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            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      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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      It’s wild how fast time goes when you aren’t paying attention. It seems like just yesterday my son was being born, and now he’s about to start kindergarten. My mom used to complain that my brother and me were growing up too fast, and I always thought she was just messing around. But she’s right. Kids grow too fast.

      I park in front of Lawson Elementary School, where the big yellow banner standing in the grass reads: Register your student today! I knew Jett would start school this coming year, but I seeing that sign when I drove by the other day was like a shock to my system. It’s time to register him for school. This is all happening so fast!

      “What is this place?” Jett asks from the backseat of my SUV.

      I turn around, grinning at him. “It’s your school.”

      He makes a face as he stares out the window. “I don’t want to go to school. I want to stay home with you and Daddy and ride dirt bikes!”

      “You’ll still get to ride dirt bikes,” I say. “But every kid has to go to school. It’s how you get smart.”

      “I’m already smart!” he protests.

      I chuckle to myself as I get him out of his booster seat and hold his hand as we walk up to the front of the school. I see a few parents coming and going, but no kids, which is weird because this is a school, even if it is in the summertime.

      All of Jett’s concerns about going to school seem to evaporate when we walk in the front doors. The school is so cool inside. The walls are lined with colorful murals, and the library, which is off to the left, has literal plastic tube slides going from the second floor down to the first floor. It’s filled with books and plush bean bag chairs and looks like a paradise for children’s books.

      “I want to go to school!” Jett says, squeezing my hand, his eyes wide with awe as he looks around.

      “You’ll get to start school in a couple weeks,” I tell him.

      At the front office, I wait for the older lady behind the counter to acknowledge me. She’s busy typing on her computer and taking papers from the printer, but finally, she looks up.

      “Can I help you?” Her hair is pulled in a tight bun on top of her head and she peers at me over the top of dark blue frame glasses.

      “I need to register my son,” I say, feeling weirdly scrutinized for some reason.

      “Okay, where’s your confirmation print out?”

      “My... what?”

      She heaves a sigh. “You have to register him online, then print out your confirmation sheet and bring it here.”

      “Oh, sorry. I didn’t know.” They could have helped out clueless parents a bit by writing it on the banner outside.

      Another woman walks into the office, paper in hand. Then two more parents arrive, each with papers. I guess they knew how to register online. I guess all the other parents actually know what they’re doing in life and not just winging it like I am. I feel like an idiot as I walk Jett back to the car.

      “Does this mean I don’t get to go to school?” he asks, frowning.

      “No, it just means your mom is dumb.”

      “Mommy’s not dumb,” he says, smiling up at me, his messy dirty blond hair all in his eyes.

      I smile at him, grateful for the compliment even though he’s wrong. How did I not know how to register my own kid? This is something I should have looked up online before just showing up at the school. Maybe I should have asked my mom for help, but I’ve been trying really hard to be independent and not like some loser who has no business being a parent.

      When we get home, it’s time for lunch so I make Jett and me peanut butter and jelly sandwiches with Cheetos and grapes before digging my laptop out from under a pile of clean laundry on the couch and looking up the school’s website. Sure enough, there’s a registration link on the home page, which takes me to a Google form. Jett runs around the living room, toy dirt bike in his hand, while I work on the form. I fill out all of his information, and all of my information, along with Jace’s name, email, and phone number too.

      After I submit the form, it tells me to bring Jett’s birth certificate and vaccination records to the school to finalize his registration. My eyes widen. Ah, crap. Paperwork.

      I look up and across the living room. Sure, Jett has paperwork. Somewhere. All of our paperwork is tucked away in boxes somewhere in the house. When Jace and I moved from our apartment into the new home we had built, we just kind of dumped all the boxes in the spare room. And the dining room. And upstairs. I have all my stuff from my childhood bedroom at my mom’s house in boxes, and Jace has all his stuff from before he met me in boxes, and we have all our old stuff from our apartment, too.

