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      A mountain of boxes leer at me in the dark room. I run my hand along the wall, looking for the light switch. I know it’s here somewhere . . . I can’t believe it’s taking so long to get used to a new house. Finding the switch, finally, I flip on the light and immediately wish I could turn it back off again.

      There are so many boxes.

      I blow a raspberry with my tongue and venture through the foyer and into the living room of my brand new house. Jace and I had picked the floorplan and chosen everything from the paint color on the walls to the types of light switch covers that are in each room. And I still can’t find the freaking switches, even after an entire week of living here.

      Our living room, though big enough to house all of the new furniture we purchased, is currently being swallowed whole by all of the boxes we moved in here. It probably wasn’t a good idea to buy new stuff and move in the old stuff at the same time. But my step-dad, David and Jace’s dad, Gary had both been in town to celebrate our new house being finished and they wanted to help us move. We’d be stupid to say no to free moving help. But as it is now, hardly anything is unpacked.

      Why? Because I suck.

      I smile to myself and venture into the kitchen, my glorious kitchen. We have gorgeous hand-cut stone tile flooring, dark granite countertops and white cabinets that are all empty except for the one shelf that has Jett’s plastic toddler plates, bowls, and sippy cups. The kitchen is my favorite room of the house. It’s immaculate, has a massive kitchen island-bar-thing, and is perfect for entertaining. Now all I need to do is learn how to cook and I’ll be throwing badass dinner parties in no time.

      Although we moved in a week ago, everything is still a huge mess because we’ve been ridiculously busy at The Track. Last summer, I dove head first into Jace’s dream—starting a motocross business. It took a lot of hard work getting the track designed and built, but the business has been up and running for a few months now. His best friend Park, who is also my best friend Becca’s boyfriend, is our business partner. We split everything fifty/fifty, from the business decisions to the money to who has to deal with annoying parents of clients.

      The Track is practically our second home. It’s fun most of the time. We had planned for just a handful of clients when we first opened, and that ended up being a ridiculous understatement. Jace’s first five clients turned into ten by the second day, and then twenty and now we’re at a hundred and seven paying clients. Park has his own clients as well, and together, the boys are raking in cash at record levels. I am so proud of Jace, and in a weird way, proud of myself as well.

      I finally feel like I have a purpose in this little family I share with Jace and our two-year-old, Jett. I have the job description of secretary, receptionist, social media coordinator, accounts payable, payroll, pizza delivery orderer, and my favorite title of all: the owner’s wife.

      Becca helps out a lot, although she’s not an official salaried employee or anything. Her Etsy shop of handmade art has taken off and it’s now her main job. But when she’s not busy with that or college classes, she’s hanging out with me at the Track. She and Park have been together two years now and we’re all wondering when he’s going to break down and propose already. I mean damn.

      Anyhow, I make the precarious journey through the towers of boxes and get to the fridge to grab a soda. I’d left the Track earlier than Jace because he still had some work left to finish up. He’d kindly offered to keep the kiddo so I could get a shower without worrying about him for a while. I stub my toe on a box marked POTS AND PANS and vow to empty out the boxes this weekend. I can’t keep living in the chaos of all of our crap. You can’t even tell how pretty our new house is with all of these boxes in here.

      On the way to the master bedroom, I stop by Jett’s room. It’s the only room in the house that’s fully unpacked. When I’d taken Jett in to get his next round of booster shots at the doctor, I’d skimmed through a parenting magazine. Normally I don’t give a shit about what people have to say on parenting, because in my opinion, parenting is an intuition. No one knows better for my kid than myself. However, in this one article I read about how the best way to handle moving houses with a kid is to pack up their room last and unpack it first in the new home. It said children can get nervous and scared in a new house and if things in their room go back to normal soon, it’ll help them adjust. So that’s exactly what I did.

      I turn on the light and lean against the door frame, admiring my little man’s room. It’s fully dirt bike themed, thanks to Jace’s insistence. Three of the walls are grey and one wall we painted in a black and white checkerboard pattern. Jace likes to joke that one day his son will be winning races and he’ll get very used to seeing the checkered flag waving across the finish line. Then, with Becca’s help, she and I painted these massive letters that spell out Jett’s name and hung them on the wall. They’re red and have tire marks painted in brown, making it look like they were run over by a motorcycle. It’s pretty cute, and Jett seems to love it.

      He still has a crib for now, but when he’s old enough we plan to get him a bunk bed. His stuffed animals are lined up on the bed and his toys are organized along the opposite wall. I draw in a deep breath and enjoy the normalcy of Jett’s room. It’s a sanctuary in a house full of chaos. It’s all neat and tidy and one day, the rest of the house will be just as clean.

      I hope.

      My phone buzzes, making me open my eyes. I’m still in Jett’s room like some kind of dork, but hanging out in here makes me calm. As soon as I step back into the Boxes of Doom, I’ll be annoyed again. I pull my phone out of my purse.

      Jace: I’m taking the kiddo to Magic Mark’s Pizza. Want me to bring you back anything?

      My nose wrinkles as I type out a reply. No thanks. I’m sick of pizza.

      Jace: Want me to bring you anything from anywhere else?

      Me: Nah, I’m okay.

      Jace: You sure?  There’s no food in the house.

      Me: We have cereal. I’ll eat some of that

      Honestly at this point, I’m just so exhausted from the day that I don’t mind eating some Cheerios and then passing out for the night. But Jace clearly isn’t having that.

      Jace: No, you need real food. I’m bringing you real food…but it’ll be like an hour. Love you.

      I roll my eyes and reply love you, too

      An entire hour to myself? Nice. I head into our room and close the bedroom door. I know I’m alone in the house but it’s just weird getting naked with doors open. I walk over to Jace’s laptop, which is one of the only things unpacked in our room and I blast some music, turning up the volume as loud as it’ll go.

      If our kitchen is my favorite part of the new house, our master bathroom is a close second. The bathroom is bigger than our old master room in the apartment we used to live in. It’s separated into two areas, with two sinks and two closets for Jace and me. We have granite counters, lots of storage space, a built in makeup vanity, and a huge hot tub in the center of the room. On the opposite side of the room is a walk-in shower with glass walls. The shower is so huge you could live in it. There’s two shower heads that pour from the ceiling, which makes it fun to take a shower with Jace in here. There’s never a chance of running out of hot water, or not having enough space.

      I turn on the water and step into the shower, reveling in the soothing hot water on my skin. It’s been a long freaking day. It started with waking up at five in the morning and getting Jett dressed despite his best efforts to kick off anything I tried to put on him. Then I headed to the Track only to find that our printer had broken and it was invoice day. Then when it was finally fixed, we had a ton of people come in just to look around; kids who begged their parents to sign them up for lessons, local business owners coming by to say hello, other riders just checking out the place.

      From the moment I got to work until right now, I’ve been busy as hell. And now I finally have some time alone. I can only hear a little of the music over the roar of the shower head, so I hum along while I shampoo my hair and close my eyes, letting the hot water wash away the stresses of the day.

      A flicker of something gets my attention. I open my eyes and turn around, seeing nothing out of the ordinary in my bathroom. The glass shower walls are foggy and steam rolls through the air, but . . . I had to have imagined that . . . right?

      I draw in a deep breath and go back to showering. And then it
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