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      Going back to school after Thanksgiving holiday is like marching into jail on Monday morning. We’d had the whole week off school and it was glorious. I spent every moment with Jett or my new parents or both, and I’d finally met my new grandparents. Becca’s dad is the Lawson Police Chief and her mom is really sweet—almost as sweet as Becca. I haven’t met Park’s parents yet but they’re supposed to come down for Christmas. Park said that in the summer he’ll take us to California to hang out with them at their beach house and I couldn’t be more excited. By then, my baby brother or sister will be here so it’ll be even more of an adventure.

      Jett and D’andre are having a friendly guy argument about which professional supercross racer is going to win the championship, so I eat my blueberry muffin in silence, preferring to watch the two of them go at it. I still don’t know enough about professional supercross to comment. I do know that those guys are all pretty attractive and the girls who hang out at The Track fawn over them constantly. The most popular guys have social media profiles filled with self-taken sexy photos of themselves, usually shirtless and standing near a dirt bike.

      My mind wanders off while Jett begins what I’m sure is a well-thought-out argument for his favorite racer. I think about Jett’s social media profiles and how he hardly ever used them before we met. (I know, because I stalked through them after we did meet.) Now, he still uses them but it’s rare. He’s not big into posting stuff online and when he does, it’s all motocross related.

      Honestly, I think it’s attractive that Jett isn’t obsessed with social media. The guys who post pictures of themselves every single day just come off as arrogant and constantly looking to get laid. It’s not very attractive when a guy cares more about taking selfies than being a good boyfriend. Jett doesn’t care about any of that. Just another reason why I’m so lucky.

      When the bell rings, I groan. Jett wraps an arm around my shoulders and brings me in for a kiss. “You’ll be okay, babe.”

      “I’m not so sure about that,” I say, slowly moving to grab my backpack from the floor. “Every time I’m in that woman’s office I consider shoving her letter opener through my skull just to end it all.”

      “Babe, I would be so pissed if you offed yourself in the high school counselor’s office,” Jett says, laughing as we make our way through the cafeteria. “I’d have to kill myself with the same letter opener so we could come back as ghosts and haunt the high school together.”

      Maya’s floral perfume fills the air as she goes, “Aww! That is so romantic!”

      D’andre gives her a look that is both a little adoring and kind of like he’s freaked out.

      Once a week I have to skip my first period class to join Mrs. Albright in her office for a mandatory counseling session. After she’d first cornered me when school started and kept me hostage in her office for four hours, I haven’t been able to get out of this crap. I’ve tried everything I can think of—pretending to be fine, pretending to be not fine but then making a breakthrough and getting better, lying about seeking out a real therapist to see outside of school—nothing worked. If anything, I think she has some kind of creepy fascination with my life story and she thinks that maybe she can be the one to turn me around like some kind of after school special feel-good movie. Gag me.

      Two teachers watch everyone as they walk through the main hallway, so Jett just stops by the office and gives me this look. It’s the grumpy, unfair look we have when we can’t show any public displays of affection because an adult is watching. It’s annoying and it only happens at the freaking school. Our own parents are cool with displays of affection. Hell, both sets of our parents are always all over each other anyway.

      “We should be homeschooled,” I whisper as I grab onto the front of his shirt and peer up into his dark blue eyes.

      He grins. “It’s almost the end of the first semester—you could probably just graduate early.”

      My brows pull together. “Is that a thing?”

      He nods. “A lot of pregnant high school girls do it. Like they can graduate early in December and not have to come back after the Christmas break.”

      “Lucky them,” I mutter. The two teachers have honed in their focus on us, so we need to break apart soon before they come over here and tell us themselves.

      “Well, I’ll see you during lunch,” I say, releasing my hold on his shirt.

      “Have fun being a desolate youth in need of intervention,” he says, winking. Then he pulls me in for a quick hug before we go our separate ways. High school is so freaking overrated.

      Mrs. Albright’s office has transformed into a Christmas-themed oasis since I was in here last week. There are gaudy Christmas statues in front of her desk, Stockings hung on the window and even a fake cardboard fireplace on the wall. Her wax melter now has a distinct Christmas smell in it, but I can’t quite place the scent. Some kind of pine mixed with a food spice.

