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    Chapter One




    She loved reading. It allowed her to cry over someone else’s sadness when she could no longer identify her own.




    Standing here feels so weird. I wouldn’t have ever thought of actually ending up here.




    My own apartment in London only for myself, where I am all by myself and only for myself. If you had told me I’d end up here three years ago I would have asked you if you were freaking insane.




    I’m taking the rest of my stuff out of the taxi that drove me here from the airport. I’m taking my stuff and the key and I’m opening the door to my own place for the first time. Jesus Christ who am I and how in God’s name did they convince me to actually do this? My best friend in the whole world, Abby, made me do this. She knows me better than anyone else, even myself, so she knows what’s best for me, I guess.




    I’m not a person who often steps out of her comfort zone or more likely never at all. This whole thing, moving somewhere all by myself, especially here in London, was always a huge dream. Whenever I think of this place or this country I kinda feel safe and at home. It’s a charming place to be sure but the feelings I get are just unbelievably hard to explain. All people say the same; London is like New York but just on another continent. People come here to finally put their dreams into reality, to live and to enjoy. I came here to find out who I am, I suppose.




    I walk into the small hallway, taking off my shoes and smelling the fresh paint in my nose. I put the rest of my stuff on the floor and walk my way through the apartment. It’s like I have always dreamed about, it’s gentle and open. It is really inviting indeed. She surely would’ve liked that as well…




    After having spent the whole rest of the day and the next as well, running around, trying to organize the things I’ve brought with me and decorating everything. I lie down on the floor and pick up my black guitar for the first time in a while. The instrument lay on top of my chest, as I repeated the same cords over and over again that have stuck in my mind for some time now. I silently hum a melody as I try to come to terms with where I am. This is so unreal. Why am I even doing this?




    My phone starts to vibrate, so I force myself to get up and take the call.




    “Hello?”




    “Oh my gosh you’re still alive!” a well-known voice shouts into my hear, causing me to take the phone away from my ear.




    “Hah, you’re so funny Abby.” I respond, sarcastically.




    “Well, it’s not my fault. You’ve been literally ignoring my texts and calls for the last 48 hours. I thought about you dying in at least fifteen different ways.”




    “I am sorry, I didn’t mean to, I just needed to take some time and accept all this. I can’t believe that you made me move to a different country without you,” I reply more seriously now.




    She sighs before I hear her soft voice again. “You’re doing this for you Liv and not anyone else. I might have pushed you a little but we both know you’ve been annoying me with this since you were like fifteen years old.”




    “Convincing me to move somewhere completely alone, if I might add again, is not a little push. That’s like throwing someone out of a plane and you know exactly how much I hate planes and all that stuff, so thank you Abby for that. This is such a bad idea it can only get worse I’m telling you. I can’t even talk to someone except you and my family, and it will not take ten minutes when I step out of that pretty door until I embarrass the shit out of myself.” My voice starts to shake again. Please no, I’ve been over this, why can’t this little shit called anxiety just stay home and not come with me all the time? I’m twenty-two years old and I shouldn’t be dealing with such things the whole time.




    “Olivia shut up right now you’re just talking nonsense. We both know how much you wanted that. You’re just afraid. Do not let this wash the biggest opportunity in your whole life away or I swear I will come there and throw boiling tea over your whole body until you stop talking like this!” She always had her special way of threatening me. Not that I ever took that too serious.




    I told you, she knows me better than anyone else even though she sometimes can be a pain in someone’s ass. No names here.




    “Listen, I know this is difficult for you, but it will eventually help you. I mean you can write your songs there, you will get new inspirations, you can take those lovely photos and you can skate wherever you want. It will take some time but one day you will be thankful I made you do this and for that you owe me something huge. Just letting you know.”




    I know she is trying to give me confidence but that’s not really helping and one day I hope someone will tell her. I’m not going to be the one because I can gladly live without a fist in my face.




    “Well today is not that day. I am just scared… that she wouldn’t want me to do any of this like the rest of my family ya know …”




    “L, if I can tell you one thing you should be proud of yourself. Like hell. I know you and I know that this, won’t make you feel better so just write about it. Write a song and go out tonight. Go and have some fun, but not too much do you hear me?” she laughs as she starts to tease me again.




    “Yeah, as if that’s gonna happen. But I think you’re right for once. I mean the exploring thing not anything else!” I tell her.




    She laughs again before replying. “I love you to L. Now go and enjoy, find out who you are and do the things you want to, not because you should or because someone else wants you to, okay?”




    “I’ll try, I love you too, I’ll text you soon. Bye Abby.”




    “Bye, love you and wear protection!” she says. Before I could say anything she hangs up.




    Yeah, she’s got a special sense of humour, but I adore it. Abby always does this, first she tries to make me comfortable and in the end she pulls that weird humour of hers out of somewhere to make me laugh. She’s a really good person, the best that I know if I’m being honest here. A little smile takes over my face. I’m missing her already.




    I sit on the floor leaning against my grey and brand-new couch as I try to turn my thoughts into words along with the same melody from before. As always after I have written my feelings down I feel a huge relief in my chest. This is good, this is what I need to do.




    The thing with writing or making music is that you can put into words, what you might not be able to explain or share with anyone. I’ve been writing serious music for about seven years now but over time, I’ve tried to become more professional. Writing music is something that I cannot go without otherwise I’ll bottle things up deep in me. I know many young people feel this way and I sometimes feel the urge to help these people; to tell them that they’re not alone. I mean, I wish I could …




    Abby’s right. I landed here in my favorite city, more or less by myself, so I need to enjoy it. I need to go and walk through the city and take photos. I need to try not to be freaked out by the thought of being around people. Oh, good Lord help me…




    I walk back into my bedroom that I decorated today, and I let myself sink onto the clean sheets on my bed. “What have I got myself into?” I murmur.




