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      Welcome back to the Summer Unplugged world — or hello for the very first time! If you’re new here, don’t close the book just yet…

      This book is officially my 31st story set in this world. What started as one summer romance in the spring of 2012 somehow grew into four spin-off series, several epilogues, and a whole universe of characters who apparently refuse to let me go. (Or maybe I’m just not ready to let them go.)

      If you’ve never met Jett, Keanna, or anyone else from my Summer Unplugged family, I think you’ll still enjoy the ride.

      This story is a little different from the fast-paced drama of some of my others books. It’s meant to feel like a cozy hug. A warm cup of coffee on a crisp fall morning. The kind of story that lets you exhale and just be with characters you care about. It’s quieter, softer, messy in the real-life way, and filled to the brim with love.

      If you’ve been with me since the beginning, thank you for sticking around through all 31 books (I truly can’t believe I get to say that). And if you’re just joining us, I’m so happy you’re here.

      This book is my love letter to every reader — old and new — who keeps these stories alive.

      Now grab a blanket, settle in, and enjoy. Jett and Keanna have missed you. [image: heart suit]

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            KEANNA

          

        

      

    

    
      I stab my fork into a golden, perfectly seasoned French fry that’s covered in melty cheddar and drizzled with ranch. Not the store bought ranch, but the good stuff that only restaurants have. The Main Street Diner has outdone themselves tonight. Why our small town eatery isn’t famously featured on every food TV show is a mystery I’ll never understand. Maybe I should write in to some networks and tell them to correct their mistake ASAP.

      I shove the gooey delicious bite in my mouth and close my eyes. “Cheesy fries are the greatest food in the entire world.”

      “Agreed,” Jett says, reaching across the table and stabbing one of my fries with his fork. 

      I swat his hand away. “Get your own, Mister-I-ordered-regular-fries!”

      He laughs and quickly shoves the fry in his mouth so I can’t steal it back. “I’ll buy you more.”

      ”Don’t,” I say, shaking my head. “I’ve already gained five pounds this year…I can’t gain more.”

      ”You look sexy as hell,” he says, wiggling his eyebrows at me before taking a bite of his burger.

      I roll my eyes. He always says stuff like that. He’s my husband, so he can’t help it. 

      Our four-year-old runs up to our booth, her little hands grabbing the edge of the table. Her hair is dirty blonde with little wavy curls, just like her dad. She lifts one hand, palm up. “Can I have more quarters, Daddy?”

      ”I think you’ve had enough quarters,” I say, eyeing her arms which are covered in all the stickers she got from the bank of quarter machines by the cash register. Those little machines with their colorful lights and cartoon graphics all over them have a magical pull over children. This diner must make a ton of money from kids like mine.

      ”If my little girl wants more quarters, she can have more quarters,” Jett says, winking at her. He retrieves his wallet, takes out a few dollar bills, and flags our waitress to ask for change. Janet is our usual waitress, a mid-fifties widow with one of those amazing southern accents and a love of all things crochet, but today her younger daughter Chelsea is serving us. She brings back a handful of quarters in a paper cup.

      ”Well aren’t you just getting so big,” she says. “Last time I saw you, you were this little!” She puts a hand out that’s half as tall as our four-year-old. 

      “I’m a big girl now,” she says, standing a little straighter before taking the cup of quarters and dashing back across the diner to her beloved sticker machines. It’s a small diner, so we can keep an eye on her the entire time, otherwise there’s no way I’d let her leave our table without us.

      ”She is just the cutest thing,” Chelsea says.

      Jett watches her load the machine with a quarter. He smiles, glancing back at Chelsea.

      “Our little Renesme.”

      Chelsea’s eyebrow quirks. She quickly fixes her expression to hide her true feelings. It’s the same stunned, awkward look everyone gets when Jett tells someone that our daughter’s name is Renesme.

      Luckily, he’s only joking.

      “That is not her name,” I say, rolling my eyes.

      ”Oh, that’s good,” Chelsea says.

      “You think you’re so funny,” I tell Jett.

      He laughs. “I am funny!”

      Chelsea’s brows pull together and she snaps her fingers after a moment of thought. ”Isn’t that the kid’s name from Twilight?”