      “Good morning, Keanna,” she says as I enter. Mrs. Albright’s cheeks are too pink from a heavy hand of blush this morning. Usually her makeup isn’t so overdone.

      “You look nice,” I lie. I smile and take my usual seat in front of her desk.

      “Thank you, Keanna. That is quite nice of you to say.” She takes a sip of her coffee and then laces her fingers together around the paper cup. “Now, what would you like to talk about today?”

      It actually hadn’t crossed my mind a few minutes ago with Jett, but now I have a brilliant idea.

      “I’d like to talk about graduating early,” I say, leaning back in my fake leather chair.

      Mrs. Albright’s eyes widen for a second and then she returns to that classic smile. It’s the same kind of smile that the bad guy in a movie has, just before you realize you can’t trust them.

      “Are you feeling this way because you’ve spent several months here already and it’s a little jarring for you, spending so much time at one school when you’re used to moving around a lot?”

      Ugh, enough with the psychoanalyzing.

      “Nope,” I say, putting on a cheery smile as bright as the plastic Santa on her desk. “I’m just a little sick of high school and all the pathetic crap that comes with it, and I recently heard that seniors can graduate half a year early if they have enough credits.”

      “Well yes, but usually those students have a plan.” She waves her wrist around as she talks. “Like college classes in the fall, or some kind of problem at home that requires them, like maybe a sick or dying parent . . .” Now comes the pitying stare. “Keanna, honey, do you have a problem at home?”

      This poor woman. She is so desperate for me to be screwed up that she’s practically begging for me to admit something deep and dark. She’d probably crap herself if I actually had something good to tell her.

      I shrug. “Nope. I’m just ready to get out of here and start my life.”

      Her eyes narrow. “I think we should discuss how you’re feeling now that you’ve spent almost four months here at Lawson High.”

      “I think we should look up how many credits I have and if I qualify to graduate early.”

      She stares at me for a beat and when I don’t relent, she sighs. “We could do that, but you still have so much more to experience this year. You don’t want to miss out on all of that.”

      “Like what? Being the weirdo who has to skip class to talk to the counselor?” I snort. “Trust me, I’ve been made fun of enough in my life that these little sessions only remind me even more of my screwed up past. They don’t help it at all.”

      She actually looks offended at this. “Therapy works the best when you allow it to help you, Keanna.”

      “Yeah, probably,” I say, glancing over at her SpongeBob themed nativity scene. “But it probably works the best when the person seeks out therapy themselves and it’s not forced on them. Anyhow, let’s see my credits, shall we?”

      I realize I’m getting increasingly more sarcastic as I keep talking, but I don’t care. Jett accidentally implanted this idea in my brain and I won’t stop pursuing it until I know if it’s a viable option for me or not. Sure, I’m still in sophomore biology class, but I might have enough credits. I point toward Mrs. Albright’s computer. “Can you check my graduation credentials?”

      Her lips press into a thin line and she continues to stare at me, either deep in thought, or maybe she’s just trying to convince me to change my mind.

      I put my hands on the armrests of my chair and go to stand up. “If you can’t help me, I’m sure another counselor will.”

      “That won’t be necessary,” she says, heaving a sigh. “If you insist,” she says, leaving off whatever else she was going to say. She turns to her computer and types some stuff, and it could be my imagination but it feels like she’s taking much longer than necessary to get the job done.

      Finally, she says, “There are three types of graduation at Lawson High. The regular, recommended, and distinguished plan. You need twenty-four credits for the regular graduation, which is not recommended. The recommended plan needs twenty-eight credits and the distinguished needs thirty-two.”

      I wiggle my eyebrows. “So how many do I have?”

      “Twenty-two and a half.”

      My chest falls. “So I don’t have enough.”

      “Not at this very moment, no.”

      Something in the way she says it makes me wrinkle my nose. Then it hits me. Jett had said those girls graduate in December after the semester is over. “How many credits will I have in December?”