    Calm down Olivia, you’ve got to do this. You love London, you love taking pictures and you especially love music. Go out and do it.




    I get up and I approach the closet which goes into the wall. Everyone wants to live here so I guess they thought they had to make the place look smart. I open the cupboard doors and stare at all the different colours and materials, as I wonder what would fit best. After about ten minutes trying on and thinking about different outfits as well as all my insecurities, I had finally found something to wear. It’s not too much but it is still kind of stylish. The baggy jeans fit my waist perfectly and combined with my top and my denim jacket it looks as if I have a sense of fashion. Which I definitely don’t.




    Funny, because that’s my everyday outfit, but at least I’m wearing something.




    Nevertheless, I braise myself at the thought of going outside but for now I will think about the clothing thing, okay? I wonder what she would have said, would she have done the same?




    I grab my camera, keys, purse and my phone. I lock my front door breathing in the air. This is beautiful, this is good, and I need this.




    The sun starts to set which causes a beautiful pink and orange sky and I see so many people as they try to find their way in the chaotic traffic which I definitely do not want to be in. I really, really hate being near so many people. It just gives me a weird feeling in my stomach besides all the scared thoughts of course.




    I put my earphones into my ears, and shuffle through the songs that I’ve written and recorded by myself, pulling the camera up I start to take the first pictures. I start to make my way to the subway station to head into the city. Taking pictures is also one of the things that calms me. If you watch a chaotic situation, it would probably make you feel uneasy as you cannot apprehend what is happening so fast. If you take a picture of it instead, it still has a sense of calmness through the chaotic mess. You just need to search for it.




    I walk for about ten minutes before I finally reach the entrance to the subway. I take my purse out to buy a long-term ticket. If I really want to live here I will need one at some point, so why not now? Standing in the moving train I can see all the people and it makes me so nervous. When I’m in a crowd I always feel as if everyone’s watching me and it drives me absolutely crazy. The only good thing I can think about when it comes to crowds is that you see all those faces. Everyone goes through something different, they feel things differently but they still don’t realize that they’re not alone. It’s crazy, isn’t it?




    I make my way out of the subway and onto the city streets. After some time walking around and taking pictures of different places with different perspectives I find myself wanting something to eat, because I literally only have bread and water at home. Maybe that’s a plan for tomorrow, to buy groceries. I look through the photos that I’ve taken, and they actually didn’t turn out too bad.




    I was concentrating so hard not watching where I was going until I bumped into something. Because of the unexpected stop, my purse falls to the ground and my camera slips out of my hands. Luckily, it does not fall onto the ground thanks to the unknown person I’ve run into.




    “Oh my gosh I’m so sorry I wasn’t watching where I was going.”




    I look at the person in front of me. It’s a tall man with brown curly hair and brown eyes. If I had bumped into him on a different occasion, I would’ve admitted that he was handsome. Not this again Olivia just shut up before you talk.




    He looks at me and the camera and smiles slightly. “Don’t worry I wasn’t watching where I was going either. Those pictures are very good, did you take them?”




    I nod giving him an awkward smile when he hands me my camera. “Thanks… uhm… for catching it.” Why can’t I just talk like a normal person? Use your damn words! English language? Never heard of it.




    “No problem, I’m glad I did. Sorry for bumping into you. Have a good evening.” He smiles and hands me my purse.




    “Yeah, you too, bye.” I said walking away.




    What the actual fuck? I take my phone and open a chat with Abby. See I told you I’ve already embarrassed myself. After I texted her I put my phone away again to watch where I was going this time.




    I’m in for a fun evening.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    After walking for twenty more minutes, I finally finding a take-away place which wasn’t full of people.




    This is actually a tempting take-away place, they have all kinds of delicious things that you could imagine. I stare through the glass, which I guess keeps the food safe from people like me. I am not saying that I would eat all of it but after what has happened I needed something to calm my nerves down.




    “Are you all right?” I hear a deep voice to my right which that causes me to flinch and hold my chest. Please not again, is once not enough for one day?




    “I am sorry. I didn’t want to scare you, but you’ve been staring at the food for quite long time, the stranger says laughing a bit. He is tall and has long black hair, which is in a bun. I suppose that’s in now, but it actually looks better than what I previously thought about men with buns.




    “Yeah, no, I mean, I couldn’t really decide, and I got lost in a song,” I replied. Still out of breath I pointed to my earphones, before taking them off to continue the conversation. Please send help.




    H smiles again. “Oh, I know that is too good, which song is it?”




    “It’s… uh… actually my song, so, uhm… nothing too special,” I confess. This is awkward and it is the exact reason why I hate talking. Well, except to Abby.




    He lifted his eyebrows and stared at me, as if he’s just seen a flying cat. Great. “I’m Jacob, what’s your name?”




    “It’s Olivia,” I nod awkwardly.




    “You can come and sit with my friends and me Olivia, I’m sure you would like to meet them,” he finally says.




    Please don’t be a psychopath. I nod as he leads me through the small room to the end where there is a little sitting area. There are two women and another man seated. They all look absolutely stunning, is this a thing in England?




    “Hey guys, look who I just met. This is Olivia. Olivia, these are Emma”, he points to a redhaired girl, “Mary”, a brunette, “And this is Ben.” Everyone gave a polite hello smiling. He indicates for me to sit down on an empty chair with my back to the rest of the place. The yellow lights give the brick wall a soft and welcoming colour.




