
  
    [image: Love on the Track]
  


  
    
      Love on the Track

      The Complete Series

    

    
      
        Amy Sparling

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Amy Sparling]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        
          Bella and the New Guy

        

        
          
            1. Bella

          

          
            2. Liam

          

          
            3. Bella

          

          
            4. Liam

          

          
            5. Bella

          

          
            6. Liam

          

          
            7. Bella

          

          
            8. Liam

          

          
            9. Bella

          

          
            10. Liam

          

          
            11. Bella

          

          
            12. Liam

          

          
            13. Bella

          

          
            14. Liam

          

          
            15. Bella

          

          
            16. Liam

          

          
            17. Bella

          

          
            18. Liam

          

        

      

      
        
          Bella and the Summer Fling

        

        
          
            1. Bella

          

          
            2. Liam

          

          
            3. Bella

          

          
            4. Liam

          

          
            5. Bella

          

          
            6. Liam

          

          
            7. Bella

          

          
            8. Liam

          

          
            9. Bella

          

          
            10. Liam

          

          
            11. Bella

          

          
            12. Liam

          

          
            13. Bella

          

          
            14. Liam

          

          
            15. Bella

          

          
            16. Liam

          

          
            17. Bella

          

          
            18. Liam

          

        

      

      
        
          Bella and the One Who Got Away

        

        
          
            1. Bella

          

          
            2. Liam

          

          
            3. Bella

          

          
            4. Liam

          

          
            5. Bella

          

          
            6. Liam

          

          
            7. Bella

          

          
            8. Liam

          

          
            9. Bella

          

          
            10. Liam

          

          
            11. Bella

          

          
            12. Bella

          

          
            13. Liam

          

          
            14. Bella

          

          
            15. Liam

          

          
            16. Bella

          

          
            17. Liam

          

        

      

      
        
          Bella and the Happily Ever After

        

        
          
            1. Bella

          

          
            2. Liam

          

          
            3. Bella

          

          
            4. Liam

          

          
            5. Bella

          

          
            6. Liam

          

          
            7. Bella

          

          
            8. Liam

          

          
            9. Bella

          

          
            10. Liam

          

          
            11. Bella

          

          
            12. Liam

          

          
            13. Bella

          

          
            14. Liam

          

          
            15. Bella

          

          
            16. Liam

          

          
            17. Bella

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            Also by Amy Sparling

          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Want to be the first to know about new books, exclusive giveaways, and more? Join Amy Sparling’s monthly newsletter! Each month is packed with at least one book giveaway, gift card giveaways, eBook deals, and news in the book world. You can unsubscribe at any time.

      

        

      
        Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/bTmkPX

      

        

      
        ♥ ♥ ♥

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bella and the New Guy

          

          A Love on the Track Novel

        

      

    

    


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Amy Sparling

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Bella

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Maybe I’m in the wrong here, but it is my great opinion that kissing should not be loud. It also shouldn’t be some public spectacle on display while I’m trying to eat my cold slice of  cafeteria cheese pizza, which honestly shouldn’t even be called pizza in the first place. Maybe the menu should say, reheated fake dairy product on top of cardboard - $1.50. I curl my lip and drop the soggy rectangle piece of “food” onto my plate. It smacks down with an unappetizing thump, and believe it or not, that’s actually a better sound than the “muah” that happens right in front of me.

      “Can you two get a room?” I say.

      Jodi Thomas, who is sitting next to me, starts clapping. “Finally! I was hoping someone would say it so I didn’t have to.”

      My best friend Kylie pulls her gaze away from Trey Nguyen, her new boyfriend, and gives me a glare that doesn’t look all that evil. She’s my best friend, after all, so her glares are pretty much meaningless.

      “We don’t need a room!” she says, looking scandalized. “It was just a harmless kiss.”

      “It’s loud,” I say, poking at my soggy pizza with the plastic fork I used to eat my soggy, wilted salad a few minutes ago. Why is cafeteria food always so soggy? “We don’t need to hear you kissing your boyfriend.”

      “We also don’t need to see it,” Jodi says.

      This is the most I’ve heard her talk during lunch. Jodi always sits with us, but she’s usually reading a book instead of joining in on the conversation. I guess the fact that she’s participating now is really a testament to how gross my best friend is being with her stupid new boyfriend.

      Don’t get me wrong, Trey is okay. He’s nice and all. But he also just stole my best friend so he’s not exactly my favorite person. Every time Kylie gets a boyfriend, I lose her until they eventually break up and she comes back again.

      Kylie brushes the tips of her jet black hair back behind her ears. Now that she’s dyed it several shades darker than her natural brown, you can really see the pink that flushes to her cheeks. “Fine, we won’t kiss at the lunch table,” she says, turning her chagrined smile to look at Trey.

      “Aw, but lunch is the only time we see each other,” he says, making this pouty face that looks stupid but I can tell that Kylie somehow finds it endearing.

      “You also see each other before school, and after school, and on the weekends,” I say, counting off all the places my best friend has abandoned me for Trey over the last few weeks they’ve been dating.

      “Oh, that reminds me,” Kylie says. She detangles herself from Trey’s lanky arms and leans forward, giving all of her attention to me. That usually means she’s about to say something disappointing. Luckily, I’m used to it.

      “I can’t binge the new season of Nailed It with you tonight,” she says, throwing in a frown for good measure. But she doesn’t look that sad.

      Nailed It is a TV show on Netflix about people with no baking skills who are trying to win a baking competition. It’s hilarious and amazing and we love it. We were supposed to order real pizza – not this reheated mush the cafeteria serves – and watch all of the new episodes tonight.

      “Why not?” I ask. Unlike Kylie, my frown is actually real.

      She bites on her bottom lip, which is her guilty tell. “Trey’s got a game tonight. It was supposed to be an away game, but then the other team’s court got vandalized and they moved it here.”

      I want to tell her that high school basketball season is over and has been over for months. It’s May, and summer break starts in two weeks, so her basketball star boyfriend shouldn’t even be thinking about games. But then she’d just remind me about how he joined an outside league that plays year round and it’s filled with aspiring pro ball players and they all take it extremely seriously. We’ve been down this road before. Pretty much every time she ditches me to hang out with him.

      I flip my hand through the air, pretending like I’m not totally crushed. “Whatever,” I say. “I’m going to watch the show without you.”

      She gasps, slamming her hands on the table. “Bella! You can’t!”

