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      It all started with Summer Unplugged, which released in 2012. Now, a decade later, the series has 3 spin-offs and over 30 books.

      

      This book takes place after the end of The Summer Unplugged series and before Jett’s series, Believe in Me. If you’d like to read the entire series in order, here’s a reading list:

      

      
        	The Summer Unplugged Series

        	The Summer Alone Series

        	The Believe in Love Series

      

      
        	The Summer Unplugged Epilogues:

        	Book 1: My Love For you

        	Book 2: My Trust in You

        	Book 3: My Adventure With You

      

      

      There are also 2 other series that take place in this same world with all new characters (and some cameos from the SU characters):

      
        	The Team Loco Series

        	The Love on the Track Series

        	The Love at the Gym Series

      

      Thank you for going on this journey with me and my characters!
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            BECCA

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve never really been around little kids. I had no siblings when I was growing up, and all my cousins are about my age or older. My best friend Bayleigh has a little brother, but we never hung out with him and certainly didn’t spend time around him when he was a toddler.  Maybe it’s my lack of childcare knowledge that makes it such a surprise to discover that I love kids. Or maybe I just love Bayleigh’s kid.

      Jett Adams is the cutest three and a half year old you’ve ever seen. With a mop of curly dirty blond hair, he looks like a mini version of his dad, Jace Adams, and he has the heart of his mom. Many times when I see him he brings me a sweaty handful of flowers he’s picked from around the yard. I think he learned that from his dad, who is always giving flowers to Bayleigh.

      Jett is also ridiculously smart. I relax on the fold out lounge chair in Bayleigh’s backyard while I watch Jett ride his bicycle around. It’s a kid’s bike, powered by his feet on the pedals and not a motor or anything, but he pretends that it’s a real dirt bike motorcycle like his dad’s. Jett has a little dirt track in the back yard that Jace made for him with a tractor. It’s a miniature little track with teensy dirt “jumps” that are basically just piles of dirt. As he pedals, he makes little motor sounds with his mouth, getting higher and louder as he “speeds up” on the long straight parts of the track. Then he lowers his voice during the turns. And here’s what’s really, really cute about this kid – he pretends to shift gears.

      I know enough about motocross from watching Jace and my boyfriend, Park, to know that when their speedy dirt bikes come to a sharp turn, they downshift to slow down. The gear shift on the dirt bike makes a metallic click-clunk sound each time they do it. Jett knows this, too.

      “Clu-clunk!” he says, pretending to shift imaginary gears on his bicycle. Then when he speeds up, he pedals really fast and makes a “weeeehhhh” throttle sound with his mouth, all while turning his right hand over the rubber handlebar grips, pretending it’s a real dirt bike throttle.

      This boy knows his way around a dirt bike and he’s never even ridden a real one. I smile as I watch him. I cheer him on when he crosses the pretend finish line and throws his chubby little fists into the air.

      “First place!” I call out. “Woohoo!”

      He turns off the dirt path and pedals up to me. It’s August, and the Texas heat is still going strong, and Jett is covered in sweat. I reach over to the wicker table next to me and hand him a sippy cup filled with ice water.

      Jace and Bayleigh’s house is really nice. It’s also brand new since they recently had it constructed right here on their land. The back yard is vast and seems to stretch on forever out here in the Texas country. To the left is an actual dirt bike track, the business that Park and Jace own together. It’s called: The Track. Boring name, but cool place. In the distance, you can hear the soft rumble of dirt bikes. It’s no wonder little Jett loves dirt bikes so much. His dad is a former professional motocross racer, and his family owns a track.

      Jett holds his sippy cup with both hands and gulps down the water. When he finishes, he puts the cup on the table and then he looks at me.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask.

      He leans forward and cups his hands around his mouth. “I have to go potty,” he whispers.

      I chuckle, standing up as I reach for his hand. “Let’s go to the bathroom, little dude.”

      Just a few years ago, I thought raising a kid would be hard. When Bayleigh got pregnant unexpectedly, she handled it so much better than I would have. I would have been a mess, constantly worried about what to do and how to take care of a little baby. Bayleigh was awesome at it, though. Of course, I’m sure it helps that she has such a great guy by her side. Jace is always there for her and Jett, and together they make an awesome little family.

      Inside their house, I help Jett wash his hands and then I get a cool washcloth and wash off his face.

      “Mommy will be home soon,” I say as I clean him up. “You know what we should do before she gets here?”

      “What?”

      I turn toward the upturned bucket of toys in the living room. Jett wrinkles his face like cleaning up is the last thing he wants to do, but he walks over there anyway. Together we pick up all the toys and straighten the living room so that it looks nice and clean. I’m no child expert, but I like to think that every time I help teach Jett to clean up after himself, I’m embedding these habits into his personality. That way he’ll grow up and be clean and tidy, unlike my own dad who still leaves all his crap all over the house and Mom constantly gripes at him for it.

      Park is pretty clean, I guess. His house is a total mess right now because he bought an old Victorian home that is both huge and a fixer-upper. He’s been remodeling it and living in it at the same time, so I guess I really have no idea if my boyfriend is clean or not. Since his house is always partly being remodeled, I guess he’s done a pretty good job of keeping things as tidy as they can be.

      My phone beeps with a text from Bayleigh.

      Bay: Sorry this is taking so long! Traffic is a nightmare.

      Me: No worries! We are having fun over here!

      Today Bayleigh went to get her hair done at a real, official salon. It’s been forever since she’s done that. Being a mom has been her number one priority so she never wanted to take time for herself, but I finally convinced her that she deserves to treat herself every now and then. My best friend does so much for everyone else. She needs to do something for herself for once.