    “So, Olivia is a songwriter.” He tells everyone while I frown at his words.




    “Well, it’s Liv actually. Olivia is the name my parents gave me so, uhm yeah, and also I’m not a songwriter.” I tell them honestly feeling my nerves explode. So much about quickly grabbing something to eat.




    Mary looks at me and says, “So song writing isn’t your profession but your hobby, right? What’s your profession then?” She seems to be very kind and confidant.




    I realize that everyone’s attention is on me again. I hate this so much. “Yeah, I’m on a mission to find out so I can’t give you any further information.”




    They laugh at my words. “You’re funny but not one for many words, are you?” Jacob said taking the lead again.




    My eyes move to the ground. “I am not one for crowds and I don’t have much to say, so no.”




    “Well, that’s too bad, because you got yourself into something. Hey guys, we’re all hanging out tomorrow so why don’t you just drop by Liv? I’m sure Ethan wouldn’t mind either and maybe you can help us out?” Emma suggests.




    Am I supposed to get what they’re talking about?




    Jacob sees my confused facial impression. “What she was saying is that we’re actually all working with a more or less talented artist and that you could help us out with your music.”




    “I don’t think that’s a good idea, I’m really not that good and I don’t want to interrupt anything.”




    “You’re not, we invited you. And besides that, I’m sure your music is better than you like to admit, believe me. I’m good at reading people and you, dear Liv are lying.” Jacob says.




    It’s the first time I hear Ben speaking. “Yes we’ll send you the address and we will just hang out tomorrow, nothing big.”




    I sigh, is this really good? I like to stay in my own bubble because it’s silent and safe but if Abby were here, she would kick my ass and shout at me to do it. Would she think that this was a good idea?




    Jacob holds his hand out to me raising an eyebrow. I hand him my phone and he types something handing it back a few moments later.




    “It was really nice to meet all of you, but I should really get going now.” I say breaking the conversation.




    Mary smiles at me and says, “It was a pleasure, and we’ll see you tomorrow then.”




    I nod, saying goodbye. I make my way back to my apartment. On the way I get a tight feeling in my chest and my pulse starts to race again. I can’t do this again not here, not now.




    This is a terrible idea, I cannot meet them. This is too much for me. Why have I even agreed to this whole thing anyway?




    I arrive at my new home, and put my stuff away. I lay down on my bed and I try to calm down and forget about all this. Eventually my fatigue overcomes the panic in my body and I actually fall asleep. We’ll not talk about the quality of the sleep, okay?




    The next morning I get up and I motivate myself to actually go out to do some shopping. Well, I have nothing to eat so I kinda have to but that’s not important.




    On the way back to my apartment, bags in my hands, I start to wonder again if I should actually go there. After Jacob had texted me the address and time I should be there, I got my nerves together to tell Abby. Oh, of course she shouted at me that I should go. She’s very motivational but has a hard time actually listening and understanding why I doubt my decisions. That’s the reason I write the song in the way I do and why I keep them to myself. In seven years of writing, I can only remember having shown my songs to people three times. The first one was for Abby, she started to sob and she hugged me tightly before buying me fast food. Yeah, I know. The second time was to someone in my family and the third time was a huge accident and I definitely regret it. I had stayed at my ex boyfriend’s house and he while he played it I was getting something. That was the first time I remember getting upset and angry. When it comes to my songs, which are about my personal emotions and about what I’ve lived through, I wouldn’t want anyone to know that. I’m good, I need to be.




    I pack the stuff away into my fridge and cabinets. I sit down on the floor again. I’m not really in the mood to write, I just want to calm my nerves down before it’s too late.




    What are you going to wear for a ‘hangout’? What’s that even supposed to mean? I don’t care, my jeans will have to fit again. I’m new to this city I know nothing about fashion or hangouts or even song writing. Why have I agreed to do this? Funny I haven’t. Whenever someone in my life actually leaves it is the moment I can die in peace. I’m telling you.




    The baggy shirt doesn’t look stylish either but if we’re honest, who cares? Except me and all the people there, right? Nevertheless, I don’t have time anyway because I should be there in thirty minutes and I still need to do my hair, pack my things and get there.




    I take my old skateboard for the first time since I got here and make my way through the city. The place, Jacob suggested, is outside the city, so taking the subway wouldn’t help me. The summer is beginning to end, so it gets colder in the evening. I start to feel the cold. I should have taken a thicker jacket with me- dammit.




    I eventually reach the address standing before a huge and old brick building. It kind of reminds me of New York again, I’ve told you this is basically a second New York. I pick my skateboard up and take my phone out and- shit I’m late. Great start, well done Olivia.




    I step up to the black door in front of me and I get my shit together to ring the bell. I stepped back to look around the neighbourhood. This is actually a very nice place, I definitely need to explore this place more. Added to my list.




    The door opens and I look into Jacobs’ smiling face. “Hello,” I say smiling.




    “Well, hello there. We didn’t think you’d actually show up,” he replied and we both laugh.




    “I am sorry, it took me longer to find this place than I thought but it’s really nice here.” Do not mention the fifteen minutes ‘what-to-wear’ decision.




    “No problem, have you skated the whole way here?” His deep voice asks me.




    “Yeah, I have.”




    “All right, come in then. We’re all waiting for you.” His smile grows again. He steps back into the building, making space for me. This is going to be nerve wrecking and I’m so in for a very long day. Oh crap!


  




  

    Chapter Three




    Please send me some help.




    I followed Jacob through plenty hallways it felt like a freaking labyrinth here. When we finally came to the end and into a little open garden space where everyone’s eyes were on me again. But that wasn’t the biggest problem. The biggest problem, and I’m talking about a massive one, is that he sat just in front of me. The guy I bumped into not even twenty-four hours ago.