      I roll my eyes. “I won’t… I’ll just go riding or something.”

      She grins. “Thanks, Bells. You’re the best. I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

      “Sure you will,” I say, glancing at her boyfriend. He’s playing on his phone and totally oblivious to our conversation. He’s oblivious to a lot of things, like how he’s completely taken over my best friend’s life. She never has time for me anymore, and this is destined to be the most boring summer ever if she’s constantly glued to his side.

      At least I have my dirt bike. It’s an inanimate piece of metal and grease and plastic, so it can’t fully replace my best friend but it’s still amazing it its own way. When I’m riding my dirt bike, it’s easy to lose track of time until my best friend finally wants to hang out again.

      The bell rings and we get up and toss our trash on our way to our next class. Only two more weeks of this and I’ll no longer be a senior in high school. I’ll be free. Free to do what, I’m not sure. That’s a problem to figure out later. My brother is in college studying business, and I always joke that he should open a business and hire me so that I’ll have a job. Now, I’m not even joking about it anymore. I have no idea what I want to be when I grow up. Kylie wants to be a teacher. She’s known that her whole life. I debated doing the same thing, but I’m not so sure I want to spend my adult life in the same place I’ve spent all of my childhood and teenage life.

      “Hey,” Kylie says, catching up with me in the hallway. She must have already kissed Trey goodbye. I hope for the sake of every student at Roca Springs High that the kiss wasn’t loud and smacky.

      “What’s up?” I say.

      “I really am sorry for tonight. It’s just that Trey really wants me to go and…”

      “It’s fine,” I say, cutting her off before she can continue making excuses for why her boyfriend is more important than pizza and Netflix with me. I try not to get too annoyed with her because if I had a boyfriend, I’d probably want to hang out with him all the time. But I’ve been single for a very long two years, and I’m not even sure I want to count my last boyfriend Mikey as a real boyfriend. It was back in sophomore year and every time we went somewhere together, one of our parents had to drive us. It was lame, to say the least.

      “Can I still get a ride home after school?” Kylie asks.

      “Of course.”

      “Thanks,” She says, squeezing me into a quick hug as we split down the hallway to head to our different classrooms.

      I spend the last two hours of the school day thinking about hitting up the motocross track after school. I got an amazing new dirt bike two months ago for my eighteenth birthday and I’ve only ridden it three times since then. After years of riding my brother’s old hand-me-down bikes, my dad decided I deserved one to call my own. It’s a Yamaha YZ 250f, all shiny and brand new, with custom purple graphics that I designed myself. Instead of rocking my brother’s old bike number—888—I decided to pick out my own number.

      And that’s why my bike’s number plate is currently empty.

      I can’t think of anything. I don’t want to use my birthday because that’s lame. And there’s no other number that means anything to me. People think my brother chose 888 because it looks cool but really it has a meaning behind it, even if it’s kind of obvious. It’s his birthday. August 8th, 1998. Many people use their birthdays for their bike numbers, but Brent’s is different. He was born premature and almost didn’t make it. My mom calls him her miracle baby. He chose his bike number because it symbolizes how far he’s come from that little baby that could fit in your palm and was born on the wrong day. It’s something special to him.

      And I want something special too, but I was born on my due date so that’s nothing special. I don’t have a special number to call my own. I keep looking for one in my life, but nothing has happened yet that was of any significance. But I guess it doesn’t matter because bike numbers are used for people who race their dirt bikes. I don’t race. I just ride for fun.

      After school, I drag Kylie with me to the bike shop before dropping her off at home. It’s on our way, and plus, she’s ditched me all week for her boyfriend. The least she can do is spend an extra ten minutes with me.

      The only bad thing about brand new dirt bikes is that they’re made with all stock parts. The grips on the handlebars are kind of crappy, and plus they’re black, which is boring. I’ve already decked out my bike with purple graphics, and now I want some purple grips to match them. My dad is my mechanic and the one who fixes and maintains my bikes, but changing out the grips is pretty easy. It’s just rubber and glue.

      Kylie trails along behind me, her attention glued to her phone, while we walk into the bike shop. It’s always a little busy since Roca Springs Motocross Park is just a few miles away. Not many places in Texas have motocross tracks, so we’re a tourist destination for people who love the sport.

      I weave my way through the people and make my way to the back wall to pick out some purple grips.

      Layla is the owner’s twenty-something daughter who usually works the registers, but she’s having an intense phone call when I walk up to the front counter to make my purchase. She gives me an apologetic look and then types something into her computer for the customer on the phone. “Like I said, sir, that year model of bike just never existed.” I can hear the yelling on the other end of the line. Whoever the customer is, they don’t believe her.

      Mr. Hernandez pops up from somewhere in the back of the shop. He always takes over the second register when the line gets backed up. He meets my gaze and I smile, setting my grips on the counter so I can reach into my back pocket for some money.

      “Mr. Mosely!” he calls out in his thick accented voice. “What can I do for you today?”

      “I need some race gas,” a guy says from beside me. He walks right up to the counter, right next to me, and opens his wallet.

      “Sure thing,” Mr. Hernandez says as he positions himself in front of the cash register, which is exactly in front of me.

      Because I’m first in line.

      My jaw drops. Whoever this guy is, he just cut in front of me in line. And yeah, he’s extremely cute, but that doesn’t matter.

      He’s still a jerk.

      The cute ones usually are.
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      Roca Springs, Texas is not what I had in mind when my dad decided that I needed a break from racing. I thought he wanted me to stay home a while and sulk in my own failures after I got kicked off the shortlist for becoming Team FRZ Frame’s newest rookie racer. I thought I’d be banned from racing all summer and then my dad would get over it and the fans would be over the drama, and I could start racing again.

      I should have known better. I should have known he’d ship me off to Roca Springs, Texas.

      Population four thousand.

      There’s four million people in Houston, my hometown, and the place I’m longing to be right now. It’s only been two days in this middle-of-nowhere country town, and I already want to call up my father, the grand Mr. Mosely of Mosely International, and beg him to let me come back. But I can picture the look on his face if I did.

      And that look is what’s keeping me here.

      I guess I don’t blame my mother for moving to the middle of nowhere after their divorce. She was sick of my dad’s famed architecture firm and all the dinner parties and constant traveling. She wanted something slow, something small and manageable. So she packed her bags and moved out here, and she was so unbelievably mad when I begged to stay with dad.