      She flinches and obviously she was hoping I wouldn’t ask that question. “I can’t answer that accurately,” she says.

      “Why not?”

      Her shoulders lift the slightest bit. “Because I have no idea what your current grades are, or if you’ll be passing any of your classes at the end of this semester.”

      “So all I have to do is pass all my classes and then I’ll have enough credits to graduate?”

      She looks away and her lips press into a thin line. “I suppose.”

      Warmth floods into me as the reality of being able to graduate early hits me. That’s only three and a half weeks away. This could totally happen. I could be out of here and be done with these stupid therapy sessions, the glares in the hallways from pathetic jealous girls—all of it.

      “How do I graduate early?” I ask, trying to contain my excitement, which is hard because all I want to do is jump around and praise SpongeBob Jesus for making this become a reality.

      “You would need a parent to apply for early graduation if you are a minor—”

      “I’m not,” I say eagerly. “I turned eighteen a few days ago.”

      I glance down at my wrist, at the beautiful gold bracelet that Jett had given me for the occasion.

      “Well then you’d just need to apply.”

      “How do I do that?”

      She shakes her head. “In my professional opinion, you are not of the maturity level to graduate early, Keanna. I am recommending that you stay in school and see it through to your real graduation date in May.”

      Can she do this? Surely she can’t do this.

      “You know what? Thanks for all your help,” I say, standing up and shouldering my backpack. “If you won’t assist me in graduating early, I’ll just have my mother come up here and do it herself.”

      Mrs. Albright’s eyes widen and her lips press together but she doesn’t say anything. I walk into the hallway and then turn back to her. “This will be our last session,” I say, flashing her a smile. “Now that I’m eighteen, I won’t be forced into counseling that I don’t need.

      I keep my head high while I walk through the hall and out into the office that leads me to the main hallway. I have no idea if I can actually call off the sessions myself, but I did and I’m going to pretend that it worked. After all, I’m officially done with this school. To Mrs. Albright’s chagrin, I know I’m passing all of my classes and I will have no trouble acing the final exams in a couple of weeks. I’ll have enough credits to graduate and I’ll be done with this place. I don’t need the full high school experience.

      There are way better things in my life than dealing with all this pointless drama.
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      I can’t even describe what it’s like to be the newest member of Team Loco Racing. Well . . . the newest intern. I’m not a full member yet, but you wouldn’t know it based on how much free Team Loco shit I’ve been given in the last few weeks. My closet has two extra feet of hangers now, all filled with the free T-shirts with their cool lightning bolt logo.

      And all the craziness is just getting started. They only recently added me to their website, doing a profile and interview of me as their newest intern. My social media profiles freaking blew up after that. Five hundred new friend requests in one hour. It was insane.

      Now I’m stuck going to school every day and wishing I was home so I can get back to practice. My first official race as an intern for Team Loco is in two and a half weeks at Oakcreek Motocross Park and I’ve been busting ass to be as fast as possible.

      Too bad school keeps getting in the way. I wish it was still summertime where I could ride all day every day and make out with my girl in the afternoons.

      When the last bell of the day finally rings, I head out of class and power walk until I get to Keanna. Her hand slips into mine easily and we face the throngs of people together.

      “I’m so glad this day is over,” she says squeezing my hand. Her hair was down and curly this morning, but now it’s thrown in a messy bun on top of her head. Looks like the stresses of the day got to her, too.

      “You say that like you’ve just finished the walk to Mordor or something.” I nudge her with my shoulder.

      Her tongue runs across her bottom lip in that way that usually says she’s hiding a smile. “Well . . .”

      “Well, what?”

      She gnaws on her bottom lip and ducks under my arm as I hold open the door to the parking lot. “Well . . . I might have just completed a long journey.” She blinks and shakes her head. “Well, not at this exact moment, but come Christmas break—” She chucks her thumb to the right. “I’m out. I’m done.”

      “Done with school?” I lift a brow. “And when did this development happen?”

      Now she can’t hold back her grin. “During my stupid counseling session. I’ll tell you all about it later.”