    So, that brings me to where I am right now, confused as everyone stares between him and me.




    “You,” he says shocked. Jacob walks a little further to the couple of chairs where everyone’s seated.




    “You guys know each other?” Ben asks while running his fingers through his hair.




    “Well knowing is not the right word. We bumped into each other after I had left yesterday,” he tells everyone and gestures to the free chair nodding.




    Maya’s sits up a bit and says, “Well then Liv this is Ethan, the dipshit artist we make music for. Ethan, this is Olivia.”




    “I’m not a dipshit Mary,” he says offended.




    “Oh, shut up before you start Ethan. So, Liv, have you got your music with you for us?” Emma asks, and they all chuckle a little while I stare at them.




    “You write songs? I thought you took pictures?” is the first thing Ethan says to me. He keeps his eyes locked on mine which makes me want to run away. Why are they all so intimidating?




    “No one asked me to bring anything with me… uhm…,” is the only thing I can say to this.




    Jacob chuckles before he tells me: “Yeah, if we had asked you, you definitely wouldn’t have shown up here. Besides that, I kinda feel offended that you didn’t tell me that you’re a photographer as well.”




    “That is true, but I am neither a photographer nor a songwriter. And I won’t show you anything, if it’s not good enough.” I’m tell him raising my hands up.




    “Oh, stop talking and give me your phone right now,” Jacob replies.




    “Jacob, stop pushing her. She doesn’t want to show us,” Ethan says attacking him.




    “Of course, she does. I swear I can smell that she has got some stuff we can use. It’s like God gave me the task to find someone to help you with writing so no offence Ethan but stop talking. You will thank me one day anyway.” I only watch swearing that they’re like two five-year-old children.




    “I swear you’re already getting on my nerves. Why do you need to be like this the whole time J? Leave her alone, she doesn’t feel comfortable around someone like you,” he blurts out putting his hands on his head as if he has a headache.




    “Could you both just stop acting like this and maybe consider asking her what she wants you two idiots!” Emma shouted at them which caused everyone to laugh except for the two of them. She turns to me and asks, “So, what do you think?”




    I chuckle before replying. “I think my best friend is totally like you Jacob. She is literally you in female form.” Everyone starts to laugh again.




    “Why don’t you want others to listen to your music?” Ben asks more seriously now.




    I feel my pulse racing faster and my chest beats faster. Not this again, just calm down, no one’s going to die.




    “I… uhm… I’ve actually played my songs to only three people in my life and it’s just… It is like giving a part of me away. The stuff I write, I write with honest vulnerability. So, I guess I don’t want to be vulnerable in front of someone else.” I admit, more honest now.




    “Honest vulnerability? You are at least going to have to explain that to us darling,” Jacob states. He’s like the gay best friend that everyone wants to have I can feel it..




    I take a deep breath. “You can write down what you feel, honest and vulnerable but you hide it behind the music and in the lyrics, so it means something different to everyone else. It’s like mentioning a place, and everyone thinks of a different sight or view of it even though it’s the same subject.”




    “Wow, she’s also smart. I like her, she can stay.” Ben tells everyone and they all chuckle. Me on the other hand, I start to feel more nervous again.




    A new conversation’s starts, which is a huge relief to me, and everyone seems to be involved except for Ethan. He’s constantly staring at his phone. What is he even doing?




    “Okay, so Olivia will you come to the studio with us tomorrow? If you don’t want to show us your music now you could send it to Jacob or Ethan if you want to,” Mary asks me and now even Ethan’s looking at me. Wow, not this again.




    “I don’t think that…,” I start to say but no one else other than Ethan himself interrupts me.




    “Leave it guys she won’t do it.”




    Everyone frowns at him.




    “Dis someone shit in your coffee today, mate?” Jacob asks.




    Before they even get a chance to have a fight I should go right? It’s my fault he’s pissed. What have I done? “I think I should go now. Thanks for inviting me it was nice to see all of you, but this is… I should just go.”




    “No, Olivia wait he didn’t mean it like that he’s sometimes just kind of a dork don’t listen to him.” Emma tries to make it all sound better and less hurting but that does not help. I’m definitely not welcome here anymore. Now they’re all starting to discuss it again. I decided to just vanish out of here. This was a freaking bad idea, and I should’ve listened to my doubts. You see, they’re there for a good reason.




    I pick up my backpack and my jacket, and make my way through this whole labyrinth again. Did we take a right or a left here? Who even came up with such a stupid idea? I eventually reach the door and taking my skateboard I open the door. It’s already dark outside, which means to find the way home will be a fucking lot harder this time.




    “Olivia, wait. Please!” Ben shouts from behind me.




    As I turn around, he’s already reached me and the look in his eyes makes me want to cry even more. That’s why I only hang out with Abby because she does not hurt me or embarrass me when I’m alone. Well, she does hurt me but not in that way.




    “Ben, I can’t do this, and we all know that. I really need to leave with the rest of my dignity I have left because I feel fucking embarrassed now. Please don’t try to make me stay because you will only waste your time.”




    “I won’t, I promise. I’ll take you home, it’s late and dark and you said you didn’t know the way.”




    I nod as he leads me to a white car. With my skateboard in one hand, I open the door and climb in to the car.




    “I am sorry about what happened. He’s not always like that,” he calmly says.




    “It is okay. I shouldn’t have come any way. I don’t know why I agreed to even show up.” I admit looking out the window. The last thing I want to see now is the pity-look from him or anyone else.