      Most of the furniture and kitchen accessories and stuff were all either bought new for the house, or given to us as housewarming gifts. I haven’t dug through those old moving boxes in a couple of years. With a sigh, I close my laptop and set it on the coffee table. Then, seeing Jett’s toys all over the place, along with smudges of grape jelly from his lunch, I think better of it and move the laptop to my bedroom. It was expensive, and I don’t want it to be a casualty of my wild five-year-old.

      Leaving Jett to play with his dirt bike toys and watch cartoons on the TV, I walk into the spare bedroom and face my fear: moving boxes.

      There are so many of them!

      How do we have so much stuff? And what’s worse, is that when I packed up stuff, I just scribbled nonsense on the boxes. I should have made a detailed list of everything that was inside, but instead I wrote “stuff” on a dozen boxes. “Bayleigh” on others. “Jace’s junk” on some. It’s ridiculous.

      I try peeling back the packing tape from one box marked “baby” and break my fingernail in the process. Wincing in pain, I retreat out to the kitchen in search of a box cutter. Luckily, our kitchen junk drawer has plenty of odds and ends, including a box cutter. I head back upstairs and eagerly cut open the box. Surely his box labeled “baby” means it contains Jett’s baby paperwork.

      Only, it doesn’t. The box is full of baby clothes. Before I know it, I’ve wasted half an hour pulling out each little tiny baby outfit and remembering how sweet and precious Jett looked while wearing them so many years ago. The nostalgia hits me hard. After tucking all the clothes back into the box, I open several more but none of them have Jett’s paperwork.

      “Mo-ommmm,” Jett calls out in that voice that means something is wrong.

      I rush out and find him standing in the kitchen, face turned down bashfully.

      “What’s wrong, honey?”

      “I’m thirsty.”

      “Okay, let’s get you a drink.”

      “I already tried that,” he says.

      I open the fridge and gasp in horror. What was once a pitcher of Kool-Aid is now red liquid all over the inside of my fridge, drowning all the food inside.

      “What happened?”

      Tears spring to his eyes. “I didn’t want to bother you so I tried getting it myself.”

      “Son, you need to get my help for stuff like this. You’re never bothering me, I promise.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “It’s okay, honey.”

      I lose track of how much time it takes me to clean out the fridge, but it must be at least an hour because Jace is home before I know it. He walks in through the back door, wearing jeans and a black T-shirt with The Track’s logo on the front. He’s been working outside on a dirt bike track in the sun all day and yet he still looks like a movie star and I look like a frumpy weirdo with a messy bun and Kool-Aid-stained clothes.

      “What happened here?” Jace asks, taking in the sight of the empty fridge and all the fridge contents sitting on the kitchen table.

      “Oh, just another wonderful day in the life of being a mom,” I say, standing up and wrapping my arms around him. He smells like the woodsy outdoors mixed with a bit of motor oil.

      Jace chuckles and kisses me on the forehead. “How’d kindergarten registration go?”

      I heave a sigh. “What if we just don’t send him to school and let him be a wild heathen child instead?”

      Jace cocks an eyebrow. “Huh?”

      I shrug. “I can’t find his birth certificate and I need it for the school.”

      “It’s in the safe,” he says.

      My mouth falls open. I totally forgot about the safe. “It is?”

      “Yup.” He grabs a protein shake from the stack of fridge stuff on the table and cracks open the lid. “Along with our birth certificates and marriage license and stuff. I keep all the important paperwork in the safe in our closet.”

      “What would I do without you?” I say as relief floods into my sore muscles.

      “You’d be fine without me,” he says with a grin. “But you wouldn’t have an amazing, talented, super cute kid without me.”

