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OLIVE PARKER WALKED out of the Fountain Valley Rehabilitation Facility and down to the bus stop. She had spent the last few months recovering from her opioid addiction and reliving the mistakes that she had made while she was high. Olive had lost everything in a short amount of time, including her girlfriend, her job, and most of her friends. She felt embarrassed about her behavior now that she had time to look back on it, and now, she was just looking for a chance to start over. 

Olive watched as the dusty bus pulled up in front of her and boarded. It would be the last time that it would have to make this stop for her as she was now finished with her treatment, and she felt successful that she had made it through as many had not. Olive knew that she would miss the other patients and the staff at Fountain Valley as she had grown very close to them in the time that she had spent there, but she was happy to get a new start and one where she could call the shots. 

She had spent the last few years in the public's eye, which meant having critics at every corner. As the lead guitarist of Jems and Jamz, there were many times where she was criticized for her behavior, personality, or even what she looked like, and that made it difficult for her to focus on her positive attributes. Her relationship with the lead singer of this band was also under constant scrutiny during this time, which made it difficult to create a close bond with her partner and enjoy the activities that normal couples did. Eventually, Olive just felt alone. She searched for something, anything that would bring her comfort, and that’s how she ended up with Viola. 

Viola was the drummer of Two Hearts, a rival band that had tried to steal their spotlight for years. Olive knew of the band, but she had never had the chance to get close enough to have a conversation as her former girlfriend, Buck, did not like them. That all changed the one night when she went to the club with a few of her friends without Buck. Viola had been there, looking stoic in the dark lighting, and Olive, being how she was, sated her curiosity by talking to the other woman. She had approached Viola, only to find the other woman take to her immediately. The two sat in conversation all night, discussing different happenings with their bands and life experiences. Before she knew it, Olive had fallen in love with Viola and out of love with Buck. She broke up with Buck and moved in with Viola. She had been excited to explore her feelings for Viola, and she had an idea in her head of how wonderful it would be for the two of them to be together permanently. However, that changed quickly. Viola was great at putting on a face, but behind closed doors, she was mean and almost always depressed. Olive felt herself slowly being taken down by the other woman, which eventually led her to opioids. 

During her time on these drugs, Olive could feel herself changing. When she wasn’t taking the pills, she was depressed and unmotivated, but as soon as she popped one of those colorful tablets in her mouth, she didn’t care about anything. Olive had found this way of coping with her situation useful, but the longer she stayed with Viola, the more depressed she got. The other woman told her who she could and could not see and what she could and could not do. There were always limitations, and Olive felt like she did not have a life of her own. Over time, Olive turned into a different person. She did not eat but a nibble here and there, which ended up in her losing an extensive amount of weight. She also started dipping into her savings to finance her addiction. Things kept going downhill until she left Viola one night and went back to her former band. She had no intentions at the time of joining back up with them, but when she saw the familiar faces of her former band mates, she got emotional and told them she wanted back in. It did not take long for her emotions to change, however, and that was probably because of her substance abuse. She had blacked out several times on the pills in the past, but when she blacked out after joining up with her former band, things got real. She didn’t remember much about the night of the first concert that she was supposed to play with them after she rejoined, but she remembered getting pulled off stage and how Buck talked to her about her issues with addiction. That was the night that she knew that she needed to change, and Olive knew at that point that her music career was over. 

Buck had helped her find a rehabilitation center was away from everything that she knew. Olive had wanted to be somewhere that would not remind her of her past, as she knew that anything that was familiar might trigger her to slip up when she was trying to recover. That is how she ended up at Fountain Valley, and going there had been one of the best decisions that she had made.  Fountain Valley had shown her a different life. There they treated her the same as everyone else. There were no cameras, no paparazzi, and no tabloids. At Fountain Valley, Olive was just known as Olive Parker.

Olive looked around the bus, watching a man across from her change his expression as he listened to an audiobook displayed across the screen of his phone and a woman catty-corner from her struggle to keep her groceries in their plastic bags every time the bus hit a bump. She felt a subtle connection with these people as she imagined what their lives were like and thought about where they were going. 

“Madison,” the bus driver yelled, calling her stop. 