    “Don’t say that, you’re very welcome with us. He just doesn’t know what’s good for him and as far as I know you don’t know what’s good for you either. Just come to the studio or send Jacob just one song, you won’t be judged.”




    “We both know it’s not a good idea. I should just stay in my place, in my one bubble and you guys do what you do.” I murmur. Don’t you dare to fucking cry in front of a stranger Olivia Jones, or I’ll murder you afterwards.




    He doesn’t say anything. We’re both staying quite except for when I give him directions. After some time, we reached my home. I grabbed all my stuff and opened the car door. “Thanks for the ride Ben, it was nice to see you.”




    “The pleasure was ours, Liv. I’ll see you.” He smirks and I can’t do anything else but roll my eyes and chuckle.




    I entered my apartment and put all my stuff away. I sit down at my piano. It’s time to write. Don’t think, just write Olivia. I always do this, letting it out in the way of a melody, before I give it the power to make me drown in all of it.


  




  

    Chapter Four




    As I open my eyes, I can see the ceiling in my living room. How did I even end up on the coach last night? At least no nightmares this time, we’re making progress here.




    I end up eating some toast, scrambled eggs and tea of course. We’re in England, I just have to have tea.




    After I took a shower I recorded some more music. I thought about telling Abby everything. Writing songs helps me with my feelings but it doesn’t give me advice or talk to me; just like you.




    I pick up my phone to call her.




    “Hey Abby.”




    “Hello Liv, why are you calling me? It’s like six in the morning. Don’t get me wrong, I really appreciate hearing anything from you,” she says. Yup, time zones are usually not nice, unless you want to avoid someone, who lives half the world away from you.




    “I’ve just missed you and I want to hear your voice. Besides that, it’s nearly noon sleepyhead.” (I’m lying.)




    “You’re still a shit when it comes to lying. Now again, why are you calling me so early in the morning?” she asks. And again, she knows me too well.




    “It was horrible. They wanted me to play music, but I couldn’t do it, and you know why. It got worse when the guy, I had bumped into, suddenly sat in front of me and wasn’t too happy with me being there and my not wanting to show them my music.”




    “Damn Olivia. I know you’re scared but maybe this is the right time to open up and to take new opportunities. And the guy’s just an ass when he doesn’t realize how perfect you and your music are. Don’t you dare let anyone else question you about yourself or talk you down.”




    “It’s just so difficult without her and you and…,” I am interrupted by the ringing of my front doorbell. “Give me a second Abby, I need to open the door really quickly.” I walk towards my front door and I open it. The second I see who’s standing there I feel as if my eyes are falling straight out of my head. “What the actual fuck? Abby, I’ll call you back later.” I tell her before hanging up. The devil himself stands before me and he looks as if he has just climbed out of bed. Brown curls hanging messily in his face and his eyes still have a light glimmer.




    “Hi,” he says.




    “What are you doing here and how do you know where I live?” I ask, as I start to feel a little angry. I never get angry, what is he doing to me?




    “Ben told me where your apartment was after he had driven you home. I came to apologize and to take you to the studio.”




    “Well, that’s not gonna happen. Sorry but you have wasted your time coming here. Have a good day now Ethan and tell the others a hi from me.” I’m about to close the door in his face when he holds his big hands against it to keep it open. Shit, he’s got some muscles.




    “Olivia, wait,” he murmurs. I turn around to face him. “Can I come in?”




    I sigh and step aside to make place for him. “It’s really… nice here. Haven’t pictured you as a minimalist though,” he says.




    “Considering I’ve moved here three days ago I didn’t really have the time to buy something fancy.”




    “You’ve just moved here?” He seems surprised. Yeah, I told you that five seconds ago Sherlock Holmes. I nod putting on a tiny fake smile.




    “Jacob made me come here. He basically yelled at me for thirty minutes to apologize for being an ass and to make you come to the studio today… with your music.”




    Are you fucking serious now? “At least he’s got some sort of morals. Maybe you should really consider, listening to him. You can tell him that she said no thank you.” Give it to him Olivia! I’m really not in the mood to talk to him, considering how he acted yesterday. I had hoped he was actually nice… guess I was wrong. Not the first time and it probably won’t be the last.




    He starts to chuckle. This was supposed to offend him, what the fuck? “I didn’t know you were that feisty, but I like it.”




    “You know nothing about me Ethan.” I tell him sending him some provocative looks.




    “So do you. Listen, I’m admitting I wasn’t too nice last night and I’m kind of sorry for that, but I really haven’t got the nerve or the time to deal with this for much longer. I have got some things to do today. So, would you please stop provoking me and get in the damn car?” he says very directly and intimidating. He’s kind of sorry? What the hell is wrong with him?




    “Give me one good reason to come with you right now.” I’m so tired of people just wanting things from me without giving me something back. I don’t care whether he has no time or something to do, I literally do not care anymore.




    He sighs, looking at the floor and back to me. “Because I’ve asked you to.” Now I’m the one who’s sighing.




    “You won’t leave, will you?” I ask and he shakes his head with a little smirk on his face.




    “I’ll be out in five minutes. You can wait outside.” I see a little relief in his face before he leaves through the front door. I turn around to go to my room to get changed.




    I grabbed my computer. When I got outside, he was already sitting in his black car in the parking lot.




    “Jacob is gonna finally stop yelling at me because I got you to come.” He jokes. It’s not really a funny joke, you idiot.




    “Good for you then.”




    He looks at me and starts to drive. We were both silent even when we reached the studio. I did not feel the need to talk to him, as he is getting on my nerves. It’s a relief that he hasn’t caused me more anxiety. I don’t even know what he’s making me feel.