      I roll my eyes. “You mean the kid that’s currently coloring on the walls?”
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      Since none of the other parents had kids with them when I went to the school yesterday, I decide to leave Jett at our business childcare center with Deja today. Deja is incredible with the kids she watches and Jett loves her. I feel bad leaving him, but without him in my car I can blast my music without worrying about it hurting his ears. I make a lot of sacrifices to be a mom, and I don’t regret any of them because my son is the best kid ever, but it’s fun to have a little alone time every so often. I work at The Track, the motocross business Jace and I co-own with our best friends Park and Becca, and The Track has a childcare center in it, so even though he’ll hang out in the childcare room while I’m working, I’ve still been with Jett for every day of his entire life.

      Now that he’s starting kindergarten, I’m a little worried that I won’t know what to do without him with me for seven hours a day. But I’m also a little eager for the time as well. I’ll be able to work harder at The Track and help turn it into an even better business which will become a legacy that Jett takes over one day. Still, I’m going to miss my little wild child while he’s at school.

      Armed with my registration paperwork and Jett’s official documents, I head back inside the school to finish enrolling him. Only this time, there are a dozen parents in line and they all brought their kids with them. What the heck? No one had a kid with them when we came here yesterday.

      I step in line, which trails out of the front office and into the hallway. Several minutes pass and I don’t move up in the line, so I take out my phone and scroll through social media. My personal accounts are set to private because the public can be really nasty to me. Many of Jace’s motocross fangirls are resentful that I’m the one who got to marry him, and they’ll probably never get over it. Because I only have close friends and family members on my Instagram, I post a lot of family photos. Nothing fancy, just little bits of my life.

      But on The Track’s official social media profiles, I work really hard to make our business look professional and also trendy. I take photos from all angles, showcasing our track and the nice facilities. Jace and Park are basically celebrities around here, so every time I post a picture of them, we get thousands more likes and comments.

      I scroll through the pictures I’ve taken over the last few days and find one of Jace posing shirtless, wearing just his motocross pants and boots, pointing at the vending machine. He looks gorgeous, and he’s promoting a great protein drink company.

      Back when we opened the business, Jace’s mom Julie wanted to help out by investing in the business. Jace didn’t want her to because he wanted to do it all himself, an even fifty-fifty split with his best friend, Park. But Julie insisted that it would just make her happy to help out somehow. So she bought three industrial vending machines for our front office. We buy drinks and snacks at wholesale prices and sell them for a dollar, so in Julie’s small way, she found a way to help make our business earn more profit.

      A few days ago, Jace met Ricky Brant, who is also a young entrepreneur. He created the Braap Protein energy drinks that are healthy and delicious, and Jace decided to stock them in our vending machines. I select the picture and add it to The Track’s social media account, letting everyone know that we now have Braap Protein on site.

      The line moves forward slowly. People’s kids scream and yell and run all over the place. One little boy even gets mad when he runs up to the library and tugs on the door only to find it locked. He drops to the floor and starts screaming and crying because he wants to go play on the slide.  His mom just ignores him, her attention on her phone. I feel embarrassed for her. Who does that? Jett would never run around and kick and scream in a public place. I’ve raised him better than that, which is saying something because sometimes I think I have no idea what I’m doing.

      At least I know better than to let my kid ransack a school because he’s not getting his way.

      The line slowly moves forward again. I text my best friend Becca and tell her how boring it is, and she replies that it’s also slow at work right now so it’s not like I’d be having fun if I were there.

      I step forward one more spot in line and take a deep breath. Waiting in line is boring.

      “Excuse me.”

      The soft, friendly voice comes from behind me. I’m not even sure she’s talking to me, but when I glance back, she smiles at me. She’s probably in her late thirties. A pretty woman with light skin, lots of makeup, brown hair that looks like it was professionally styled in a salon, and a really cute outfit. Her toes are painted purple and her nails are manicured, and she’s even wearing jewelry that matches her shirt.

      I don’t know a lot about designer brands, but it’s obvious that the handbag dangling from her arm is one of the expensive ones. Here I am in flip flops, yoga pants, a baggy T-shirt, and no purse because I left it in my car and shoved my car keys into the
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