      I remember it all so clearly even though I was just six years old. Mom had assumed that I’d live with her full time and visit Dad on the weekends. Nope. I wanted to live with him. His house is where my dirt bike was. His truck is what drove me to the track. Dad meant a life of motocross. Mom meant a small town life of nothing. The choice was easy, and it broke her heart.

      I don’t think I fully realized that until I got older and only made the three-hour drive out here two or three times a year for holidays. Now my mom is remarried to Phil, who is a widower and he seems nice enough, and she’s taken on his two children as if they were her own.

      She’s happy now, but I still feel bad about my choice to live with Dad. I should have been there for her when I was growing up. I should have visited more, called her more. Motocross is like a drug, though. It’s better than driving a car. It’s better than riding a motorcycle. Dirt bikes can fly over jumps the size of buildings and tear through rugged terrain that’s even too sharp to walk on. Dirt bikes are amazing. And racing them brings a thrill stronger than any drug possibly could.

      If only I could use that drug metaphor as an excuse to get out of trouble for what I did at the nationals race last month. Sorry everyone. It wasn’t my fault. I had the motocross in my veins. The thrill of the race, the desire to win. That’s what made me screw up. That’s why I got kicked off the team. I’m an addict. It’s not my fault.

      In the town of lame and boring that is Roca Springs, there is one shiny bright beacon of hope. A new dirt bike track. It’s been here a few years, and I’ve heard that it’s kind of small and janky, but it’s better than nothing. At least I’ll get to ride this summer while I’m exiled to my mom and Phil’s house. It’s a beautiful day outside which means it’s perfect for dirt bike riding, even if the local track sucks. I find the nearest shop that sells race gas and drive over. Sure, you can put regular gasoline in your dirt bike, but that’s what slow riders do. If you want speed, you need high ethanol race gas. I’m not about to let my skills slip away this summer while I’m stuck here. I’ll keep working out, and I’ll keep riding, and I’ll make sure I’m just as fast as I was before FRZ Frame kicked me out of Nationals.

      I’ll come back. And I’ll pick up the pieces of my shattered career, and I’ll race again. I’ll get on the team again. It’ll all be okay.

      The shop is a black building made of sheet metal and glass windows that’s in a shopping center with a nail salon, a vape shop, and a laundry mat. I don’t know why, but it makes me laugh. Most bike shops are standalone buildings with huge parking lots and hundreds of dirt bikes for sale. Not this one. Like Roca Springs, it’s small.

      I make my way inside, surprised to see so many people here. The second I make eye contact with someone is the second it happens. The guy, probably in his twenties, sees me and his eyebrows shoot up and he does a double take. I look away, but I can hear him nudge the person next to him and whisper, “Is that Liam Mosely?”

      There was a time in my life where getting recognized was awesome. And that time was pretty much every day of my life up until a month ago when I ruined everything. Now, instead of praise and selfies and autographs, people stare at me like I’m some escaped convict. If they know anything about the world of professional motocross, they’ve heard about me, and the incident that ruined everything.

      I grit my teeth and walk toward the front counter, determined not to make eye contact with anyone else.

      A middle-aged man wearing oil-stained shop coveralls walks from the back part of the shop where the sound of mechanics working is a dull roar of metal and hydraulic tools.  A woman is behind the register, but she’s on the phone. I flag him down and ask for some race gas. He recognizes me and seems happy to have me in his shop. I’m guessing small town bike shops don’t get anyone of any importance here, so even a disgraced racer is better than nothing.

      He rings me up and I pay with my debit card, carefully avoiding the curious looks I’m getting from people all around me, but especially right next to me. It’s a girl, short with brown hair, and she’s trying to burn a hole in the side of my head with her gaze. Ugh. The man hands me my receipt and tells me he’ll meet me out back by the gas pump so he can fill up my gas jug.

      Before I go, I turn toward the girl. I’m tired of being stared at. I’m tired of being gawked at like I’m some criminal. I’m about to ask what her problem is, but then I realize what just happened. She’s not staring at me because she’s a fan—she’s staring at me because I just cut in front of her in line. She’s got her money in her hand and everything.

      My breath hitches. I want to say something—apologize or something—but she’s so pretty it’s caught me off-guard. I can’t think of a single word to say.

      “Liam, this way!” the man calls out.

      Like a complete jerk, I turn away and follow him outside. I guess I shouldn’t feel bad about it. Being a jerk is what I’m known for, after all.

      The man introduces himself as Juan, and he’s as friendly as ever while he puts three gallons of race gas into my gas jug. He’s talking all about motocross and how the local track is small but it features some great jumps and hairpin turns.

      By the time he’s done, I feel like I’ve actually met a friend, even if he is old enough to be my dad. It’s nice to talk to someone who isn’t clearly judging me by my past. I thank him and head back to my truck. There’s a beat-up black Chevy truck parked next to me, and two girls are wandering around looking for something on the gravel parking lot around it. One of them is the girl from the store. She’s wearing a Roca Springs High T-shirt, which must mean she’s a local. The sun glints off her hair, making her look like an angel. I know it sounds pathetic to think like that, but there it is. I’m pathetic. This girl is stunning.

      “They can’t be far,” the other girl says, throwing her arms up in frustration. “You just had them!”

      I take a step forward and my shoes crunch something. I back up and find a set of car keys.

      “Looking for these?” I ask as I hold them out. Luckily my foot didn’t break anything. The two keys and little metal dirt bike keychain are still intact.

      “Yes,” she says, yanking the keys away from me.

      “Oh my god, Bella,” her friend says. “Tell him thank you! You’re being mean.”

      She rolls her eyes and looks back at me. She’s beautiful even when she’s angry. “Thanks.”

      She spins back around and heads to her truck.

      “Wait,” I say, finally finding my voice. I have been around beautiful girls my whole life. When you’re one of the fastest bike racers in the state, they tend to gravitate toward you. I’ve never had trouble talking to one until now.

      She stares at me like I am no better than old gum stuck to the bottom of her shoe.

      “I’m sorry I cut you off back there,” I say, finally voicing the words I should have said back in the shop. “I didn’t see you.”

      “Clearly,” she says, turning back to her truck.

      “I really am sorry,” I call out, but I don’t know if she can hear me over the sound of her truck door slamming closed.

      My phone rings as I get into my own truck. It’s my mom. I groan before answering the call. She hasn’t exactly been mean to me lately, but she’s treating me like the son she’s ashamed of. Like my behavior on the track that disgraced me and cost me a career is somehow her fault.