      After everything is cleaned up, Jett begs me to go back outside with him. This time we play on the swing set. This swing set used to have those child-safe swings on them where you put the kid’s legs through the holes, but a few months ago Jett went to a park and played on the real swings and decided he liked them better.

      Jace replaced the child swings with normal ones, and now I’m terrified of hurting the kid.

      “Higher!” he squeals as I push him on the swing.

      I push a teensy bit harder. “Higher Aunt Becca!”

      “That’s as high as it goes,” I say.

      He shakes his head. “Nuh-uh! Daddy can go higher.”

      “Well Daddy is stronger than I am,” I say.

      The last thing I’d want is to push Jett so high that he falls off and gets hurt on my watch. This kid is a little dare devil. He has no fear at all, which I’m certain he’s inherited from his dad, who is also a dare devil. These motocross guys fly through the air at crazy fast speeds and don’t even think twice about it.

      I glance across the yard and see a figure walking toward us from The Track. My heart warms and starts beating a little faster, just like it always does when I see Park. He’s wearing his motocross riding pants and a tight-fitting white undershirt, which means he was out there riding his dirt bike instead of working. He likes to pretend the two are the same thing, but there is a big difference in riding around on a track having fun and sitting at his desk doing actual business work. Of course, when you’re the boss, you can do whatever you want.

      I wish he’d take off the undershirt, but the sight of him doing that little motocross swagger of his is still sexy. Just like Jett, Park’s hair is a bit sweaty and disheveled. Boys and playing outside—guess it doesn’t matter how old they get, they still love being outdoors.

      “Hey, beautiful,” Park says, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

      “Park!” Jett calls out, twisting in his swing to see him. “Push me higher!”

      “Okay!” he says.

      I give him a look. “I don’t want him to get hurt,” I whisper.

      “Aww, he’s fine,” Park says, giving him a hard push on the swing that sends him much higher than I was pushing. My heart skips a beat. The swing set only goes so high, but I still don’t want this little toddler to fall. I rush around to the front of it while Park pushes him.

      “Hold on tight,” I tell Jett, who is all smiles.

      “I am!” he calls out happily. “Park! I wanna jump!”

      My eyes widen. Oh hell no. Park laughs and then gives Jett one hard push before walking around to the front of the swing set and standing in front of him.

      “Are you kidding me?” I hiss.

      Park grins. “We do this all the time.” To Jett, he says, “Ready?”

      Jett nods. I panic. Park holds out his arms. As soon as Jett swings forward, he lets go and launches himself out of the swing…

      …right into Park’s arms.

      “Gotcha!” Park says, setting him down on the ground.

      “Again!” Jett squeals, rushing back to the swing set.

      I put a hand on my chest as if that will calm my racing heart. “I can’t believe you did that!”

      Park grins. “We do it all the time, babe.”

      “But he could have died!”

      “Nah, I got him,” Park assures me while Jett scrambles back on the swing and kicks his feet on the ground to get going again. “It’s our thing.”

      “I don’t like him jumping out of swings,” I say. “I don’t want him to get hurt on my watch.”

      “Okay, babe.” Park’s shoulders fall, then he nods. “You’re the official babysitter, so you’re the boss.” To Jett he says, “Hey buddy, you wanna see my new dirt bike graphics?”

      Jett’s eyes widen and he jumps off the swing. Luckily it’s not going high. “Yes!”

      Park reaches out a hand and Jett grabs it. Together we walk toward The Track. It’s a large dirt bike track that also has a building up front near the road. That’s where the lobby and all the offices are, and just behind it is a garage area where the guys keep their dirt bikes since Park and Jett are both owners but also dirt bike riders.

      We head to the garage. Park has two bikes and one of them just got all new stickers put on the gas tank and fenders. They’ve been customized with The Track logo and they look really good. Jett begs to sit on the bike, so Park lifts him up and sets him on the seat. It’s a huge dirt bike—way bigger than anything I’d feel comfortable riding since my feet can’t even touch the ground when I sit on it—but Jett looks at home and he’s only three years old.

      He stretches forward, his fingertips barely reaching the handlebars and he’s grinning widely as he makes little dirt bike sounds while sitting on this real dirt bike. Park stands next to him, keeping a protective arm out just in case Jett starts to fall. He looks over at me. “I love this kid.”

      “I love him, too,” I say. He’s my godson, and as far as I’m concerned, he’s my real family too.

      “Do you want kids?” Park asks me. I startle at the unexpected question. Park and I are in a serious relationship, but we’re not married or anything.

      “Yes,” I say after a moment of thought. “I really do.”

      Park’s lips split into a grin. “Me too.”
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            PARK

          

        

      

    

    
      I take a deep breath… and let it out slowly.

      It does absolutely nothing to calm my nerves. Whoever invented deep breathing clearly never asked their girlfriend’s parents for permission to marry their daughter. If they had, they’d know that no amount of breathing will make you any less nervous.

      I chew on the inside of my lip, then try taking another breath even though I know it’s pointless. Becca is at The Track working in the front lobby. She’s the only person working today so I know she’s stuck there and can’t leave, which is good because I don’t want her coming home to her parent’s house and wondering why I’m here. This has to be a surprise.

      And it has to go well.

      What if they don’t give me their blessing? What if Becca’s dad, the huge and intimidating cop, tells me hell no I’m not allowed to marry his daughter? A cold shudder of fear runs through me. I’ve met her dad a few times and things have always gone well. But this is different. Much different.

      With a lump in my throat and a nervous system on overdrive, I get out of my truck and walk up to Becca’s house. I ring the doorbell. Then I stand here and wait.

      Mrs. Sosa opens the door. She smiles this wide, welcoming smile. “Hello, Park.” She glances behind me, probably wondering if her daughter
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