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Chapter One
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“Meghan, mind placing the new book arrivals on the respective shelves?” Asked Maureen Taylor, the owner of Boutiques with Coffee.

“I’ll get right on it boss.” Replied Meghan Walsh. 

Meghan got up from her chair, and quickly made her way to the book cart where all the new arrivals were waiting for cataloguing into the store’s computer system. Meghan was fortunate, there were only thirty or so books in total on the rack, and while bitterly boring, the process wouldn’t take too long. 

The genres of the books were the usual same old genres that most guests buy as they stop by at the store. Unfortunately for Meghan, who was a proud book lover, the books were the least desired part of the store. Guests come for the art and the coffee, and while Boutiques with Coffee had its origins as a bookstore, those days were long gone. 

Meghan remembered vividly the good old days, back when she used to work here before college during her adolescent years. Back then, Boutiques with Coffee was simply Sunnyside Books, an ironic name for a bookstore that was in an area where the sky was more often cloudy than sunny. Sunnyside Books was flanked by many boutique shops, antique shops, artisan shops, and other such shops that betrayed Meghan’s little town as a humble little village, filled with touristic nostalgia and potential. 

Those days were long gone. Nowadays, the local town and economy could be described as a ghost town. The youth pack up and leave as soon as they graduate high school, never to return. After all, opportunities here only dry up with time, and getting a job was difficult. The fact that Meghan only had a job thanks to Maureen, who knew her ever since her teen years, was a testament to this unfortunate reality. 

Meghan pushed the gloomy thoughts out of her head as she started to catalogue the books into the computer system. Luckily for Meghan, such work is excellent for doing just that, as the monotone and repetitive actions serve to drown out any other thought, whether it be good or bad. The positive memories of the past fade away as the fingers type the computer keys, as do the gloomy thoughts of the recent past, as well as present. 

With the new book arrivals catalogued into the system, Meghan wheeled the book cart on over to the bookshelves and started to stock the books. She did not have to move the cart all that much, most of the books after all were self-help and celebrity memoirs, things that pair well with a good cup of coffee. Meghan never cared for self-help, nor did she particularly care for the memoirs of celebrities, which were primarily ghostwritten in her eyes. 

*
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“Where did you say you were again?” Asked Katie Roy. 

“Plainfield, it’s a town in Massachusetts.” Replied William Roy. 

“And what are you doing there?” 

“Exploring, clearing my mind, seeing new things. You know, the usual.” 

Katie was concerned for her little brother. While he did not have to worry about the general concerns that most directionless men must deal with, mainly concerns about getting a job in order to get money in order to live, his wanton lack of anything with regards to ambition was concerning.

He did not want to start his own business or get into investing, something that members of the Roy family always do when they come of age. While his funds were very reserved, thanks to his parents who wanted him to do something with his life, it was still enough to live on for the rest of his life, provided of course that he disciplined himself well with the monthly allowance. 

But Katie could see that he wasn’t happy. No one could be happy in the state that William was in. Wandering from town to town, sleeping in hotels and Airbnb’s, all while traveling the country and seeing new places. It is a better life than many would ever get to dream of, especially because of the carefree nature of such a life, free of responsibilities and obligations. But it wasn’t good. 

“I know that it is the usual question, but why Plainfield?” Asked Katie.

“The name caught my attention; I’m going to check it out and see if there is anything interesting here. If you miss me just say the word and I’ll come visit you, you know that.” Remarked William. 

“I know.” Replied Katie immediately. 

“So then why did you call?” 

“I just wanted to check in with you and see how you were doing. Would you mind giving me a call in the evening? Once you’ve had the opportunity to see Plainfield?” 

“I’ll give you a call as soon as I settle in for the night.” 

“Thank you. Have fun and I’ll talk to you then.” Said Katie. 

“Talk to you then.” Replied William, and he hung up. 

William pulled over and parked on the main street of Plainfield a few moments after he hung up with his sister. He knew that she spoke the truth, and that her concern for his wellbeing was coming from a good place. After all, William’s father and mother make the same kinds of calls, only less often as their schedules are busier. The problem was quite simple, and no matter how many times he tried to explain that he was not depressed, his parents and siblings did not believe him. 