      “Where are you?” she asks.

      “I just bought some race gas. I’m thinking of taking my bike to the track this week.”

      I can practically hear her eyes roll through the phone. She hates motocross. Almost as much as she hates my dad.

      “Well you need to come home,” she says sternly. “I need you to go grocery shopping with me, and then I have some things for you to fix around the house. Phil can’t do it because he threw out his back last month. So hurry home.”

      “Yes ma’am,” I say, because I may be eighteen and technically an adult, but I was also raised in Texas, and I know better than to disrespect my mom. “I’ll be right there.”

      “Good,” she says. “Don’t think you’re just going to sit around all summer having fun and riding your stupid dirt bike. Your dad sent you here to get over that bad attitude. And I’m going to put you to work. Nothing fixes a bad attitude like some hard work.”

      I hold back a sigh. “Sure thing, Mom. I’ll do whatever you need me to.”

      My mother wasn’t kidding. After she has me help her grocery shop, which is the most boring thing ever, she puts me to work around the house. There are air filters to change, gutters to clean, driveways to pressure wash, and weeds to pull from the garden.

      I do everything she asks without complaint. I think deep down I know I deserve this sort of punishment. But as soon as I get some free time, I’m heading to the track.

      Nothing clears my mind quite like motocross.
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      The last week of school is the worst. Not only is summer vacation just a few days away, tempting us with three months of relaxation and fun, we’re also stuck here studying for our final exams. Most of my exams are on Thursday and Friday, so for the first part of the week, we’re either studying in class or studying in the library. None of my classes are particularly hard this semester, so I’m mostly just hanging out on the bean bag chairs at the back corner of the library with Kylie and some of our friends.

      I’ve also had a stroke of luck today at the expense of Trey Nguyen. He’s home sick with food poisoning troubles today, so while his day sucks, mine is awesome because I get to spend it with my best friend.

      Rachael Malek rushes up to us with a science textbook clutched in her hands, but the “juicy gossip” expression on her face tells me she’s not here to study.

      “Did you hear the news?” she tells me. Of our little group of five friends, Rachael and I are the only two who ride dirt bikes. Kylie just likes to hang out with me at the track, and our other two friends, Amy and Rosa, don’t care much for the sport. Ever since we got the new motocross track in town, more people are getting into it, though.

      Because of this, I assume she’s talking about something related to the track. “What happened?” I say. “Did someone get hurt?”

      Two weeks ago, an eighth grader wrecked his dirt bike and had to be life flighted to the nearest hospital. They say he almost died, but managed to pull through after a few days in intensive care.

      She shakes her head, letting her two long braids sway across her shoulders. “No, this is good news. Liam freaking Mosely is here!”

      I look back at my history notes. “Yeah… I’m aware.”

      “What!” Rachael drops down into the worn-out purple bean bag beside me. “You already know and you didn’t tell me?”

      “What’s so special about him?” I ask. “He’s a jerk.”

      Rachael blanches. “He’s gorgeous, Bella. That’s all that matters.”

      I snort in reply.

      “Who’s that?” Kylie asks, keeping her voice low because we’re in the library. She’s about the only student who actually follows that rule. “You didn’t tell me you met a guy.”

      “You met him too,” I say quickly, making sure I squash those thoughts from her mind immediately. “He’s that a-hole who found my keys at the shop yesterday.”

      Her brow wrinkles. “How does finding your keys make him an a-hole?” She knows I don’t like to curse, so she puts up with my abbreviations.

      “Oh my God, he found your keys?” Rachael is practically bursting apart with all her excitement over some stupid guys.

      I close my history textbook so hard it makes a loud smack that reverberates off the aisles of books. Oops. I stand up and grab my backpack.

      “You two can sit here and get all doe-eyed over some stuck up cocky full of himself motocross racer, but I’m not.”

      I don’t know why I’m suddenly so annoyed, but I’ve already stood up so I just go with it. I walk across the library to the computer stations and I sit at one on the far end. I don’t remember what exactly happened to Liam Mosely, but I remember it was something bad. It wasn’t until last night when I was trying to go to sleep that I remembered who he was. That stupid chiseled jaw of his and his stupid hair that’s shaved on the sides and long on top finally jogged my memory. He’s an up and coming racer from Texas. One of the guys who made it through all of the regional races and went to nationals. I know his name because I remember last time my brother Brent was home, he was watching the nationals races on TV. He said Liam Mosely doesn’t deserve to win it all. I don’t remember what for. I love motocross as a fun activity and lifestyle but I don’t really follow the professional races that much. Every year when the pros come to Houston, my brother and I will go to watch the races at the NRG Stadium, but that’s about it.

      And now Rachael is talking about him like he’s some celebrity. I guess he’s a mild celebrity if you care about Texas amateur motocross. I’m not a racer—I just ride for fun. So I don’t care about him, or his snooty attitude and how he thinks he can just cut in front of lesser humans in the checkout line.

      Still, now I’m so annoyed I can’t think straight. So before I get back to studying, I open a browser window on the school computer and glance around to make sure no one’s watching me. Then I type his name into Google.

      My phone buzzes, making me jump.

      
        
        Kylie: You okay? ☹

        I write back: I’m fine

        Kylie: Want me to join you?

        Normally I’d say yes, but right now I’m doing some secret sleuthing.

        Me: No thanks… I really need to study. I’ll see you after school.

        

      

      On the computer, a ton of websites show up. It’s way more information than I expected. I don’t know why I feel so compelled to read about this guy, but I click on some of the articles and learn all about him. He grew up in Houston and his dad is some famous architect. He’s been racing all his life and he even became homeschooled in junior high so he could focus more on racing. He was in talks of joining Team FRZ Frame, which is a professional motocross racing team. And then he ruined it by getting disqualified twice for fighting another racer before a race. Since motocross is a family sport, the professional teams want to keep a clean, wholesome image. They also pay a lot of money to their professional racers and fighting isn’t allowed.

      I read one gossip article that calls Liam a “playboy” who thinks he’s better than everyone on the track. It makes me snort out loud. I agree, gossip article. I totally agree.

      Now the gossip articles say he’s been exiled to live with his mom for the summer, presumably because his hotshot dad is mad at him and wants to teach him a lesson about controlling his anger.

