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      I know what Becca is thinking before she says it. We stand next to each other, both of us looking at the mannequin in the glass display of a men’s clothing store. My lip curls as I take in the outfit on display: a pair of skinny jeans and a white button up long sleeved shirt under a brown leather vest. The mannequin’s faceless head wears a black fedora and in its hand is a long pinstriped umbrella.

      “Jace would never wear that,” Becca says. “There’s no point in going into this store . . . trust me.”

      “I know, but I’m out of ideas,” I say, gnawing on my bottom lip as I turn to watch the store’s customers entering and leaving the sore, arms carrying bags of high-end clothing that my husband would never wear. Jace is more of a ripped up jeans and motocross t-shirt kind of guy. He has a few pairs of non-trashed dark wash jeans that he’ll wear on date nights and that’s about it.

      He definitely would never wear a fedora. And his idea of an umbrella is running through the rain with his hands above his head. I let out a slow breath and turn away from the glass display. “I will never find a good anniversary gift for him.”

      Becca watches me curiously as I frown and then crumple into a mini breakdown. “Oh my god, Bec. I’ll never think of anything! We’ve only been married two years and he’s going to think I’m the most pathetic wife ever! What kind of wife can’t get a gift for her husband after only two years?” I run a hand through my hair and I don’t expect Becca to answer, but she does say something, only I’m not listening to it.

      I move away from the store and Becca grabs my elbow, slowly pulling me toward a bench in the middle of the mall. We sit and then her soothing words hit me, as if I’ve only just started paying attention to the fact that she’s talking.

      “The thing about Jace is that he’s a simple guy who doesn’t want for much. It’s not your fault that he doesn’t have a huge list of things to buy him. I mean, ew.” Her face squishes up as she squeezes my hands in hers. “Who would want a guy who is that materialistic? Not me.”

      “Is Park materialistic?” I ask. They’ve been dating several months now and I consider him a really good friend, but even as I ask the question, I’m not sure what the answer would be. Of course, he is Jace’s best friend since childhood and I can’t picture Jace liking someone who would wear a fedora like the one on that mannequin.

      She shakes her head. “I want to say no. But he’s kind of obsessed with collecting pocketknives, so maybe.” She smiles and pulls the hair tie out of her ponytail, only to retie it higher up on her head. “Stop stressing. You’ll find the perfect gift for Jace. Besides it’s only July fifteenth.”

      “Exactly,” I say, exasperated. “I started thinking of a gift for him three months ago and now I only have three weeks to figure it out.”

      “No,” she says, shaking her head and donning a coy smile. “You have three entire weeks to figure it out! That’s a long time!”

      I groan and roll my eyes. “You have an entirely too positive outlook on life.”

      “Well, I am Becca from Becca’s Inspirations,” she says, lifting her chin. “Thinking of positive ways to look at life is kind of my sole livelihood.”

      “That reminds me,” I say, gazing off toward the long corridor of mall stores behind us. One of them has to have a great gift for Jace inside. I glance back at Becca. “How are the kiddie canvases coming along?”

      “Kiddie Canvases . . . that would be a great name for a subsection of my shop,” she says, musing. She spreads her hands out wide and gazes up at the skylight above our heads, her mind in the clouds. “I could use these canvases as inspiration for an entire line of kid-themed wall art!”

      “That’s actually a really great idea,” I say. “But you haven’t answered the question.”

      Becca recently turned her love of pinning inspirational quotes on Pinterest into painting canvases that say the quotes and other uplifting things. She uses beautiful paints and textures like glitter or paper, and she sells them on her Etsy shop online. So far she’s made a ton of money and doesn’t feel like finishing college, despite the fact that her parents think that is a terrible idea.

      Now that Jace and Park went in together to build a motocross track and training business, I hired Becca to paint ten cute canvases for the kid’s room at the new business. They’ll all have cute quotes from my favorite books of my childhood.

      She looks back at me but her thoughts still seem far away. “Sorry, my muse latched onto me and wouldn’t let me go for a minute. The canvases are done. I added a clear coat on them last night just so you could wipe them clean if they got dirty.”

      “They’ll be hanging on the wall,” I say, lifting an eyebrow. “How would they get dirty?”