    I’m going to walk into the studio for the first time and I’m scared as shit. What if I’m not enough or what if I don’t even like being here? I never could’ve pictured myself being here after what happened to me and what he did to me…




    I’m so lost in my thoughts, that I do not realize we are going into the building, until I hear a couple of voices chatting. We went into the studio room and took a seat. This place is huge, it’s got several instruments, a computer space for all the smart guys who work with the music…, the producers, you know what I mean, right? The floor is laid with vintage carpets which matches perfectly with the wooden walls and ceilings.




    After a quick hello and Jacob picking on Ethan for actually getting me here, they started to have a conversation about some songs they’re currently working on. My thoughts drift off to something different again, while I text Abby about what has happened. The coughing pulls me out of my daydream. I lift my head to see everyone else staring at me again. I should get used to this, right?




    “Sorry, what did you say?” This is so embarrassing.




    “You get lost quite a lot, don’t you?” Ethan is picking on me now. I was just about to calm down from our meeting this morning.




    “Shut it, Ethan.” Jacob asks if I am willing to show them some of my music.




    “If you don’t want dipshit here to listen, we’ll just send him out. Don’t worry about him.” Mary tells me. Ethan opens his mouth and lifts his hands with a pissed look. He deserved that, let’s be honest.




    “Yeah, I’ll show you if you want to, of course. I also don’t care whether Ethan is listening or not. That’s not my problem.”




    “Yes, go on Olivia.”




    Jacob stands up to give me high-five. I’m telling you, he’s just like Abby. I take my computer out of my bag and start to find one of my better songs I can play for them without losing more of my dignity. My hands start to shake again, and I am sweating and become more nervous again.




    “It is okay, you don’t need to be nervous.” Ethan tells me. Is he pregnant or why is he having these mood swings?




    In the end, I choose the song ‘Light Stick’, which is about her, to show them. At least that’s what everyone thinks, who knows about my mother. As most songs are, but this one is a rough, touching and still beautiful song. I wrote it about six months ago when I had another one of my episodes.




    I take a deep breath in and out before turning up the volume and clicking on the song. She would’ve wanted that, right?




    I hear the intro and the soft piano chord and immediately I get a shiver down my spine maybe this wasn’t a good idea. I have only listened to this one twice after having recorded it and every time I end up having a breakdown and calling Abby.




    After hearing the first chorus my eyes start to tear up and my chest tightens. Olivia Jones you cannot start to cry in front of all these people again. It’s just a damn song about one person. It’s gone, it’s over, so stop acting like a child.




    Maybe it’s because I felt like a child back then when she did, what she had to…


  




  

    Chapter Five




    The song slowly fades and everyone is silent, not looking at me. Is it seriously that bad? I know I’m not a professional, but this is one of the better songs. I think… so at least.




    “This is…,” Jacob begins but doesn’t say anything more.




    Ethan turns his head towards me and says, “It’s absolutely brilliant. It’s rough and heavy and still full of emotions at the same time. It makes you think of lying on the street in the rain and not stopping to think of this person. It’s like you turned something dark into a piece of music that is utterly incredible.” His eyes are a little swollen and red. Is this man seriously that emotional?




    “Liv this is great seriously you have to work with us. It would be so much better with your words and that brilliant brain you’ve got in your pretty head. You should really release this song. I’m serious this is… I can’t describe it in words.” Mary says and now they are all looking at me.




    “I can’t release it, it’s nothing special and I’m not a professional. No one would want to hear it and besides that I have no people I work with.” I admit.




    “You have us now,” Ben says, and it makes me smile. “No seriously, think about it, this could blow up, I can feel it. We’ve worked with dipshit here for a few years and I just feel you have potential. Maybe you’ll even become better than him and we can finally work with someone nice. No offence Ethan.” Everyone laughs except for him. If looks could kill, he would be dead. “This is fun, you need this Olivia, you need people in your life.”




    “If you guys despise working with me so much then you should maybe consider backing the fuck off before we finish this whole thing. You could finally work with someone like her, and I’ll have one pain less in my ass and focus on this album. Which we need, if I may say again, to finish very fucking soon. I don’t need any distractions anymore so Olivia, either you’re in it or you should go.” As I said, he’s a dick but this time he won’t humiliate me again.




    “Maybe Ethan, you should be glad that someone like her has actually agreed to work with someone as nice as you.” I retort giving him an innocent smile.




    “Oooh, she’s getting feisty now. I swear to whoever is up there Liv, you have saved us,” Jacob says.




    I raise one eyebrow at Ethan. He sits with his jaw tight and his hands made into fists. His knuckles are already going white… he doesn’t hit women, does he? Maybe I shouldn’t have? Oh shut up now he deserved it. If you can’t take it, you shouldn’t be so rude to others Mister Happy.




    “So, what’s this whole project about?” I ask to change the subject and to focus on being productive for once.




    After they introduce me to their new project, which is absolutely amazing to be honest, I decide to pack my things and make my way back home to get some rest. About their project, they’re planning an amazing album and a huge tour, which will take about five months. Along with some music videos of the songs they’ve already got, they still need about six more songs to complete the whole thing. Don’t get me wrong but I didn’t pick Ethan as such a well-known singer. I really need to Google him when I get home. The thought of him actually being in front of so many people trying to be nice is really scary… he’s so confusing. Sometimes his nice and sometimes his just a dick. You never know when his mood changes.




    I leave the studio, as quietly as possible, putting the backpack over my shoulder and my headphones in my ears. I make my way through the dark city. I keep walking for about five minutes when I hear a car driving next to me slowly. I turn to my left just to see the devil himself in the car, staring at me with amusement. I raise my eyebrows confused taking my headphones off.