      I find a recent interview online where Liam denies this claim, saying he chose to spend time with his mom this summer because he wants to, not because he’s being forced into it. But I’m not buying it. Guys like that don’t suddenly quit their racing career to spend time with their moms in a small town. I’m more likely to believe the story that he was forced here against his will.  But his dad’s plan won’t work at all. People like that don’t change and become nicer people. They’re just jerks who will always be jerks. When the bell rings, I’m awakened from this weird fact-finding hole I fell into. I close the browser and almost feel like I need to shower. I can’t believe I spent thirty minutes reading about Liam Mosely. Gross. Kylie walks up to me as we leave the library, throwing her arm around my shoulder.

      “We don’t have plans for Friday, right?”

      “I thought we were going to check out the motocross race?” I say, because I definitely remember us having that talk a few days ago. Every summer, Roca Springs MX hosts their own weekly Friday night races. Going to watch them is about the only fun thing to do in this town.

      Her head tilts to the side and she gives me this guilty look before biting on her bottom lip. “So Trey has this thing…He really wants me to go.”

      I roll my eyes so hard they hurt. “Fine. Go with your stupid boyfriend.”

      “Trey’s actually super smart,” she says. “But I know you’re just being sarcastic.”

      “I’m just tired of never having my best friend around,” I say, trying to find the right words to tell her how I feel but not make her mad at me. If I said everything I was thinking right now, she’d definitely be mad. “I miss you.”

      “What you need is a boyfriend,” Kylie says, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively at me. “Then we could go on double dates and you could have as much fun as I’m having with Trey.”

      “Oh sure, let me just snap my fingers and make a boyfriend appear,” I say sarcastically. I snap my fingers for effect, and guess what? Nothing happens.

      “Hmm, looks like my magic isn’t working today.”

      “Bellaaaa,” Kylie says, shaking her head. “What am I going to do with you? Do you think I got a boyfriend by snapping my fingers? No, it took two weeks of massive flirting to make him finally ask me out.”

      “Yeah, I’m not going to do that,” I say. As the words come out of my mouth, a boy flashes across my mind. Ryan Hibbard, a super smart senior who is in my next class, AP Chemistry. He’s cute in a slightly nerdy way and he’s always my lab partner because we sit close to each other. Sometimes – okay, a lot of the time – I sit in class and wonder what it would be like to date him.

      Maybe I should take a chance. Maybe Kylie is right. Maybe I need a boyfriend.

      Nerves clench onto my heart as I step into my chemistry class. Ryan is sitting at the table next to mine, staring lazily out of the window.

      I smile at him and he smiles back. I am a total nervous wreck, but I also feel oddly inspired. I’m a great person. I’m not bad looking, at least I don’t think so. Ryan and I are friends.

      I’m going to ask him out.

      “Hey,” I say, getting his attention. He looks over at me and I hand him a folded piece of paper.

      I watch him open it and read the message I just wrote. Do you want to go out sometime?

      It’s simple and to the point.

      He writes back and hands the note over to me, not making eye contact.

      I unfold the paper.

      
        
        Sorry, I don’t really think that’s a good idea.

      

      

      Disappointment punches me in the face. I suddenly realize that I wasn’t even expecting an answer other than yes. I fold the note back and shove it deep in the bottom of my backpack where I will have to make sure to throw it away later. Ugh. I feel so stupid. I can’t even look in Ryan’s direction for the rest of class. It’s a small miracle that we don’t have any lab work today. I stare at my textbook and I look at the teacher and wish I could go back in time and never do something so stupid.

      After class, Ryan calls my name as he follows me into the hallway.

      “Sorry,” he says, scratching his neck. I tell myself that he’s not really that cute. He’s just average looking. No big deal. His haircut is boring and his face is average.

      “It’s fine,” I say cheerfully.

      “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings or anything,” he says, falling into step with me. “It’s just that… well, you’re a dirt bike chick. Which is cool—but…”

      I look over at him while he stumbles over his words. He seems genuine, and like he really is sorry, but I’m not even sure what he’s trying to say.

      “It’s just that… I don’t know. I don’t want to date a dirt bike girl.”

      “Okay…” I say. This has to be the weirdest rejection ever. “But you also ride dirt bikes.”

      He nods. “Yeah, and that’s why it’s weird. I mean, motocross isn’t really a girly sport.”

      I stare straight ahead. “So you want to date a girly girl.”

      He shrugs. “I’m sorry but… yeah. I mean, you’re awesome and I like being friends with you but I don’t really want to date someone who also rides dirt bikes.”

      I swallow the pain of what is the weirdest rejection ever and I nod. “Okay, sure. No problem.”

      “We’re still friends, right?” Ryan asks, giving me a hopeful grin.

      “Yep,” I say, even though I’d rather go the rest of my life never seeing him again. “Still friends.”
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      My mother is treating me like I’m a criminal. I might be a lot of things, but I’m not a criminal unless you count driving a few miles over the speed limit every so often. I guess I don’t blame her. My mom has always been a loving and sweet mother, but only on the surface. Underneath it all, I still see that look she had on her face that day I said I wanted to live with Dad. She loves me because I’m her son, but deep down she resents me.

      It didn’t hit me until now that I feel really, exceptionally awful about this. I love my mom. I don’t want her to hate me. She sends me birthday gifts and Christmas gifts and even cards and candy on Valentine’s Day, every single year without fail. She texts me good luck before every race, even though I rarely ever text back. Up until now, I’ve been single-mindedly focused on becoming a professional motocross racer. I shoved everything aside, from family to friends, to my own personal happiness, just to try to reach my goal. I was so close too—I had the FRZ Frame sponsorship in my hands, but I let it slip away because of my own stupidity and anger issues.

      Of course everyone just knows what happened that got me kicked off the team. They don’t know why. Those fights were necessary. I’m not some roid-raging jock with an anger problem. Those two idiots deserved what they got. Pressuring girls into hooking up in your hotel rooms after every race is not okay. I’ll never regret what I did, just when I did it. If I had saved the ass-beating for another day, when cameras and sponsors weren’t watching, it would have been fine.

      I try not to let these thoughts take up all the space in my mind. It’s not worth it to sit here and fret about all the ways I screwed up. I’m here now. I’m with my mom and her new family, living on the twin bed that’s shoved into the spare bedroom that’s mostly an office.

      I need to be here, present in the moment, and try to be happy instead of angry all the time. That’s why I pull myself out of bed at seven in the morning and make breakfast for everyone. My mom expects me to sleep in late, lounge around the house, and be a general pain in her side while I’m stuck here for the summer. I know this because she’s said as much.