William did not care about business, charity work for a noble cause, or anything like that. He saw the misery that so many of his fellow students had to deal with all throughout their childhood and college, never able to enjoy their youth because their parents wanted them to ace their courses and get into the most prestigious jobs possible. Whenever he had a girlfriend, her parents initially were overjoyed that a Roy had taken interest in their daughter, but once they discovered his carefree and live in the moment nature, they very quickly plotted to make sure that his relationship wouldn’t last much longer. 

He was tired of the stress, of the expectation for more and more. He could never develop friendships with his private school peers, because they never had time for fun. What’s the point of earning more money, if you are going to be dead before you have a chance to enjoy it?

William got out of the car with a few quarters in hand in order to pay the parking meter. There wasn’t much activity on the streets, and as he inserted the quarters into the meter, William glanced around, looking for interesting little shops, eateries, and other places that could be interesting. 

The sight was gloomy, as was so often the case in the little rural towns that William loved to visit. It was obvious that this town has had its heyday long before he had arrived, and that the great plague of decay that was infesting rural America was here in full force as well. Still, William was always one to give a town a chance, and today he was going to make sure that he enjoyed Plainfield as much as possible. 

He started his enjoyment by entering the various stores. They were artisan stores, with little to offer unfortunately. William lived on the road, staying at the best hotels and Airbnb’s that he could find. This meant that buying boutiques and artisanal objects was not a hobby that would be sustainable when you are living on the road. After perusing the shelves and seeing the lovely things that could easily and beautifully decorate a house, he turned around and wished the store owner a farewell, as he walked out. 

William repeated this process for several more stores. He passed by a few eateries, a place that looked like a small restaurant, as well as a few delis. The restaurant would be a good place to get some lunch, and William kept it at the back of his mind as he continued to explore the main street of Plainfield. There were more of the same artisanal shops that William was starting to get tired of, but there was one store that caught his eye. 

It had a fun little sign above the door. “Boutiques with Coffee”, a name that had a nice ring to it. Unlike the other establishments that William visited, this place had people inside, around a dozen or so. They of course were all congregated at the coffee shop area, but still, a store that had people inside had to be worth his time. Because of that, he stepped in. 

*
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Meghan was finishing up with the books, when she saw the new arrival that had just entered the store. He was obviously from out of town, the fact that she did not recognize his face from anywhere was an obvious clue. What could a stranger be doing in Plainfield? That was something that she was soon going to find out. 

Taking the opportunity to do something more interesting, Meghan left the few remaining books on the cart as she walked on over to the stranger. In a few moments, she closed the distance and greeted him. 

“Welcome to Boutiques with Coffee! Could I possibly assist you in some way?” Asked Meghan. 

“I don’t think so, but I’ll let you know if I could use your help.” Replied William, as he broke facial contact and started to make his way to the coffee counter.

Disappointed in the very brief break that she had; Meghan returned to the books that were still waiting to be shelved on the cart. Her efficiency with regards to stocking the books increased exponentially, as she managed to stock the books in the appropriate spots in record time, all while keeping an eye on the newcomer. This new change immediately caught the eye of Maureen, who walked on over to Meghan. 

“If a cute guy is what gets your engine roaring, then I should offer free coffee to all young men during midday!” Teased Maureen, who like Meghan was enjoying the change of pace and scenery that the newcomer offered. 

“Good luck finding the men!” Retorted Meghan, who spoke the truth with regards to the demographics of Plainfield. 

“Touché Meghan, but perhaps we can get enough tourists with some skilled marketing, after all we already have one!” 

“Perhaps. If you are okay with it of course, I can offer him a free scone, and see what business he has in town?” 

“That’s a good idea! Give him a chocolate chip scone.” 

“Why chocolate chip?” Asked Meghan. 

“Two reasons, the first is the fact that it’s a universal flavor, which gives you the greater likelihood of him accepting it. And two, they are getting old. Might as well use it for prying information out of our new arrival, before I donate the rest of them to the food pantry.” Replied Maureen. 

“Can’t argue with that.” 

As soon as she finished stocking the new books on the shelf, Meghan walked on over to the coffee counter, and grabbed a chocolate chip scone before placing it on a small plate. She then carried the scone on over to William, who was seated in a corner with his cup of coffee. 

“Compliments of the owner.” Said Meghan, as she placed the chocolate chip scone in front of William. 

“Thank you! Any particular reason?” Replied William. 