    “Ran away quickly, didn’t ya? Not so brave anymore now huh?” I roll my eyes at his statement and walk faster. Just ignore him and walk home. He speeds up a bit still following me. Why is this so funny, you dork?




    “Seriously, what do you want Ethan?” I ask aloud, which scares me but obviously not him. He just finds it even funnier.




    “Right now? I want to know where you’re going.”




    “See, I have this thing and it’s called an apartment and I can actually live there.” I keep on walking while he laughs out loud. At least he knows what sarcasm is. We’re taking baby steps here.




    “I’ll take you home. Get in the car,” he’s saying monotonously. You’re ripping my nerves apart seriously.




    “Thanks, but no thanks. I told you I won’t get into your car more than once and if I’m able to count this once has already happened.” Yes, give it to him!




    “This wasn’t a request, Olivia.” Who do you think you are? I stop walking and look into his eyes. He stares at me with his deathly eyes, and I get into the vehicle.




    “Didn’t pick you as someone with a sense of humour, not after I heard your song,” he admits. Mood swings, again.




    “What has my song got to do with all of this?” I ask bringing my hands to my head. I swear if this keeps going on, my head will definitely explode before his damn tour is even being announced.




    “Dunno, just trying to figure you out. What was it called again? Light Stick?”




    I look at him and then out of the window. “Believe me, there’s nothing interesting you would want to find out about me.”




    “Well, I’d like to find out on my own if you’re lying to me right now.”




    “Just don’t, please. You’ll be disappointed. Besides that, didn’t you wanna drive me home so badly?” I ask him. He nods slightly. “Then why aren’t you driving?” He drives me fucking crazy. That’s what he does.




    “Why are you so… closed up? What are you so afraid of that you won’t open up. If you work with us you will have to open eve..“, he says as I interrupt him because I cannot take this interrogation any longer.




    “Because I’m fucking scared of that!” I shout at him and I turn away so that he can’t see my face.




    “Of telling me…?” He doesn’t get it, does he?




    “I’m fucking scared of being vulnerable in front of people. I hate the thought of someone knowing everything about me because no one does. So, Ethan, please just let it be.” My eyes fill with tears, I didn’t wanna cry before him. That’s not the plan.




    “You’re scared of people leaving you, aren’t you?”




    “I’m scared of losing people I care about.” I turn my face towards him letting him see how much this hurts me, maybe then he’ll finally stop.




    “And the song is about that…? Sorry, you’re just really difficult to read.”




    “Have you actually considered that I don’t wanna be read, especially not by you? You know for someone who writes songs, you’re freaking shit at finding the emotions in others’ songs.” I tell him making him smirk, which makes me smile for a small second.




    “I must admit, I deserved that. Never been good at things with emotions and stuff. I usually write from actions and not from special emotions.” Wow, that’s the first thing I know about him. I don’t even know his last name, which is a little weird, considering that I’m going to work with him. Or for him?




    “If you don’t want to tell me, fine. But don’t worry, I’ll find out anyway whether you like it or not. Take it as a promise.”




    “You won’t stop, will you?” I ask.




    “Nope,” he replies smirking.




    “Great, then I’m in for a super exhausting time.”




    “Probably, but you’re not the only one. The others are often a pain in someone’s ass.”




    “Does that include you?” Now I’m the one grinning.




    “For someone who’s kinda shy you actually do have a lot to say when it comes to talking me down.” He smiles.




    “Believe me, I’m not saying half of the things I’d like to. Say thank you, accept it and drive me home so I can finally get out of this car.” He laughs, shaking his head and starts the car.




    Abby will definitely freak out about this. But what would you say?


  




  

    Chapter Six




    After fifteen minutes of awkward silence, we finally arrive at my apartment. I get out of the car with a small goodbye.




    It has been three days. Three days of me organizing the rest of my stuff, exploring London, writing some music and three days of absolutely no Ethan-incidents. It actually felt absolutely great to be on my own, although I did speak to Abby a few times but nothing more.




    Okay, I lied. Who are we kidding here?




    It’s been three days of nightmares, mental breakdowns and me ignoring all calls. You happy now? I told the truth, just the way you always wanted me to. But today’s different, it has to be. I am going to make it stop by going out and not crying. I have this kind of often actually. I just spend days at home, ignoring everyone, as I try to focus on becoming a little more mentally stable.




    The truth is, I’ve been hiding these things for years and I’ve become very good at doing so. Most of the time I can even hide it from Abby, which is a great achievement after what I told you. No one should worry about me. I can’t bother anyone after what happened in my life. Besides that, I don’t even have a reason to be sad when so many people are fighting to stay alive. I shouldn’t feel this way. I have Abby and myself. I don’t need anything else. Maybe I need you more than I thought I would, but who even cares? You left me like everyone else.




    Just get over it and move on, seriously Olivia, you’re not in school anymore.




    “Hi Dad. I’m sorry I didn’t call earlier. I’ve just been busy with moving.” I realize now that it was a bad idea to call him.




    “I was very worried Olivia. Besides that, you knew that I didn’t want you to move to another country.” He sounds angry again. He always does, since you know what happened.




    “It’s not your decision. I’m an adult, I’m my own person and I need to go my own way, no matter how much you like it or not. I’m sorry that I’m not what you wanted me to be and I’m sorry if that makes you feel disappointed, but this is my goddamn life and I don’t need to make all of you happy anymore. I did that for way too long,” I tell him honestly holding on tighter to the phone in my hand.




    “What happened to you? You’ve only been there for a week now and you’re already so different. You need to be careful.”