      Well, I’m going to prove her wrong.

      Over the last few days, I’ve done a million chores for her, never complaining or objecting. Now, I’m going to do stuff she hasn’t even asked.

      Mom and Phil emerge into the kitchen about ten minutes after the smell of bacon fills the air. Phil is dressed for work in khaki pants and a blue polo shirt, but my mom is still wearing her pink fuzzy bathrobe pulled over her pajamas. It’s always too warm in the house for my taste, but my mom always seems to be too cold.

      Just like when she was married to my dad, she’s a stay at home mom here for Phil’s kids. His wife died a few years ago, and he’s told me that meeting my mother is what put the pieces of his life back together again. He’s a good guy. I’m glad they’re happy.

      Mom smiles at me. “What’s all this?”

      “Thought I would make you guys breakfast,” I say, tilting the frying pan over a plate and spooning the scrambled eggs onto a large pile. I’ve never cooked for three adults and two little kids before, so I might have made too much food. I used a dozen eggs, a whole pack of bacon, and toasted half a loaf of bread. It’s all sitting out on the kitchen table, along with plates and forks and the jug of orange juice. I’m a regular Martha Stewart today.

      “Wow,” Mom says. She pads across the tile floor and wraps me in a hug that instantly makes me feel better about everything in the world. Having her approval means a lot to me.

      “Thank you, son.”

      “This looks great,” Phil says. He’s all chipper and nice to me, trying his hardest to be the cool stepfather to lessen any awkwardness in the air. I can appreciate that.

      The kids wake up too, and they shuffle in all sleepy-eyed and grumbling about how they don’t want to go to school. My step-brothers are five and seven, and they look like little miniature Phils. I’ve never been around kids before, but they’re okay. They’re shy and quiet most of the time, and that’s a lot better than the kids I see out in public who scream and throw tantrums.

      After Phil heads to work and the kids get on the school bus, my mom makes another pot of coffee and I wash the dishes.

      Let me make this clear – I am not a fan of all this domestic housework. I only know how to scramble eggs and fry up bacon because my dad works so much that I had to learn how to fend for myself at a young age. And washing dishes is a nightmare. When I become a professional racer and start making that professional racing money, I’ll hire someone to do all of this for me. But for now, I’m doing my best to suck up to my mom and make her proud of me again.

      We sit on the couch and watch TV. It’s only nine in the morning and it feels like I’ve been awake forever already.

      “So what’s been going on?” Mom says, sipping her coffee. “I mean, besides motocross.”

      I shrug. Ever since Dad pulled me out of public school and let me do homeschooling online, my entire life has been motocross. Training every day and racing on the weekends. What am I supposed to talk about that’s not motocross?

      Mom is looking at me though, and I can tell she’s expecting an answer. “I like the garden out back,” I say because it’s the first thing I can think of. “It looks good.”

      “Thanks,” Mom says, glancing toward the patio door that looks out into the back yard. “It’s my pride and joy. So what else is up with you?”

      “Mom, I don’t know what you want me to say. My whole life is motocross. I don’t really do anything else besides that.”

      She frowns. “How’s your father?”

      “You know him,” I say with a shrug. “He’s obsessed with his job. I don’t even see him most days.”

      She nods with this knowing look on her face. Then she smiles. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

      I bark out a laugh. “Nah, Mom. I don’t have time for girlfriends.”

      “There’s always time for girlfriends,” she says. “You’re young and handsome and you should be dating.”

      “Well it’s a good thing I don’t have a girlfriend because if I did, she’d be pissed that I moved here for the summer.”

      Mom considers this for a moment. “I guess that’s true. But I want you to expand your life, son. Don’t just focus on motocross too much. You should have a social life. Hobbies. Other stuff.”

      “I can do other stuff when I’m retired,” I say.

      Mom laughs.

      “Do you have anything for me to do today?” I ask.

      She shakes her head. “No, you’re free today. I really appreciate all your hard work these last few days.”

      “I think I’ll head out to the local track and see what it’s all about,” I say.

      Mom sips her coffee. “I figured you would.”

      It’s still early, so I spend a little more time with my mom, trying to small talk as best as I can. I think she enjoys my company, and I’m feeling some of her ice-cold anger at me starting to melt away.

      By noon, I gather up my riding gear and load my bike into the back of my truck. Phil is letting me keep it in the garage while I live here, which is nice of him. I haven’t ridden since two days before I got here, and I’m aching to get back on the track, even if it is a crappy local track that can’t compare to the professional ones.

      I set the track’s location on my phone’s GPS and make my way across town. While I drive, I think about that girl from the other day, the one who bought the purple grips. I wonder if they are for her own bike? She had a dirt bike keychain and motocross stickers on the back of her truck. I can only assume that she does ride. That’s totally hot. It makes her a thousand times hotter than she already is.

      I’ve never dated a girl who rides dirt bikes, but I bet it’s awesome. Hitting up the track with your girl, riding together, watching the races together. A girl who loves motocross is a girl who wouldn’t yell at me for being obsessed with the sport. A motocross girl is a girl I could see myself dating.

      Of course, not this girl. She’s made it very clear that she hates me.

      When I pull up to the track, I’m reminded of some of the smaller Texas tracks my dad used to take me to when I was a kid. They only have one big track on the property, but it looks decent. I see some large tabletop jumps, one double, and a few jumps that I could probably triple if I’m going fast enough. There’s a large metal building right at the entrance and a sign that says you have to park and go inside to sign in.

      The big tracks in my hometown have someone standing at the entrance to sign you in from your vehicle. I guess these small-town tracks don’t have enough employees for that.

      I make my way inside the building, which smells like sawdust and some kind of scented candle. There are red leather couches on one end that face a television that’s playing an X-games DVD. I have the same DVD at my dad’s house. A bored-looking teenage girl stands behind the counter, lazily flipping through a magazine.

      “Hello,” she says when I walk inside. Then she looks up at me. “Whoa. You’re Liam Mosely.”

      “Yep,” I say. “I’m here to ride.”

      “That’s so cool!” She drops the magazine and hands me a clipboard with a sign in sheet. “Are you going to race tomorrow? It would be so cool if you did.”

      I glance at the flyer that’s taped to the countertop. It advertises the Roca Springs Summer Series, which is just a local race they have here every Friday night during the summer. It almost feels wrong to race here at this little small-town track.  I know I’ll beat everyone else without even trying.