      “Yep.” I stab another fry and roll my eyes. “You make your husband watch one movie series with you and he never lets it go.”

      ”That movie was crazy,” he says. “She named her kid Renesme!” He smacks his palm on his leg as he bursts out laughing. “Renesme! It’s such a dumb name!”

      “The rest of the story was good,” I argue, waving bye to Chelsea as she moves to take care of the new customers who just walked in. ”I mean, yeah I’m glad we didn’t name our daughter after our mothers, but the story was still good.”

      ”Becca and Bayleigh,” Jett says, pressing his lips together in thought. “Beckleigh… Bayca…”

      ”Beckleigh isn’t terrible actually…” I say. “It’s kind of cute but a little weird to say.”

      “No, no, no,” he says, blowing a raspberry. “It is absolutely terrible.”

      “Well, it doesn’t matter because that’s not her name.”

      He nods. “Unlike Bella Swan, we actually know how to name a child.”

      I nod. “Now we just need to work on not spoiling her by giving her everything she wants all the time.”

      He pretends to be offended with a fake gasp and a hand to his chest. “I like giving her everything she wants all the time.”

      I put my hands on my hips but I’m sitting in the diner booth so it doesn’t have the same effect as if I were standing. “I do, too, but we want to raise a good, well-adjusted kid, not a spoiled brat.”

      ”I give you everything you want,” he says, stealing another one of my cheese fries. “And you’re not a spoiled brat.”

      ”Maybe I am,” I say with a grin. His lips quirk up at the sides.

      ”Well, you’re my spoiled brat.”

      Chelsea returns to fill our drinks. “So, if you don’t mind me asking, what is your daughter's name? I remember when she was a little baby but I can’t remember her name. She’s always so well behaved, unlike other kids who come in here and their parents yell their names constantly, telling them to sit down and be quiet.”

      I laugh, thinking of many times we’ve been out in public while someone else’s kids ran amuck and caused more chaos than if a pack of wild animals had been let loose inside. 

      “As long as her sticker addiction is being taken care of, she’s a pretty good kid. We thought about naming her something sentimental, like after family members, but then we decided to name her something we thought was beautiful.” 

      I look at Jett and he smiles at me, and I can remember being in that hospital room four years ago, scared to death of becoming a mom when my own childhood had been rocky and unstable, with no real motherly influence until I was much older. 

      “Harper Jade Adams,” Jett says, reaching across the table and squeezing my hand. Maybe he noticed I was lost in memories, because I totally forgot to answer Chelsea’s question.

      “Aww, that’s so pretty!” Chelsea says. “Such a sweet name for such a sweet girl.”

      Once we’ve finished eating and Harper has filled up her princess t-shirt with stickers, we head outside and walk down the little strip of boutique stores along Main Street. It’s a nice October afternoon and while Lawson, Texas doesn’t get much of a fall, the leaves are still kind of brownish and the air is kind of crisp, although still warmer than I’d prefer. I love Sunday evenings because The Track is closed and Jett and I are both off work. Sundays have become family days, where we go out to dinner and then find something relaxing to do before we start the week all over again. 

      Next fall, Harper will start kindergarten, and I can’t even think about that right now. Time flies way too fast. I still feel like a teenager half the time, not a full grown adult with a college education, a mortgage, and a kid. Sheesh. For now, I’m going to enjoy every second of these perfect evenings together. One day, she’ll be all grown up and on her own.

      Since it’s still daylight out, we stop at the park at the end of the street. It has a small playground, some picnic tables, and the largest part is a soccer field. The Lawson High cheerleaders are out there now, practicing a cheer. No, they’re teaching cheer, I realize as I see them talking to a group of young girls all wearing matching pink shirts.

      ”Mommy! I want to go,” Harper says.

      ”You have to be six to do junior cheer,” I say, giving her a big exaggerated frown. “That’s two more years from now.”

      She frowns, copying my expression, then her gaze drifts back over to the cheerleaders. “They’re so pretty!”

      ”Yes, they are.”

      ”Every day I get closer to losing my dream of having a motocross racing kid,” Jett says with a chuckle. 