      We’re at my truck now, so we climb inside and I crank the music. She holds my hand while we drive home, and although the sudden news of her quitting school should shock me, it doesn’t. This has kind of been building for a while now, for the both of us. I know I’d fought for her to stay in school and have a senior year with me, but that was before my Team Loco deal. Now, I think I want out of school more than she does.

      I pull into Keanna’s driveway to drop her off, but as soon as her hand grabs the door handle I stop her.

      “I need a kiss first,” I say, giving her a look. “Preferably two or three.”

      She rolls her eyes but she’s smiling. “You’ll see me again in like fifteen minutes, you horn dog.”

      “Now you owe me five kisses,” I say.

      She lowers her gaze and then scoots over, leaning across the center console. The way her hand grabs my shirt and tugs me closer sends a ripple of desire coursing through me. She’s normally so timid and I freaking love it when she takes control. Her lips melt into mine and our tongues graze, our mouths melting into each other.

      Just when I’m about to throw her into the backseat of my truck Hulk-style, she pulls away.

      “I think that makes me all paid up,” she says, flashing me wink as she steps out of my truck.

      I know I have a goofy ass grin on my face as I watch her walk around the front of my truck toward her front door. She turns around and mouths I love you and then blows me a kiss.

      Damn, I love this girl.

      My mom is in the living room, wearing only yoga pants and a hot pink sports bra as she works out to a kickboxing DVD. Her stomach pokes out with the baby bump from being a surrogate for best friend’s baby.

      “Ew, Mom,” I say, just to do my duty as an annoying son. “What if I’d brought home one of my friends? Can’t you wear real clothes?”

      She scoffs and waves a hand at me before high-kicking along with the man on the television who is completely ripped. Talk about false advertising—no amount of kickboxing will make you look like that guy.

      “I’m pregnant, Jett. None of your friends would look twice.”

      “All the more reason to cover up,” I say, rolling my eyes as I head into the kitchen and get a snack. When I was a kid, it was kind of a big deal when my mom would dress less than mother-like. All of my friends were obsessed with her, calling her a MILF and the likes. It always grossed me out when I was growing up. She’s my mom, so I didn’t get what the big deal was about, but when everyone else’s parents are fifteen years older than your own, your friends can’t help but want to talk about it.

      I’m making my second Hot Pocket when Mom walks in to refill her water cup. “Dude, when’s the last time you checked the PO box?” she asks, her voice panting from the workout.

      “Friday,” I say. I’d had about fifty letters from fangirls who had seen the news of me joining Team Loco. “Why?”

      She gulps her water and then walks over to the dining table where a garbage bag sized tote waits. The post office logo is printed on the fabric. I lift an eyebrow.

      “Friday was three days ago.”

      She hefts the bag off the table and shoves it in my arms. “That adorable mug of yours seems to have a fan club.”

      In my room, I dump out the post office bag on my floor. It’s mostly envelopes with girly handwriting, hearts and stars and little decorations drawn all over. Some appear to be written by guys, and if they’re anything like my mail from Friday, it’s teenage guys writing me for advice on how to get their own internship.

      What’s ridiculous is that this isn’t even all of the messages. My email is blowing up as well. It was probably a terrible idea to give Team Loco our PO box address when they did my initial interview, because that’s what they used for fan mail and, damn people are using it.

      I grab my phone to text Keanna.

      

      Me: I got a shit ton of fan mail. Wanna help me read it?

      Keanna: You know I do. I’m gonna shower first, okay?

      Me: Shower here . . .

      Keanna: K. You want some of Becca’s lasagna?

      Me: Yesssss

      

      It’s kind of funny how I asked her to get naked and shower in my bathroom and she only said “k”.

      I guess part of me feels all puffed up and important as I gaze out over the mountain of fan mail. In reality, these girls don’t even know me—they’re writing out of a desire to get close and personal with a “famous” person. I don’t feel that famous, not really. I’m just a guy who’s good on a dirt bike. I guess these girls think they’ll get some kind of famous themselves by knowing me? I don’t know. But I do know that Keanna was into me before she knew who I was. She didn’t grow up knowing my dad’s name in motocross, or idolizing professional racers. She just knew me for me, and that’s what she liked. Because of this, I trust her to be my girlfriend for the long term and I know she won’t screw me over just to get something from me.