“We don’t get too many visitors from out of town. The price of that scone is knowledge.” 

“I see, well take a seat if you are not busy, and extract the necessary payment of knowledge from my mind.” Said William with a smile. 

Meghan promptly took a seat, and immediately started to pry: “Let’s start with something simple, why Plainfield?” 

“It’s going to be hard to believe, but I was looking at the map, and the name of your town seemed interesting, at least compared to the others that were nearby. As such, I decided to stop by and experience Plainfield in person.” 

“And have you enjoyed your stay so far?” 

“I’ve only been here for around thirty or so minutes, but so far I am enjoying my stay. Lots of boutique shops on the main street, which is always a good sign for a small town.” 

“Indeed. Unfortunately for your visit here, there used to be many more shops in the old days. Many sadly went out of business over the years.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. I see it all around whenever I visit a new town, the empty lots and shops are relics of a time when there was a community. Nowadays, it’s rare to see someone of my own age whenever I visit a new town.” Added William who spoke the truth, as both he and Meghan were the only young adults currently in Boutiques with Coffee. 

“I think I’m the only one left out of my high school graduation class that is still here. You speak the truth when you say that the empty lots and shops are relics of a time when there was a community. It’s hard to have a community when the young desert as soon as they are adults.” Replied Meghan. 

“It’s not their fault, no opportunity in the rural areas, so why would they stay?” 

“Exactly. Anyways, before the conversation turns too gloomy, where are you from originally?” 

William was always careful to hide his origins. While the name Roy wasn’t as obvious as the name Rockefeller was with regards to betraying the fact that he came from money, he did not want people finding out. Because a Roy all alone on the highway, is a prime target for a kidnapping. And he already worried his parents enough with regards to his lifestyle, he didn’t want them to also worry about his kidnapping and payment of ransom. 

“I’m from Maine originally.” Replied William quickly. 

Meghan was not stupid, and it was clear as day that this stranger did not want to talk about his origins. She could understand, after all her origins were nothing to write home about either. She decided to not pry any further. 

“I see, and what is your name?” 

“I’m William, what about you?” 

“Meghan.” 

“Very nice, I haven’t met all that many Meghan’s before.” 

“Oh? What are the names that you usually meet?” Asked an intrigued Meghan. 

“Jessica, Nicole, Emma, Anna, Emily, et cetera. Meghan for whatever reason I never come across, even though it should be as common as the names that I just mentioned.” Replied William. 

“Well, looks like I’m a rare sight then!” 

“Indeed you are! With the name of Meghan, and the fact that you are a young adult who still lives in the rural town where she grew up, you are rarer than a Passenger Pidgeon.” 

“Aren’t those birds extinct?” Asked Meghan with a tone of curiosity. 

“They are, hence my comparison.” Replied William immediately. 

The conversation between the two of them continued for around ten more minutes. Maureen glanced at the two curiously, after all, her little spy was clearly obtaining a decent amount of information from her mark. Furthermore, the fact that Meghan was smiling and enjoying herself was a welcome sight. Meghan has always been the gloomy kind of girl, especially when she had no one to talk to. Maureen was glad to see that she was breaking her normal routine, if only for a moment. 

As the conversation ended, William got up, shook Meghan’s hand, and walked out of the store. Meghan quickly picked up the plate and coffee cup and returned them to the back before walking on over to Maureen, who was bursting with questions that she wanted to ask Meghan. 

“So? What’s his story?” Asked Maureen. 

“He’s from out of town. Maine, although he was somewhat vague about his hometown. He didn’t seem shady however, perhaps he simply had a bad childhood, and he wants to get as far away from it as he can.” Replied Meghan. 

“Well, if you didn’t detect any shadiness from him, then that’s a good sign. Men tend to betray themselves quickly if they are up to no good.” 

“Truer words haven’t been spoken!” Said Meghan. 

“So, what else did you get from him? After all that, there is no way that you only managed to obtain the fact that he is from Maine.” Asked Maureen. 
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Chapter Two
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“A few things. He’s the deep thinker type, I got that from the path that the conversation went. I also detected a strong carefree aurora from him. Furthermore, he’s a drifter, that one was obvious because he told me.” Said Meghan, summarizing the conversation that she had with William. 

“What was his name?” Asked Maureen. 

“William.” 

“Interesting, no last name?” 