    “I grew up. That’s what happened, I had time and I can very much live on my own without any of you telling me what to do.” I lie. I can’t really live on my own. Well, unless you want a freaking mess, which you already have.




    “I’m worried because I care about you. You don’t know if they are still out there Olivia.” Oh God, not this again, seriously, we’ve been over this.




    I pace up and down in my living room to be less stressed and to sound more… mature than usual. “Dad when are you going to stop harassing me for something that will never happen? That’s pathetic and you know it. I’m done with this shit and all of you coming at me. If you’re gonna continue to fill my life with lies and false excuses because I’m not good enough for you… then please say it Dad. I’m done doing this shit and if you all won’t stop then… I must be done with you too.” So much for sounding mature. I’m more likely to sound like a little child while crying… maybe because I’m crying? Anyway, that’s what you would’ve wanted me to do just like Abby still does and for once, it’s what I want.




    “We’re all in danger and you moving away doesn’t make it all better. These men are dangerous and you’re unknowing and innocent and…,” he starts, but I cut him off and scream into the phone.




    “Maybe I wouldn’t be unknowing if you’d actually tell me what happened to my mom, your goddamn wife. I feel as if I don’t know myself, but her and all of you too. You need to trust me instead of trying to lock me away. Why are you doing this to me?”




    “We’re doing something to you. God, Olivia, we are keeping you safe from these people who actually want to hurt us for what she did, even though she did it in good faith.”




    “You are not keeping me safe; you want to keep me hidden from all of this. And I’m so beyond done with all of this shit. It’s over, she won’t come back, and neither will these people, you’re constantly talking about. I’m done talking to you until you can actually find it in your heart to treat me like a normal person, like a daughter. I hate to break it to you, but you’ve never been a father to me, and you never will be. You fucked up the only job you had, and I’m done waiting for the person I wanted you to be. I am done with waiting desperately for all those things I will never get. This is my life and I do not intend to waste it anymore. Forgive me or forgive yourself, I do not care but I’m ending this conversation now. Bye Dad.” I hang up the call and start sobbing more and more. It’s a relief.




    You did it. After all those fucking years. I’m so beyond proud of you Olivia, holy shit.




    This is the perfect time to write music, right? Do your thing and you will stop feeling this way, eventually. It will settle, once the storm is over, it has to. I’ve learned to deal with it on my own, I don’t need anyone else now.




    After about an hour of sitting, writing, recording and listening to music, I finally took a shower and grabbed my camera. I mean, I live here now but I’ll have to work eventually, and I’m not sure if I can stand working with Ethan… no, I’m sure I can’t. He doesn’t like me. I don’t like him and all of this is too new for me… I guess.




    When I arrive at home from taking photos, I start to edit them to upload them onto the website I created about a year ago. It doesn’t bring me a lot of money, but it’s better than nothing and maybe someone will book me for an event, when they see my pictures. Again, I am not a professional but they could be worse. I actually had a few little jobs through this website, so, I’m not too hopeless when it comes to that.




    When it got darker, I ordered a pizza, because I was starving… no I was hungry, very hungry. I don’t like to use terms like starving or depressed instead of words that actually mean sad or hungry. They’re half the world apart from each other and still, people misuse these words. I shouldn’t be this way. People are suffering, people are dying and others just mistreat their illness for something which is common. It is like: ‘Oh, I have migraine’ instead of ‘Oh, I have a headache’. They’re not the same and we really shouldn’t let anyone say such things. It’s just not right.




    I’ve been waiting for around thirty minutes when the doorbell finally rang, and the pizza guy finally brought me my dinner. I left him the change and got back to my couch, to watch a movie.




    So, here I am, eating a pizza like a five-year-old child. How I love it. Maybe that’s another reason I despise eating in public. I just look like a toddler. To be completely fair with you, I might look uglier, because I’m still half crying but I guess you’ll never know. I’m just really sensitive… I hate to know that people are suffering and that I can’t do anything about it. Pizza and music will fix that.




    While I cut the rest of the pizza up with my scissors (Yes, that is the only right way to do it. Besides; I don’t have a pizza cutter, so don’t come after me please.) the doorbell rings again. I get up from the couch and walk towards my front door. Just wipe the tears away Liv, before someone sees them. Why do people always interrupt me when I’m having these… weak moments.




    I wipe my eyes with my sweatshirt and open the front door. Standing there are Jacob, Mary and Ethan. Please kill me now.




    I stare at them in shock.




    “It’s nice to see you too Liv,” Jacob says pulling me into a hug before stepping in. Oh yes sure, just come on in and make yourself at home. Whatever.




    “Hey Liv, can we come in for a second?” Mar asks waiting for my reply, and after a small nod she also steps in giving me a hug.




    “Hi.”




    “Hi Ethan.” I say as he walks into my apartment and follows the others. I close the door and go back into my living room.




    They all sit down on my couch and look weirdly at the TV, the pizza, the tissues and then back to me. They are all frown at me. Jacob is the first to say something. “Have you been crying while eating a pizza and watching this movie?”




    I frown trying to think of a good answer, but to be honest, nothing I could say would make this less awkward than it already is.




    “I… uhm might have but that is a good movie,” I say, trying to defend myself.




    “No it is not. They both die in the end,” Ethan says, looking back at me.




    “Yeah, that’s like the whole point. We all die in the end.” I say standing in front of the couch, picking-up the remote control and switching the TV off. “What are you all doing here and where are the others? You already decided to show up without telling me?” It’s a mix of confusion, being pissed, embarrassed, tired and sad. Just like everything else, I can’t understand it.




    Maybe someday I will.
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