      Taking one of the thicker envelopes, I rip it open. Keanna walks through my bedroom door at the exact second I slide out a handful of naked photos.

      “Holy shit,” I mutter, dropping them to the carpet.

      She peers at them and wrinkles her nose. “Girl needs some serious razor burn gel.”

      I grab the photos and flip them over so we don’t have to look at it, then I skim through her handwritten letter that smells like some kind of prostitute’s perfume.

      “She’s sixteen. Are you kidding me? That shit is illegal.”

      Keanna nods, tossing the new outfit and towel she brought over. They land on my bed and I catch the sight of her cute purple thong and get an array of dirty thoughts floating through my mind. But then I look back at the overturned photos and scowl.

      “We need to burn these,” Keanna says, kicking at them with her foot. “If that girl’s underage, you could definitely get in trouble.”

      I nod and run a hand through my hair. Is this my life now? Screening fan mail for illegal photos? “Ugh,” I say.

      She kneels down to my level and kisses me. “You don’t need these gross photos, babe.” She does a little shimmy and runs her tongue across her bottom lip. “You’ve got me, and that’s better than photos.”
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      I haven’t always been very lucky in life, but that might be turning around. All I had to do was corner my parents in the kitchen during dinner the next day and explain to them about the pregnant teenagers.

      After their initial looks of shock wore off, I told them that no, I wasn’t pregnant, I just heard that pregnant seniors can graduate in December instead of waiting until May if they have enough credits. My parents were immediately on board with the idea. Becca was cool with it because she knows how much I hate going to school and Park was excited that I’d be around to work full time at The Track again, since one of their employees just quit to move out of state.

      After making a few calls to the office to figure out my graduation status and set up an application, (and one call to the principal to complain about Mrs. Albright’s treatment of me) Becca has all the info I’ll need.

      Two of my teachers agreed to let me take the final on Friday instead of waiting one and a half more weeks until the day before Christmas break. They both essentially said that no real work is done or taught in those last two weeks so it wouldn’t matter if I took the exams early.

      Have I mentioned how much I love my English and History teachers?

      My final exams are scheduled for Thursday and Friday mornings at six freaking a.m. since they can’t interfere with school hours.

      I don’t care about the early hour though. I’ll walk barefoot through miles of snow if it means getting out of here early and with a real high school diploma, not the shame and regret of being a dropout. And let’s face it, at one point in my life I thought I’d actually end up in the dropout boat.

      All of my graduation talk has sparked Jett to consider becoming homeschooled or maybe getting a GED. Of course, the second idea probably won’t happen since his mom is hugely against it. I really hope he does get to become homeschooled, and it’s almost entirely for selfish reasons. I can’t stand the thought of Jett sitting with other girls at lunch or walking with other girls between classes. I don’t think he would, but with how popular he’s been lately, maybe he wouldn’t exactly have a choice. Sometimes Jett is too nice for his own good.

      He’s been talking to his parents about homeschooling but they keep telling him to wait until the Christmas break to figure it out. I know he’s angsty and annoyed about it, but I’m pretty sure they’ll let him do it. All we can do until then is wait.

      After dinner, I text him.

      Me: Something is really wrong in my bedroom…

      Jett: What is it?

      Me: There’s no boyfriend here…

      Jett: haha. I have a shit ton of history homework but I’ll be there as soon as I’m done.

      

      I turn on my TV and stare at the phone. The good girlfriend thing to do would be to give him my blessing to take as long as he needs to get his homework done. Homework is important, after all.

      But maybe I’m a terrible girlfriend because I text him something bad.

      

      Me: Come over and I’ll help you!

      Jett: I’ll bring cookies.

      

      The boy gets here in record time—like, I have a feeling he was already on his way over before I told him to come over. I hear Becca talking to him in the kitchen, so I run out to meet him. Yeah, I run. Like it’s been years since I’ve seen him instead of just a couple of hours. Pathetic? Yes, but who cares.
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