“None whatsoever. He clearly has a lot more to him than what he told me, that’s obvious to anyone. But if he’s only passing by, then there is no point in wasting time thinking about him any longer.” Admitted Meghan. 

“That’s true. In that case wait to see if he’s just passing by, or if he’s here to stay for a bit longer. A mysterious man is always fun, I speak from experience.” Replied Maureen with a large smile. 

*
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William walked out of Boutiques with Coffee and went straight to the restaurant that he had passed previously. The activity inside was minimal, and he was seated in moments. The waitress arrived to greet him soon after. 

“Hello! I hope your day is going well?” Asked the waitress. 

“It is! Thank you for asking. How about yours?” Replied William. 

“Quite slow so far, but it’s to be expected this early in the day. Anyways, I’ll give you a few minutes to look over the menu.” 

“Thank you!” 

William perused the menu and decided to get a regular grilled cheese sandwich alongside a side of French fries for lunch. Such a meal did not take long to prepare, and with one hand holding his phone, William browsed the available Airbnb listings as he ate his lunch. 

Good listings were slim, which was to be expected for such a small town. There were no hotels around, also to be expected from a small town. And the motels that William found were less than desirable. 

Fortunately for him, he did find a quite decent listing for an entire house, but there was a problem. The listing had a minimum booking of one month. It is rare for William to spend more than a week in one place, and for him to spend an entire month at the minimum in a town that clearly has seen better days was clearly a rash decision, one that he was likely going to regret. 

Naturally because of this very fact, William booked the reservation and received a confirmation a few moments after. A month in a new town would do him good, as well as calm the concerns of his siblings and parents, who pressure him every single day to stop his aimless drifting across the country. 

Remembering the call that he was going to do with Katie in the evening, William decided to settle in for the rest of the day. The Airbnb had the keys in a small safe at the front door, and the code was messaged to him as soon as he confirmed the booking, so he had no need to meet someone in order to get the keys. 

Finishing up his lunch, William paid the bill alongside a generous tip before leaving the restaurant. Walking to his car, he got in, and pulled out of the spot. He quickly glanced to his left and right, in order to see if he missed anything interesting in the main street, and to his surprise, there was a library at the end of the street. A lover of books, William was definitely going to pay the library a visit in the future. 

Setting the address of the Airbnb house into his GPS, William wasted no time in making his way to the house. He wanted to settle in, see the place that he was going to stay for the next month at the very least, and start to plan on activities that he could do in order to stay occupied. The coffee shop had a bookstore, that was something that he could do for a day. The restaurant was not all that bad, so he could eat there and sample the menu until he got bored. 

The library was another option, but even then, it was something that wasn’t going to last him an entire month. Usually, small town libraries have a good stock of the regular bestsellers from the general bestselling authors. Anything exotic, strange, or otherwise rare, and it is either sold to keep the lights on, or it is lost by a patron who would rather keep the unique tome. 

Plainfield was as plain as its name, but as William pulled into the driveway of his Airbnb rental, he realized that there was something that could possibly make things interesting. And this interesting thing came with a name, Meghan. A young woman who was still living in the town of her youth. Many reasons for such a decision, reasons that William wanted to find out. 

Parking his car before turning off the engine, William stepped out of the car, and made his way to the front door of the Airbnb house with his luggage in tow after taking it out of the trunk. He typed the code that he was given into the key safe, and it opened without any problems. Unlocking the front door, he stepped inside. The house smelled nice, was fully furnished, and it was clearly a second residence of some kind. There weren’t any pictures of the owners, which further illustrated the second residence nature of the house, which was also rented out when not in use. 

William decided to call his sister then and there. He went to the living room, wheeled the luggage to one corner, then took a seat at one of the corner chairs before dialing his sister. She picked up quickly. 

“I’m intrigued, you say evening, and instead of forgetting until the next day, you decide to call early. What happened?” Asked Katie, who wanted to know the reason for William’s unorthodox behavior. 

“Who said anything about something happening?” Replied William. 

“I did, so what happened?” 

“Well firstly, Plainfield is quite plain. It looks like the town founders were very wise when they named the town. It’s filled with artisan shops that are hanging on by a thread, and other than a normal restaurant on the main street, and an interesting hybrid coffee shop that also serves as a bookstore with some art mixed in, there isn’t much to report. There’s also a library, where I will be going tomorrow in order to see if there is anything interesting to read.” Said William. 