      “I don’t know,” I say as I sign in on the clipboard.

      “Oh, you have to,” she says, bouncing on the toes of her feet. “Everyone would love it. I’ve already heard rumors that you were here and everyone is so excited. People keep asking me if you’ve been here to ride yet.”

      I chuckle. For all the trouble that fame can get me into, it’s still fun to be popular. “Maybe I will,” I say, handing her the clipboard and my twenty-dollar entry fee.

      She squeals. “That would be awesome! Hey, do you mind taking a selfie with me?”

      “Go for it,” I say, and the words are barely out of my mouth before she runs around the counter and meets me on the other side, holding out her phone for a selfie. I put an arm around her shoulders and lean in, smiling wide for the camera. I’ve done this a thousand times with a thousand different excited fangirls. Usually, if they’re hot enough, I’ll hit on them. And I’m not blind to the fact that this girl is pretty cute, but I can’t seem to get that other girl out of my mind. I’ve been thinking about her ever since the day I met her, and although I’m dying to get back on my bike and ride, I’d be lying if I said I’m not also secretly hoping to run into her tonight at the track.

      So I let this girl take her picture and then I walk back out to my truck without hitting on her. I’ve already decided that if I’m going to spend my energy on a girl this summer, it’ll be on the girl with the purple grips and the killer glare.
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      I am filled to the brim with disappointment as I drive home after school. It’s humiliating that I had so boldly asked Ryan if he’d like to go out sometime. What was I thinking? If he liked me, he could have asked me out. It would have saved me all this mortification. I’m trying not to think about it, but it’s only been a few hours and it’s hard to let it go.

      He doesn’t like dirt bike girls.

      What does that even mean? I’m still fun. I’m still cool. Why is being a motocross girl considered a bad thing? Ughhh.

      I yell into my pillow and then toss it back on my bed. This weekend is my dad’s weekend, so I’m only stopping off at home to pack up some things to take to his place. My parents divorced two years ago, but it hasn’t been too uncomfortable. They stayed friends, and they told me and Brent that the divorce was for the best because after twenty years of marriage, they just didn’t feel in love with each other anymore. Now Dad lives in a pretty nice condo on the other side of town, and he’s hardly ever there because he works long shifts at the refinery. But he’s off this whole weekend, so I’m going to hang out with him. Since I was sixteen when they divorced, my parents didn’t set up a custody arrangement. I just keep living in my childhood home with Mom and I visit Dad when he’s off work or whenever I feel like it.

      My dad is a tall, rugged man who would rather watch football all day than go to a fancy dinner. Staying with him means pizza and take-out food and I am so here for that.

      I let myself into his apartment with my key and turn on his giant television while I wait for him to get here. I’m hoping that spending the weekend with my dad will help me get over the whole Ryan fiasco. Dad and I usually go to the track and see a movie if there’s anything good playing. Usually Kylie comes with us, but I know there’s no point in asking if she’s free this weekend.

      I’m actually a little mad at her. It was her advice that made me stupidly ask out Ryan. If she hadn’t said anything, I wouldn’t be humiliated right now.

      I’m scrolling through Instagram when Dad gets home with a pizza and a bottle of soda. “Hey, Bells,” he says, “Ready for dinner?”

      “Oh, holy crap,” I say, standing up from the couch. “Roca MX just posted a special!”

      I scroll through their Instagram post making sure my eyes aren’t deceiving me, because this is an insanely good deal.

      “They’re offering a summer pass to ride as many times as you want for just two hundred dollars! It’s only available to the first fifty people who sign up!”

      “That’s a good deal,” Dad says as he reaches into the cabinet for some paper plates.

      “It’s an amazing deal. It costs twenty dollars just to ride for one day, so if I ride ten days, it’ll pay for itself!”

      My dad does not seem as excited as he should be.

      I give him my best I’m your daughter and you love me face. “So… can I have two hundred dollars?”

      He laughs. “You promise you’ll be at the track enough times this summer to make it worth it?”

      “Yessss,” I say, grabbing a slice of pizza. “I’ll be there every day.”

      He lifts an eyebrow.

      “I’m serious!” I say. “Kylie has ditched me for her boyfriend, so I’ll have nothing else to do.”

      “Well, then it sounds like a good investment. We can go tomorrow.”

      I bite my lip. “Can we go tonight?”

      “But we’ve got pizza and TV to watch,” Dad says.

      I bounce on my toes. “Please? It’s only the first fifty people who can get a pass, and you know they’ll go fast. We need to go now. I promise I will be at the track every day to get your money’s worth.”

      What I don’t tell him is that the track is my only friend right now. The track isn’t like Kylie, who ditches me for other people. And the track isn’t like Ryan. The track loves that I love motocross.

      And yeah, the track isn’t actually a human being, so I don’t know why I’m talking about it like this, but I’m just really excited. I know if I sit at home all summer I’ll keep flashing back to being rejected by Ryan and it’ll ruin my days. And Kylie can’t be expected to help me feel better since she’s glued to her boyfriend’s hip. I need this membership to the track. It’ll save a ton of money and it’ll give me something fun to do.

      Dad sighs. “Let’s finish eating and then we’ll head over.”

      I let out a whoop and then I hug him. “You’re the best dad ever.”

      He rolls his eyes.
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      There are still a few hours left until dusk, which is when the track closes. Starting next week when school is out for the summer, they’ll power up the stadium lights that line the track and they’ll stay open until ten o’clock at night, with races every Friday. I convince my dad to load up our dirt bikes so we can get some riding in after we buy my season pass.

      I was right about the need to get here early. There were only nine passes left, but one of them is officially mine.

      Once we park, Dad unloads both of our bikes from the back of his truck, but then he starts chatting with one of his lifelong friends, and I know how that goes. He’ll probably talk all night and never even get on his bike. My dad’s been riding dirt bikes forever, and he bought Brent’s first bike when he was five. I got my first bike, which was Brent’s old bike, when I was six. My mom wasn’t exactly thrilled, but she saw that we were excited about it so she let us ride as long as we always wore our protective gear.

      In the old days, Mom would come to the track with us and she’d make sandwiches and snacks and cheer for us on the sidelines. A few years before the divorce, she stopped coming because she said it was boring being stuck at a hot dirty track all day. Then Brent went to college and Dad moved out, and I had a year where it was really hard to get anyone to take me to the track. Now I have my own truck, and I can go whenever I want to.