      “Not true. She can race dirt bikes and be a cheerleader.”

      ”Yes!” she says, clapping her hands together. “Both!”

      ”Perfect,” Jett says, ruffling the top of her hair. “My motocross cheerleading superstar.”

      His phone rings and he pulls it out of his pocket. Surprise flashes in his eyes. “Speaking of motocross…” He holds up one finger to us and then steps away, answering the phone. 

      Jett is assistant manager of our family business, which is a very popular motocross track in town. His dad and my dad are the co-owners, and I also work there although I’ve taken a step back in my work duties ever since Harper was born. Pretty much every phone call any of us gets is about motocross. So why would this call be different?

      We sit on a park bench and watch the cheerleaders teaching a simple cheer to their captive audience of six year olds. The last time I looked into this program, it was a small fee to join, which raised funds for the cheerleaders to get new uniforms and pompoms. I never did anything like that when I was a kid. I never really wanted to—that would have meant hanging out with the cool girls and I was never a cool girl. But I don’t want my daughter to feel awkward and out of place around her peers. I want her to make lifelong friends here in town, never worrying about being forced to move away a few months after settling down somewhere new. Lawson is our home, and we’re not going anywhere. 

      Jett returns with a strained expression on his face. His lips press flat and he holds the phone in his hand, turning it over between his thumb and palm. 

      “Is everything okay?”

      He nods. “That was Marcus.”

      I haven’t heard the name in years but I certainly remember his old boss. 

      “Well, is he okay?” I ask, wondering why on earth the head of a professional motocross team would be calling my husband. 

      He nods again. “He’s hosting a charity race in Anaheim. He asked if I’d be interested in dusting off my boots and racing again,” he says, changing his voice to a near perfect impression of Marcus’ California surfer guy accent. 

      “Oh, that’s cool,” I say before my brain really has a chance to process what this means. “He wants you to fly to California for one race?”

      ”It’s a three-day series. Lots of sponsors, and a lot of money to be won for charity. They’d pay all my expenses, though. He even said he has a bike I can use so I wouldn’t need to tune up or transport mine.”

      “Which charity is it?” I ask.

      “Breast Cancer, since it’s October and that’s Breast Cancer Awareness month.”

      We’re both silent for a moment. This is a cause close to my heart because my mom is a breast cancer survivor. Every year, we participate in 5K runs for the cause, and wear pink shirts on Pink Out Day. It only makes sense that he should join an event supporting something so dear to me. But…

      Jett quit racing professionally when our daughter was born. He said he was a family man now, and all the travel and public appearances that came with professional racing was just too much. He left it behind for us. And we haven’t really talked about it since then. 

      But a spark died in him when he quit racing. I don’t think I ever noticed it, not until this very second when his eyes light up the same way they used to back when I first met him. He loves racing with all of his heart. He was born to do it. That spark, the one I hadn’t even missed while it was gone, just very clearly came back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            JETT

          

        

      

    

    
      The house smells like cinnamon and warm vanilla when we walk inside after dinner and our afternoon stroll around town. This is one of those traditions I already know I’ll miss when Harper becomes a teenager and doesn’t want to hang out with us anymore. I remind myself to stop worrying about the future and just stay in the moment to enjoy every day of raising my kid with the woman I love…in our house that always smells amazing. I don’t know how Keanna does it because I never see her spraying fragrance around or anything—the house just always smells clean and homey and it changes with the seasons. Women are magic. Well, my woman is magic. I don’t really care much about the others.

      “It’s time for someone to get a bath!” Keanna says, hanging her purse on the hook by the back door.

      “Aww man, do I have to?” I say with an exaggerated whine. Both of my girls cast me a silly look. 

      “I’m not talking about you,” Keanna says, playfully rolling her eyes. 

      “She means me!” Harper says, pointing to her chest.

      “Phew,” I say, running a hand across my forehead. “I guess that means I don’t have to brush my teeth, either!”

      “Eww!” they both say together. 

      “Want me to do the bedtime routine?” I ask after closing the garage door and locking up for the night.