“Tomorrow? Don’t you always skip town if you don’t find anything interesting to do?” Asked Katie, whose voice clearly betrayed her curiosity. 

“Unfortunately, the only decent Airbnb that was available had a month minimum in terms of booking. Like it or not, I’m stuck here for a month. Being perfectly honest, I am getting tired of having to settle into a new bed every single day.” 

“Then why not come back home? Get some money from mother and father, and open a business? The money is obviously not relevant, if you want to open a non-profit, that is just as good.” 

“I am still finding myself, but I can tell you right now that I am closer to taking your suggestion to heart, than I am refusing it. Anyways, this month of relaxing in Plainfield is going to do me good. There isn’t much here, and perhaps getting bored in a plain old rural town is just what I need in order to get my life jumpstarted.” 

“Well, you call me whenever you want William. If I can’t pick up for whatever reason, I’ll call you back as soon as I can.” Said Katie. 

“Thanks. And don’t worry about me, I’m going to be ok.” Replied William, who did not want his big sister to worry about him. 

“I know that you will. Talk to you soon.” 

With Katie cutting the line, William put his cellphone back into his pocket, and stared at the opposite wall. The decorations of this place were lovely, and it reminded William of the cabins that he sometimes went to during summer break as a child. In a way, this was going to be the same thing, the only difference was the lack of activities that Plainfield had to offer. 

William started to wheel his luggage towards the master bedroom. It was on the second floor of the house, but he traveled light, and carrying the luggage on up wasn’t all that bad or strenuous. A few moments later, his luggage was in the master bedroom, and William took a shower before changing into his night clothes. 

Being the lazy man that he was, William decided to order a personal pizza from one of the local pizzerias. The house was far away, and the pizzeria tried to explain to him that the delivery fee was going to be high, and the pizza was likely to arrive ice cold, but William assured them that this was a one-time thing, and that he had no problems with the fee or the coldness of the pizza. 

The pizza arrived, and after the happy teenager who received a very nice tip left the house, William opened the pizza box on the kitchen table. As he suspected, and as the pizzeria had told him, it was cold to the touch, but a quick bake in the kitchen oven fixed all of that quickly. He had ordered a liter of sprite to accompany the pie, and after the pizza had finished warming up, he enjoyed his dinner. The same dinner that he so often ate during his college days. 

Throwing the rest of the uneaten pie and unfinished soda into the trash, William went up to the master bedroom and proceeded to tuck himself in. The bed was quite large for a single person, but the mattress was very comfortable, and it was a great place for William to unwind on his laptop. He had that ever familiar pang of doubt, a feeling that the entire Roy clan was skilled in placing within him. He after all was the only Roy of his generation that was not doing anything with the family fortune. And his family never missed a chance to remind him of that very fact whenever they could. 

The hours passed until it was night, and William went to sleep. The first day of his month long stay in Plainfield. He hoped that it would get better. 

*
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Uncharacteristically, William woke up right at the crack of dawn. He had his alarm set and ready to go, but it would not ring for another hour. Somewhat perplexed at the strange occurrence, he nonetheless got up from the bed and went straight to the bathroom in order to take a shower. Now thoroughly awake thanks to the shower, he decided that the first order of business for the day was going to be a stop at the town library. There after all wouldn’t be all that many people this early in the day, and he could see if the selection there would be worth his while. 

Getting dressed, in a few short moments he was out the door. Adding to the unorthodox reality that the present day was proving to be, the sky above was clear and sunny, something that tends to be a rarity in Massachusetts. William laughed as he saw the sky as soon as he stepped out of the house, first his early awakening without any assistance from his alarm, and now a clear sunny sky! William wondered if any surprises would be waiting for him further on in the day. If there were any, he was looking forward to experiencing them. 

The drive was pleasant, a little traffic on the way to the main street of Plainfield, but it wasn’t all that bad. William arrived at the main street and proceeded to park right in front of the library. Taking a few quarters out of a cup rest, William got out and deposited them in the parking meter, before locking the car behind him. 

He quickly made his way into the library. It was a small library, that much was obvious. There were several rows of books, but judging by the signs above each row, they were general genre selections. If William wanted to read a book that was rare or otherwise long out of print, then he was going to have to look elsewhere. But what he did saw, made him smile. 
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