Olive shook herself awake from her imagination and bolted towards the bus door. She was excited to spend her first night out of rehab in her new apartment. She knew that she would need to find a job to pay her bills now that she was out of the program as she couldn’t rely on her savings forever, but that could wait until tomorrow. Tonight, she just wanted to relax and watching her favorite television shows. It had been a while since she had gotten any time to herself. 
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RIVER LOOKED UP AS a woman with long, brown hair walked into her café. It had been quiet for the last hour as the morning rush had dissipated, and she had been working to get everything ready for the upcoming lunch rush. 

“Hello,” she said to the woman, noticing that she was looking at the counter instead of the menu board. “Can I help you?” 

“Yes, I was looking for a job,” the other woman replied, setting her designer purse on the counter. 

River looked her over, noticing that her attire was comprised of name brands, and wondered what a woman with a new manicure would need with a job at a café. “Do you have a resume with you?” 

“No,” the other woman said. “I haven’t made one of those since I was in eighth grade.”

“Do you have any experience working in a restaurant setting?”

“No,” the brown-haired woman replied, giving River a once over with her light green eyes. “Is it always this difficult to get an application?” the woman asked with her hand on her hip. 

“No,” River said, wanting to ask the other woman why she wanted a job there as she was well off. “My applications are all online,” she replied instead, knowing that any reference to the woman’s appearance could cause a lawsuit. “I’m not used to anyone coming in and asking for a job. It’s a rarity in the digital age.”

“Well, I’m not digital yet,” the other woman stated. “I just moved here, and I haven’t gotten my computer set up. Is there anyway to just do an interview?” 

River grinned at the other woman, watching as she examined her nails while waiting for a response. The woman surely did not look like her regular choice of employee, but after witnessing her spoiled attitude and high maintenance behavior, River figured that hiring the other woman might be entertaining for her. “What’s your name?” River asked her, bringing the woman’s attention back to her. 

“Olive Parker,” the snide beauty replied with a smirk. “Don’t you recognize me?”

River looked at her closely, trying to remember if she had seen her before. Long brown hair. Sensitive green eyes. Hourglass figure. “Nope,” River replied. “Haven’t seen you before.” 

“Does Jems and Jamz ring a bell?” Olive retorted with a raised eyebrow. 

“I don’t think so,” River replied. The name seemed familiar, however, but she was bound and determined not to oblige the other woman. “Is that the jewelry store in Lincoln?” River finally asked, noticing that Olive was staring into her at this point and tapping her fingers in agitation. 

“No, it’s a band,” Olive sighed. 

“Well, it doesn’t ring a bell at the moment,” River said. “What’s your relation?” 

“Never mind,” Olive snapped, shaking her head. “I’ll just go home and get my computer set up.” 

River watched as the other woman turned around and walked towards the door. “Olive,” she called as the woman grasped the door handle.

“Yeah?” Olive replied in a defeated tone.

“You’re hired,” River said. “Be here at 5 a.m. tomorrow.”

“Thank you,” Olive replied, a softness in her face. 

“No problem,” River replied. “And Olive...”

“Yeah?” 

“Wear regular clothing,” River commented. “I don’t want any of your brand names to get ruined by hard work.” 

The other woman gave her a look and said something, but thought the better. “Will do,” Olive replied as she exited the café. 

River stood there with her arms folded over her chest, watching the other woman as she walked down the sidewalk and to her car. The woman had awoken something inside of her, but she wasn’t sure what it was. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three

[image: ]




OLIVE GOT OUT OF HER car and walked into Riverside Café, hoping that she looked presentable. The small venue wasn’t exactly what she was used to when it came to a job, but then again, she hadn’t had too many in her lifetime. Olive had grown up in a wealthy area, and her Aunt May had raised her. She was never the kid that had to worry about food or clothing and even had more than one new car before she turned seventeen. Her college had been paid for, and her aunt provided her with a monthly allowance to cover any other expenses that she might have enjoyed shopping or going out with friends. 

Olive never was required to have a job to provide for herself, though she had one in college, and when she had joined Jems and Jamz, Olive had found herself in a position where she could support herself. She had never gone without or had to worry about how she was going to afford things until now. Now, Olive was experiencing life how she figured many other did. She had bills to pay, and she knew after calculating the amount she had reserved in her savings that she would have to get a job if she wanted to afford her day-to-day needs. 

Olive knew that her aunt would be more than willing to help her if she asked, but she also knew that would affect the comfortable condition that her aunt was living in, and she didn’t want to take away from Aunt May’s comfort after the other woman had spent her good years taking care of her. 
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