      She shrugs. “Projectile baby vomit?”

      My eyes go wide. “Jett has never done that.”

      “First time for everything,” she says, rising from the bench. “And when he does, you’ll be glad I added the clear coat to the canvasses.”

      We walk through the mall for a while longer, stopping at a few stores for ourselves, which is fun until I’m standing at the checkout of Victoria’s Secret, realizing my bags are full of stuff for me and stuff for Jett and nothing for Jace. I sigh as we leave the store. “Okay let’s think. You’ve known Jace almost as long as I have, and you are my best friend and also the maid of honor at my wedding two years ago,” I stop and give her a sardonic smile. “Choosing the perfect gift for Jace is kind of your responsibility, too.”

      “I love your way of thinking, but I didn’t marry the guy, babe. You did.”

      “Blah,” I say.

      “What did you get him last year again?” she asks as we pass by a coffee shop that smells like heaven. “I forget.”

      “I got him a one-on-one meeting with that guy in California who is famous for calibrating suspension on his dirt bike.”

      “Yeah, none of those words made sense to me,” she says with a laugh.

      “It was an exclusive gift for his dirt bike and he loved it more than he loves me,” I say. “Which was really stupid of me because how the hell am I supposed to top that gift for our second anniversary?”

      “Remind me never to get married,” she says. “It’s too much work.”

      I bump into her with my shoulder. “Yeah, right. If Park proposed to you, you’d say yes before he even got all the words out.”

      She grins. “I know. But look at it this way . . . you’re not expected to top each year’s gift. Because then if you were married fifty years or something, you’d be giving each other the Mona Lisa for a gift. It’s just not practical.”

      I nod a little and run my hand over a hot pink leopard print scarf that hangs from one of the kiosks in the middle of the mall. “I just want a gift that shows him how much I love him and how much he means to me. I need something that tells him he’s the perfect husband and dad. And that is freaking impossible.”

      “Write him a poem,” Becca says. “And tell him all of that stuff, just in a more romantic and rhyming way.”

      I roll my eyes. “A good best friend would give out better advice than that.”

      “No, a good best friend won’t let you buy a scarf this ugly.” She takes the scarf from my hand and throws it back on the shelf.

      “We should head back,” I say, unable to hide the sorrow in my voice. But finding Jace’s anniversary gift is my problem so I shouldn’t keep dragging Becca down with me. “I don’t want to take advantage of Mom’s free babysitting.”

      “Psh,” Becca says, blowing a raspberry. “Your mom loves that kid. She’d probably pay you to let her watch him all the time.”

      “Now there’s a business idea.” I grin as we head out of the mall and into the parking lot.

      Becca throws her arm over my shoulder as we walk. “Seriously, Bay. Don’t stress about this. Knowing Jace, he doesn’t care if you even get him a gift. He’s just happy to have you in his life. So try to relax.”

      “That’s just it. I’m sure he doesn’t care if I get him anything, but I want to get him something. I need him to feel as special as I do on a daily basis.”

      “Blow jobs would do that trick,” she says, laughing. I punch her in the arm.

      “I could never get him a gift like that,” I say.

      “Why not?”

      I shrug. “Because how would I wrap it?
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      Last year, Jace and his best friend Park came up with an idea to start a business together. Since they both grew up racing motocross and even went professional for a while, they both wanted to work with dirt bikes. Jace has been working as a trainer for kids who want to get faster on a dirt bike and improve their technique, but he’s been doing it as a contracted employee at Mixon Motocross Park, the local track. Now he’s striking out on his own and working for himself.

      I think it’s kind of funny that he took so long to tell me when they first got the idea. He’d been afraid that I’d veto the plan of dropping so much money into starting the business, but I wasn’t. I was thrilled about the idea. Jace and Park are smart and most of all—they know motocross. I knew that tons of parents would be lining up to pay good money to have their kids trained by the best. Plus I loved the idea for purely selfish reasons: once the business is up and running, I’ll have a guaranteed job, one that I don’t have to interview for.

      Since Park recently moved to Texas from California, he’d purchased an old Victorian house next to several acres of empty fields. Jace and Park bought the lot next to it to turn into their track. And then the real fun began . . . we sectioned
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