      I pull on my riding pants and jersey, then buckle on my boots and pull on my helmet. I put my gloves on last and then I take my bike off the stand and kickstart it to life. The engine rumbles and my excitement sparks to life just like the bike. I love riding. I love being on the track, feeling the wind in my face, even though my helmet deflects most of it. I love the speed and the sharp turns and the smell of exhaust in the air.

      I rev the throttle, admiring my new purple handle grips. They look great.

      After letting the bike warm up, I kick it into first gear and then slowly drive forward. You’re not allowed to speed through the parking lot area, which is called the pits, so I ride slowly through the other trucks and people until I get to the entrance to the track.

      There’s a lot of people standing around a shiny truck that’s parked near the end of the pits. I hope no one has gotten injured. It never fails that when someone is hurt, a crowd of people want to gawk and watch the scene until the ambulance arrives.

      But whatever it is, it’s none of my business, so I pull onto the track and pin the throttle and feel all of my worries wash away in the warm summer air.

      Later, after about seven laps around the track, I’m starting to feel tired and I could use some water. Man, I’m out of shape. I’ve only been out here twice since my birthday, and this new bike is larger and faster than my old one. I need to get in shape if I want to ride longer than seven measly laps.

      I pull off the track and drive back to Dad’s truck. The crowd of people have dispersed and now most of the onlookers are sitting at the bleachers.

      I park my bike, load it up on the aluminum stand and then pull off my helmet, shaking out my hair. Dad isn’t here, but his bike is still on the stand next to mine. Like I suspected, he must be off chatting with his friends.

      I sit on the tailgate of the truck and drink a bottle of water. There’s a lot of people here tonight, but not many of them are riding. Then I see why. There’s a guy sitting on a bike that’s parked near the bleachers. I don’t have to see his face to know he’s some kind of hotshot. He’s got a factory bike that’s been upgraded in every possible way, and the graphics on the plastics are sleek and customized. His black and blue jersey isn’t some default thing you buy in the store like I did. His has logos of various sponsored brands printed on it.

      I lean over to get a peek at his face, and when I do, he’s staring right back at me. I flinch. It’s Liam Mosely.

      I break my gaze and look down at my water bottle, hoping that I wasn’t totally obvious that I was trying to look at him just now. And even though it looked like he was staring at me, maybe he wasn’t. I hope he wasn’t. He has a dozen fans standing around him right now, all talking excitedly and asking for pictures.

      I even see Ryan Hibbard standing there, smiling all big like he’s some starstruck fanboy. Please. Liam Mosely is a jerk, and anyone who wants to take a selfie with him is just pathetic.

      I down the rest of my water bottle and then get back on my bike. If everyone is going to hang out with the disgraced motocross racer instead of ride, then I’ll just take advantage of having the track all to myself.

      I go for another seven laps, but to be honest, I’m lagging for the last two. I’m just too out of shape and this bike is just too fast. It’s twice as powerful as my old Kawasaki 110. I was always too scared to race the Kawi because it was slow. Now I’m too scared to race my Yamaha because it’s way too fast. I guess I’ll try to look at the bright side. This means I have a lot of work to do this summer if I want to get back into riding shape, and if I want to fully learn how to ride this new bike of mine.

      That leaves exactly zero time for hanging around the house feeling sorry for myself because I’m a single, friendless loser.

      Yep. I’ll think on the bright side.

      I slow down as I ride to the edge of the track where the entrance is. It also happens to be right where Liam’s truck is parked. I see him standing there, his elbows resting on the wooden fence that separates the track from the pits. He’s staring at me again, and I sit a little straighter, hoping I look like I belong on this new bike and not like it’s kicking my butt with its powerful engine.

      I know it shouldn’t matter what Liam thinks, but the last thing I want is for a guy like him to think I’m a pathetic weak little girl.

      Dad is sitting on the bleachers next to Ray, which is one of his oldest friends. They both wave at me as I ride by, and I wave back.

      Once again, I park my bike and pull off my helmet. Only this time when I turn around, Liam is standing right in front of me.

      “Hi there,” he says, flashing me that same grin he uses in his professional motocross photoshoots. It’s a good grin.

      But I don’t want him to know that.

      “Can I help you?” I ask. I pull off my gloves and slap them down on the tailgate before sitting on it.

      He holds out a lemon-lime flavored Gatorade, the bottle still dripping with water from where he must have pulled it out of his ice chest. It looks ice cold. And it is very hot out here. “I brought you a drink.”

      I stare at the bottle for a second. All I have is water, and Gatorade is so much better. But taking a gift from Liam Mosely seems like a trick.

      I take the bottle. “Why are you being nice?”

      He shrugs and then cracks open the other bottle and takes a long sip. “Because you’re not obsessed with me.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      Liam takes a seat on the tailgate next to me. I briefly wonder what this looks like to anyone who might be looking our way. What would my dad think? I glance toward the bleachers, but he’s got his back to us. If Liam leaves soon, then no one will ever need to know.

      Liam clears his throat and stares off at the horizon. “If I’m going to be stuck here for the summer, I’d like to make a friend or two,” he says, glancing at me for a split second. Our eyes meet and something lights up in my chest. I’m not sure what that feeling is, but I know I’ve never felt it before.

      He smiles just the slightest bit, and the looks down at the grass beneath us. “I came here to practice tonight but everyone here is treating me like a celebrity. It’s been impossible to ride. I can’t even tell you how many pictures I’ve had to smile for and how many helmets I had to sign.”

      “Must be horrible to be so loved,” I say sarcastically.

      He chuckles. “You’re the only person at this entire track who hasn’t bothered me today.”

      “So you thought you’d come over here and bother me?” I say.

      The smile he gives me in this very moment is something I’ve never seen in pictures online. It’s new. It’s…genuine. It makes my whole body feel warm and tingly.

      Snap out of it, Bella!

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bother you,” he says, standing up. The truck shifts a little with the absence of his weight and I find myself wishing he would sit back down. “I just wanted to bring you a peace offering and apologize again for the other day.”

      “I forgive you,” I say. I don’t even mean to say it. The words just tumble out of my mouth. I open the Gatorade. “You’re lucky this is my favorite flavor, or my forgiveness wouldn’t have come so easily.”

      “Lemon-lime is the only flavor worth drinking,” Liam says.

      I grin.

      Maybe he’s not so horrible after all.
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