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      As the entire world quarantined, I wanted to do something to uplift others. I don’t sing, and my videos are rather random, but I do write. I thought about sharing something I’d written, then I had a silly idea…write a daily (almost) romantic serial with reader input. 

      I promised my readers the story would continue as long as it took for our imaginary couple to be able to put aside social distancing and kiss. That is exactly what we did. I asked questions, and they responded. Sometimes in polls, sometimes in messages, but always with great ideas, including the title.

      This story is unlike anything I’ve ever attempted before, as I had no idea how long it would be, or what twists would take place. In short, I couldn’t even outline the manuscript. 

      One of my faithful readers, Cami, agreed to edit the day's writings each night.  Without her help, this daily serial would never have been posted.

      For the readers' understanding, I have listed the original posting dates and questions/answers with each chapter. To preserve the privacy of my group members I have identified them as first initial only and only put some of the most pertinent answers. Remember, many people have the same initials!

      Some readers do not support use of emojis, so I have put in description boxes. Since this was originally published on Facebook there are times when the emojis are necessary to the story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Posted 30 March 2020

        

      

    

    
      Lorin Grace  to Facebook:

      I have a fun idea, but I need your help.

      I need a name for a female and male in a modern love story not related to anything I have written. I also need job ideas for people who are working from home in this time of quarantine.

      Go.

      
        
        M: Construction estimator. Cade and Julianne.

        T: Marketing manager, VP sales, tech writer, programmer, web designer, accountant, engineer, architect, travel agent, airline reservations, event coordinator, financial planner, project manager, professor (with online classes), genealogist, editor, fashion buyer, consultant, so many possibilities...

        E: Marketing manager, VP sales, tech writer, programmer, web designer, accountant, engineer, architect, travel agent, airline reservations, event coordinator, financial planner, project manager, professor (with online classes), genealogist, editor, fashion buyer, consultant, so many possibilities...

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Posted 1 April 2020

        

      

    

    
      I stared at the vacant space in the cabinet under the bathroom sink. The last Wednesday in February, I purchased a 12 pack of two-ply triple-roll toilet paper literally hours before the run on toilet paper began. My roommate and I calculated the rolls would last us until the end of April.

      Running out of TP was not a joke. Even if it was the first day of April. Stashed in my purse, twenty neatly folded squares lay hidden in case of emergency. On Sunday, I counted seven rolls when I pulled out this one. I turned the empty paper tube over in my hands, the half-inch by two-inch strip clinging to the glue refused to multiply.

      Frantically, I checked the rest of the cupboards in the bathroom, including the one that always stuck. A plunger, several old towels (once belonging to my grandmother), a stash of toothbrushes, toilet cleaner, eight bottles of hand sanitizer, and a rubber alligator. The alligator had been in the same spot for as long as I can remember, relegated to the far back corner because it frightened my younger sister when she was two. I’d missed his smiling face. He floated on his back during my childhood bath times. I pulled it out for my next bath in the claw-footed tub. Now was one time I needed one of the crocheted doll toilet paper hiders to appear. Grandma had one for every season. I regretted not keeping one perched on the toilet tank.

      I ran down the steep staircase to the basement and the tiny bathroom my grandfather once used as a darkroom.  Someday I would refurbish the basement of the house my great-grandfather built eighty years ago, after I finished the main floor. Except on Thursday nights when I did my laundry, I avoided the basement and its discarded contents.

      A quarter roll of industrial-grade single-ply hung from the hook next to the rusted sink. Hallelujah! Mom once told me angels were my ancestors that had passed on. Apparently, my grandfather watched over me tonight, as no one else could have used the scratchy paper, even if it had been on sale half price.

      Twenty minutes later, I scrolled through my apps and contemplated my dilemma. According to the shopping websites and our local Facebook ‘buy, sell, trade’, not a store in the valley had toilet paper in stock. Even the hidden stash at the hardware store had sold out.  On Pinterest I found a helpful pin on making a bidet from a squeezable mayonnaise bottle. My roommate’s nearly empty mayo bottle sat in the fridge.

      Food was one thing my roommate, Julieanne, left when she packed up her car and returned home yesterday afternoon. She hadn’t left my favorite sweater she borrowed for her Valentine's date or my Wonder Woman t-shirt that she wore in a TikTok video last week. It was hard to be mad at her. Jobless since mid-March, Julieanne painted the dining room, cleaned out the flower beds, and organized the treasures in the attic instead of paying her overdue rent. Last night when her mother called saying they had admitted her father to the hospital, with a heart attack, not the virus, Julieanne ran around the house packing as fast as she could, stuffing all of her belongings into her beat-up Honda. I couldn’t even begrudge her a couple rolls of toilet paper. I would have taken them if I had to drive 1400 miles. She still could have left one for me.

      Maybe the stores would have some tomorrow. If I went out early, I might find a four-pack of generic. After the industrial-grade, which might have been older than my twenty-seven years, generic would feel like the expensive stuff. Most stores reserved the early shopping hours for seniors, and there might not be any left.

      Far from solved, I pondered other solutions. I could cut up one of my grandmother’s ancient towels. Before disposable diapers, people had washed them out. I could do the same. With no roommates, who would know? I wasn’t expecting company anytime in the next month and I knew better than to take my phone into the bathroom during a Zoom conference call.

      Before wielding the scissors or emptying the squeezable mayo bottle, I checked the local trade section of the Facebook group. A recent post caught my eye.

      
        
        Single man with toilet paper searching for a single woman with hand sanitizer for some good clean fun.
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      Lorin Grace Should she answer the ad?

      
        
        M: In a quippy, fun way.

        B: That's a definite Yes from me. How could she not answer the ad??!!!

        L: After she Facebook stalks him of course.

        (And several other yes comments.)

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Posted 2 April 2020

        

      

    

    
      From the number of laughing faces and thumbs up, the post must be a joke. But I owned eight bottles of hand sanitizer. If he had toilet paper…I was willing to trade, single or not.

      I clicked the button allowing me to ask privately about his toilet paper.

      This is stupid. He must be a creeper or worse. I shut my laptop. Tomorrow I’d brave the stores. I only needed a four-pack.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Thursday morning brought another April shower. I put on makeup for the first time in five days and was delighted that despite some binge eating, my favorite jeans still fit. Normally I didn’t dress up to go to the grocery store, but this was the first time in ten days I’d been anywhere other than my backyard or an early morning jog. The chain store’s parking lot was half full.

      My hopes rose as I stood in line to enter the store as customer after customer came out with a package or two of toilet paper in their cart.  I rushed to the paper goods aisle.  There it was in all its glory—toilet paper, the gold at the end of my rainbow. The man in front of me took two of the packages, leaving two.

      I reached for one of the four-packs as someone else reached for the other. We both stepped back with our respective prizes. Triumphantly, I placed my store brand toilet paper in my cart.

      I heard a small

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
        
        
        
        

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/cc-logo.jpg
L

CURRANT
CREEK PRESS





OEBPS/images/image-6x9_little-clean-fun2.jpg
)4
4 it

A SWEET SERIAL ROMANCE

=

LORIN GRACE

WITH HELP FROM HER READERS





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






