of Dubuque, Iowa.  I have been serving in a public relations/media contact for a high profile company for a number of months, but due to a difference in journalistic integrity with my employers, I have chosen to terminate my employment with them. 

As such, I think my resume and job experience and your available position might be a good fit.

Please let me know when I may call to follow up with you. I look forward to hearing from you.

Sincerely, 

Melissa Mears
Dear Sir or Madam:

I recently saw your advertisement for a news writer for your newspaper in Americus, Kansas.  I have been serving in a public relations/media contact for a high profile company for a number of months, but due to a difference in journalistic integrity with my employers, I have chosen to terminate my employment with them. 

As such, I think my resume and job experience and your available position might be a good fit.

Please let me know when I may call to follow up with you. I look forward to hearing from you.

Sincerely, 

Melissa Mears
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I am never going to work again.

I wonder if McDonald's back home is hiring.

Where the hell is Vic??

To: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Tonight

Are we go for launch?

I'll make sure we're all set up over here for the arrival. 


What time?

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

Re: Tonight

We're a go. 8pm sharp, the boys will be over there.

Make sure you have Riley outside for this.

And make sure my boys don't get hurt, will ya? ;-)

--Vic

To: Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >

From: Brendan Gaughan < b.gaughan@ncs.com >

Re: We Got It!

Baby, we did it!

You should have seen that dumb Riley guy! Me and Casey and Chad looked all mean and tough, and threatened to beat him up if he didn't hand over the tape recorder he was using earlier when he was flirting with Missy that you told us about.

It was perfect! Chad had him outside, and we just drove up in the golf cart (I drove – ha!) and started threatening to kick his ass. He just cowered and then handed it over. Awesome!

We're gonna meet at the Lowe's hauler in five to listen to it, so get over here!

Love ya,

Brendan

[tape crackles]

RM: Hi. I'm Riley Moore. I'm sure you've heard of me.

MM: Uh…what? I'm sorry? [muffled] Hang on, Chris, I'll be right with you.

RM: I'm Riley. You're beautiful. Why don't we know each other?

MM: Um. Because we've never met before?

RM: And now we have. So, tell me about yourself.

MM: Tell you about myself?

RM: You have the most amazing eyes. Tell me everything, angel.

MM: Uh…my name is Melissa? I'm 27? I work PR for the 41 team?

RM: And you're an angel.

MM: I went as an angel for Halloween once. I was five, though.

RM: So tell me, Melissa…

MM: My friends call…never mind.

RM: Melissa, has anyone ever told you that you could sing opera with that beautiful voice of yours?

MM: Um, not to be rude, but can you stop staring at my chest? It's making me sort of uncomfortable.

RM: I just can't draw my eyes away from you. God, you have the most fantastic body.

MM: I'm sorry, but I didn't catch which team you work for. Or, who you are, really.

RM: Hendrick, of course.

MM: Of course?

RM: I'm Riley Moore.

MM: So you said. Listen, Riley, I really don't mean to be rude, but I have a lot of work to get done here…

RM: I understand. So, should I pick you up at 8 tonight?

MM: I'm sorry?

RM: For our date tonight, baby.

MM: Um…

RM: I'm going to show you the sights, baby.

MM: Okay, I'm sorry. I've tried to be really nice here, but two things you need to know about me. One, I don't like being called baby. Two, I have a lot of work to do here. Wait, three things. Three, I…I have a boyfriend.

RM: Really? Who is he?

MM: Um…his name is…Chad. Chad, yeah. His name is Chad.

RM: Chad's a lucky man.

MM: [muffled] Chad doesn't know I'm alive, but that's okay.

RM: What?

MM: Nothing. Listen, Riley, it was…interesting meeting you. Take care.

RM: Don't worry baby. We'll meet again. Soon. I swear it.

MM: Vic! Wait up!

[tape crackles and stops]
To: Jamie McMurray < j.mcmurray@ncs.com >
From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Where Is She?

Casey said Missy is crashed in your hauler. Is she?

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jamie McMurray < j.mcmurray@ncs.com >
Re: Where Is She?

Yeah. She came in here while Casey and Jimmy met in his hauler earlier. I think she's asleep now. Why?

Jamie

To: Jamie McMurray < j.mcmurray@ncs.com >
From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Where Is She?

Don't let her leave. I'm coming over. Don't tell her though.

C.K.

To: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

From: Jamie McMurray < j.mcmurray@ncs.com >
Re: Where Is She?

You better hurry. She said something about throwing herself in front of a golf cart because we ran out of Diet Pepsi earlier. 

Jamie

PS Why the hell are you coming to find Missy? You got her fired, man! I thought you hated her?

