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Samantha strolled through the general store looking at the strange mix of necessities like toothpaste and milk and specialty items like cheddar flavored fried onions and birthday candles. The store combined anything one might need to pick up last minute and any items someone had once upon a time asked the owner to order in. The resulting amalgam was disorienting. Samantha couldn't find what she needed in the chaos and she didn't want to spend the rest of the afternoon combing through the piles, so she approached a man who was kneeling on the floor with his back to her, re-stocking a shelf.

“Do you have any feminine pads?” Samantha asked, keeping her voice as quiet as possible.

The man turned around to face her and Samantha's jaw dropped in astonishment. The man was the spitting image of Tate Brisbane, the actor she had had an enormous crush on growing up. He had the same dark hair and gorgeous blue eyes, a strong jaw and the intensity she had watched a thousand times in his hits, Running for It and Montana Nights. 

Samantha shook her head as he stood up. It couldn't be Tate Brisbane, but regardless, she had just asked for pads from an extremely good-looking man. Her face turned bright red.

“Two aisles down,” he pointed to his right, “on the left side, between the diapers and the,” now his face turned red, “condoms.” He leaned down to pick up the crate he had been unloading.

“Thanks!” Samantha practically ran to the aisle he had indicated as her face kept getting hotter and hotter. She found the pads very easily and was even more embarrassed that she had asked such an embarrassing question for such an easy find. She hadn't come down this aisle when she had seen all the baby items but it seemed that all items having in any way to do with pro-creation were located there.

After a moment to let her face cool down a little, Samantha headed to the front of the store determined to find out the man's name and have a conversation that would leave enough of an impression so that if he thought of her later he wouldn't think of her as the “Pad Girl.”

The Tate Brisbane look-alike was nowhere to be found, however, and Samantha was instead rung out by a wizened old man who said he owned the place and had run it alone with his wife these past 55 years.

Samantha rejoined Allison in the car, “You won't believe who I saw in there!”

“Who?” Allison asked, her interested piqued by Samantha's animated expression.

“A man who looked just like a grown-up version of Tate Brisbane.”

Allison gave Samantha a you need help look as she pulled out of the three car parking lot.

“I'm not kidding!” Samantha shook her head in amazement.

“Do you think it really was him?” Allison asked.

“Of course not. I'm sure he's living in Las Angeles or something but this guy was close enough for me. Except he is a stock boy at a rural village's General Store. Not exactly the power suit, ambitious type. Still, money isn't everything,” Samantha conceded.

“Neither are looks. Tate Brisbane is probably a huge jerk anyway.”

“So, I can choose between Tate Brisbane, who is successful and rich but probably a huge jerk or his twin, who is a stock boy. I win either way!”

“Or neither way. Perhaps you should just go for a normal guy,” Allison suggested.

“I am twenty-eight and I haven't found even a decent prospect with normal guys. They're over-rated,” Samantha said.

“You haven't given them a chance because you've always had dream guys who are perfect in your imagination. No real guy could stack up to that, Samantha! It's unhealthy.” 

“Give me a break. You're not exactly an expert on love, Allison. You don't have anyone yourself, as I recall.”

“I don't have to be an expert to know that dreaming about movie stars is not helpful to real-life romance.”

“We're talking about a stock-boy in Vermont not a movie star.”

Allison was silent for a moment, her eyes focused on the road she was navigating, “Actually, I have been wanting to talk with you about something.”

“That sounds ominous.”

“It's not bad, Samantha, it's... I'm not sure how to tell you but... I'm engaged.” Allison grimaced as she said the last word.

Samantha was shocked for a moment but recovered quickly, “That's great! I'm really happy for you although saying I'm surprised would definitely be an understatement. You didn't even tell me you were seeing anyone!”

“It's harder to keep you updated now that we live so far apart. Ben and I have been friends for several years, you met him when you visited last summer. We went to the BBQ Party at his house, remember?”

Samantha cast her mind back. She remembered him vaguely. He had seemed like the ordinary, nice type. A good friend, the kind of guy who introduces you to your dream guy not really the type you marry yourself though. “I do remember him, a little.”

Allison smiled softly, “We've spent a lot of time together since then, mostly in groups. But even when we were in a group we always found chances to talk just the two of us and then we started hanging out just the two of us... I thought it was just as friends but he has been interested in me for a long time. We only started 'officially' dating a little over a month ago but we've really been seeing each other much longer than that we just didn't know it!”

“A month? When did you get engaged?”

“Well, when we made our dating official I decided I would just wait and tell you in person. It has been so hard not to tell you! And then last Sunday, when we had been 'official' for exactly a month he said we already knew each other so well and he was completely sure about me and it was his intent to marry me so he didn't see why he should have to wait eleven more months just to tell me that's what he wanted to do. He said we could have a long engagement if I wanted, or he could re-propose later, but that he just couldn't wait to show me how confident he was in our relationship!”