      “I’ve got it,” Keanna says. “But the dishwasher could be unloaded.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      She smiles and heads off to start Harper’s bedtime routine. I unload the dishes in quiet and try not to let the awkward vibe take over my thoughts, but I’m unsuccessful. I can’t stop thinking about the phone call from Marcus earlier. 

      I haven’t talked to him in a couple of years, and the occasional social media comment we leave each other is a lot different than the phone call we just had. When I retired from professional motocross racing, it wasn’t because I was too old or too injured or not good enough to stay pro. I retired in my prime because I’d just had a daughter and wanted to spend all my time as a full time dad and husband, not some big shot flying around the country every season and leaving them at home. Some racers bring their families with them, but living in a tour bus and spending early mornings in airports isn’t exactly a stable environment to raise a child. Kids need routines and good sleep and a safe place to call home. 

      My whole life is still based around motocross, so it’s not like I gave it up entirely. I still work at my family’s track in town and I still ride my dirt bike around for fun and to stay in shape. Motocross will always be my life, even when I am too old to hop on a dirt bike. I plan to keep our family business running long enough to have Harper take it over when she’s grown up. But professional racing… 

      It hits differently. It’s as close to flying as I’ll ever get. The speed, the adrenaline, the feeling of pushing your body to the max, knowing you’re competing against other professionals who want to win just as badly as you do—it’s exhilarating. 

      The thought of feeling it again—for three whole days—man, I can’t stop thinking about it. 

      I didn’t give Marcus an answer on the phone. I thanked him for asking me and said I’d check with the wife and get back to him tomorrow. He told me to take my time, and said it was fine either way. Unlike high stakes professional races, this is a charity event so it’s not the worst thing in the world if I don’t attend. But I really, really want to. I want it more than I thought I would. 

      Our family business, named “The Track” has three racetracks of varying intensity and skill levels, but I have them all memorized like the back of my hand. It’s been ages since I drove out to another track to ride on something different. You can’t push yourself when you’re on a track you could ride with your eyes closed. It’s like doing pushups…exactly the same every time.

      With the dishes done, I wipe down the counters and run a load of laundry, still pondering what I should tell Marcus, but I won’t know the answer to that until I talk with Keanna. It’s not until after Harper is in bed that we have some time to talk. She sits next to me on the couch, curling her legs up underneath her and tucking her head into my shoulder. 

      “So what are you going to do?” she asks.

      I kiss the top of her head. “What do you think I should do?”

      She looks up at me. “Do you want to do it?”

      “Yes, but I don’t need to go.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “I mean, sure I’ll have fun if I go, because I love racing, but if you’re not happy with this in any way, I won’t go.”

      She frowns. “It’s not about me. You should do what makes you happy.”

      “What makes me happy is keeping my wife happy.”

      She sits up, leaving a cold spot on my side where her body had been just moments before. “Babe, it’s totally up to you. If you want to go, you should go. You haven’t done anything for yourself in a really long time and you deserve to go have some fun and race, especially for charity.”

      I bite my lip. “Is this a trick?”

      “Jett Adams!” she says, giving me a pretty damn serious look, the type of look I don’t see from her very often. We laugh and joke with each other most of the time. We live a pretty happy, easy life and I’m grateful for it.

      “Yes, my love?” I say, smiling my goofy smile. 

      “I’m not tricking you. We are not one of those couples who play games with each other or say things we don’t mean.” She leans forward and presses her lips to mine. “I’m serious, babe. If you want to go, you should go. I’d offer to go with you but, I don’t really want to.” She curls her lip. “It’s no fun traveling with a kid, and besides, work is busy and I love being at work. But you should go.”

      She’s being so incredibly supportive but I feel terrible for acknowledging those feelings deep down inside of me, the desire to be back on a racetrack with thousands of people cheering me on. I take a deep breath and nod. 

      “Okay, then yes. I want to go.”

      She smiles softly. “Awesome. You go and kick ass and have fun, and I’m gonna watch all my girly TV shows while you’re gone.”

       

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

       

      I have the best wife in the world. Have I mentioned that before? I’m grinning ear to ear as I climb on this brand new, fully modded 2026 YZ 450f. This stadium is packed full of fans, and even through the roar of the two dozen dirt bikes around me
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