To: Jamie McMurray < j.mcmurray@ncs.com >
From: Chad Knaus < c.knaus@ncs.com >

Re: Where Is She?

On my way.

C.K.

P.S. It's complicated. I don't hate her though. I swear.

The Journal of Melissa Mears

My life has taken a sudden and abrupt turn.

So, I'm minding my own business, surfing the want ads on monster.com and hiding out in Jamie's hauler while Casey takes care of business in his own.

Actually, I wasn't sure I should even be there, seeing as how I'm not an employee anymore, but dammit, he is my brother.

Or even here, really.

Anyhow, Jamie let me crash for a while, and guess who comes barging in?

The Duke.

No kidding.

Just comes crashing through the door and just grabs me by the arm and drags me outside. I'm thinking he's either going to spit in my face or yell at me or something, but he has this really weird look on his face.

And Jamie has this big smirk on his, which is really weird.

We get outside, and he starts talking really, really fast and gesturing all over the place about Riley being a dick and some tape recording they heard and a commando mission and he apologized a bunch and something about Brendan running into a picnic table and then he kissed me.

Like, full on the lips, up against the coach wall, weak-in-the-knees kiss.

I'm a little confused by this, so I push him away, and he explains it all again, only this time tells me that Casey took a swing at his guy, and then kisses me again.

I'm finally getting it, but I push him away again.

(God, I'm such a girl!)

He tells me I have my job back, and then he kisses me again.

At this point, I'm just going with it, because, well, DAMN! That man has some kissable lips.

So we're totally making out in front of Jamie's hauler, and when we come up for air, he mutters something about Jimmie winning money at a game and being gone, and he starts dragging me towards Jimmie's coach.

I'm confused and all, but…

This is Chad.

I mean, The Duke.

He's so…

So we get to Jimmie's hauler and spend the next, like, two hours totally making out on Jimmie's couch and occasionally having conversation, but mostly not.

Oh god.

I think I'm finally getting a handle on things, but I told Chad I had to go. I'm not about to a) make out in Jimmie's hauler all night b) let him take off my clothes without at least going on a date first and c) I really want to make sure I have a job before I go and start shackin' up with The Duke.

We're supposed to go out to breakfast before the race tomorrow.

On a date.

Me and The Duke.

I told you it was a sudden and abrupt turn!

MissDemeanor: Oh my god. Oh my frickin' god!

MissDemeanor: I just got back from breakfast with Chad! Holy shit, girl! We went to some hole in the wall diner and snarfed down breakfast, and then spent the next hour in the car making out! That man is an amazing kisser, and ya know, I never knew how creative one could get when making out in a two seater.

MissDemeanor: And I don't even know how he got my bra unsnapped while I was kicking my purse to the side…

JaxGrrl: Stop! Stop!

MissDemeanor: What?

JaxGrrl: ARGH! This is Brendan…I'm just using Vic's computer to check my email. If you tell me any more, I'm going to lose it!

MissDemeanor: Oh my god.

MissDemeanor: I'm so sorry, Bren! Uh…don't tell anyone about what I just said, okay?

JaxGrrl: I think it's burned into my brain now. Ew.

MissDemeanor: I think I'm going to die.

MissDemeanor: logged off

Memorandum

To:
Hendrick Motorsports Corporate Office

From:
Riley Moore, Public Relations/Media

Re:
Resignation

Effective today, I am tendering my two weeks notice with Hendrick Motorsports. Thank you.

To: Casey Mears < c.mears@ncs.com >

Brendan Gaughan < b.gaughan@ncs.com >

Victoria Slater < v.slater@ncs.com >
From: Melissa Mears < m.mears@ncs.com >

Re: Thank You

I understand from my...um, sorta new boyfriend that I owe you guys a huge thank you for saving my ass, defending my honor and getting my job back.

So, thank you.

I owe you guys some serious dinner or something.

I love you guys.

--Missy

PS Vic, call me as soon as you can. And Bren, if you say anything, I'll hunt you down. ;-)

ManofTan: Hi.

MissDemeanor: Hi.

ManofTan: Um…I just wanted to tell you that you look really pretty today.

MissDemeanor: You haven't seen me since breakfast. I've changed clothes and brushed my hair and everything. :-)

ManofTan: I have binoculars on the stand.

MissDemeanor: LOL

ManofTan: Can I see you tonight?

MissDemeanor: Maybe. ;-)

ManofTan: Maybe? Ouch.

MissDemeanor: After the race?

ManofTan: Sounds great. I can't wait to see you.

MissDemeanor: Me too. :-)

ManofTan: Just don't wear that same bra again. It's a bitch to try and unsnap. ;-)

MissDemeanor: logged off

[fin]