Samantha felt the water levels in her eyes begin to rise and quickly blinked them away. “Stop the car, Allison, so I can give you a proper hug!”

Allison pulled off the road to the entrance of a driveway and they wrapped their arms around each other. Samantha couldn't stop her eyes from overflowing. She was so happy for her friend. Allison was the best person in the world and while Ben could never deserve her at least he showed good judgment in snatching her up as fast as he could.

“He sounds like a fairy tale, Allison. A man who isn't afraid of commitment, who knows what he wants and goes after it. I hope I can be so lucky.” Samantha pulled back to look at her friend's glowing face.

“He is absolutely perfect. I know there is someone out there who is as perfect for you and this week is about preparing you for him.”

“What are you talking about?” Samantha raised her eyebrow.

“We are going to cleanse you from your celebrity crush.”

“I'm not as bad as you seem to think I am.”

“You're projecting his image onto a stock boy living in the far flung corners of Vermont.”

“He really did look like Tate Brisbane.”

“You need help, Samantha. If I can't fix you, our next vacation will be to a psych ward.”
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Samantha was exhausted as she dropped her bags onto the couch. She dropped down next to them and heaved a sigh of relief. Allison shut the front door and dropped her bags beside it. She made her way to the couch, moved Samantha's bags to the floor and collapsed beside her.

The log cabin they were renting had a kitchen with a small table for eating, a living room, a bedroom and a loft with a daybed. The furniture was all rough hewn wood and the décor was minimal and rustic with a few throw rugs and some landscape scenes hung on the walls. It was worlds away from their typical vacation choice.

“I think the point of a rural retreat is to relax in the country,” Samantha kept her head on the couch cushions as she turned it toward Allison.

“Just sit and stare at the trees while Montpelier, while not a city by most standards, is a bustling metropolis compared to this place? I don't think so.” Allison was a die-hard city girl.

“It was your turn to pick the destination. Why choose Pleasant Valley, Vermont?”

“To provide the quiet necessary to cleanse you from... whatever,” Allison kicked off her shoes.

“If we go into the city every day, I'm not going to get cleansed,” Samantha grinned.

Allison grimaced, “Don't push it. I want you to be mentally healthy but not at my expense.”

“Now I know why we've never taken a rural vacation before. You'll be as crazy as me by the end of this!” Samantha laughed.

“Don't pretend you like it. You're a city girl too.”

Samantha held her hands up in defense. “I'm not saying this beats New York or anything but I'm not as bad as you. We've only been here 24 hours!”

Allison shrugged, “When a girl's gotta shop...”

Bang! Whoosh. 

Samantha and Allison's heads swiveled toward the sound. It came from the kitchen. They rushed in to see what had happened. They slammed to a stop in the doorway. Water was seeping out from the cupboard door beneath the sink. 

Samantha slid forward and opened the leaking door. A spray of water hit her in the stomach as the water pipe shot water everywhere. Samantha reached in and tried to tighten the joint on the pipe but it wouldn't budge. She did get completely soaked however.

Samantha eased back out of the line of fire and stood to the side of the water stream, “We need to call the owner. Do you have that number?”

Allison nodded, “Should we keep the cupboard door shut?”

Samantha shook her head, “Don't you think that would ruin the cupboard?”

Allison shrugged, “I'll call.”
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By the time there was a knock on the front door Samantha and Allison had a system going. They had strapped a bucket lying sideways to a chair which caught the water from spraying all over the floor and then had a pan underneath to catch the water as it ran out of the bucket. It was a fairly steady job of replacing the pan with an empty one but they sat on the damp floor and made the best of it.

Allison stood up to answer the door and Samantha called out, “I think a Yoga Retreat would have been a better choice, Al.”

Allison ducked her head back through the doorway and stuck her tongue out at Samantha sitting on the floor, soaked from head to toe, as she replaced the full pan with an empty one and put the filled pan next to a couple others waiting for Allison to dump them down the bathtub. 

“A hut in the desert with no running water or a waterfall in your kitchen,” Allison said wryly, “Country living is the best.”

Samantha grinned and scooted back a ways to stretch her legs better. “Eh,” she groaned as her bottom found a puddle they had missed when wiping up the floor. She climbed to her knees and twisted around to inspect the damage when a cough behind her whipped her head back to the door.

There, in all his perfected glory, stood the stock boy, staring at the back of her, completely soaked from head to







































[image: ]














































































[image: ]





























[image: ]


































[image: ]











[image: ]





















[image: ]














[image: ]


















































[image: ]














[image: ]






























d2d_images/cover.jpg
A RomanceNovella -

Celebrty€rtish





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





