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CHAPTER ONE: Orange Water
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The new drink was the talk of the town, an edgy rite of passage for teenagers. The fact that it might have been poison was merely a footnote. Everyone seemed to be sipping it, flaunting the sleek bottle as a badge of trendiness. But for Randy, the drink had the opposite effect—it made her feel sick to her stomach.

The drink came from a corporation called Efasnu Water, a company with a curious history. Efasnu Water was the brainchild of Levi Marshall, a man who had inherited a pristine spring source from his grandfather decades earlier. Back then, the bottled water industry was riddled with questionable practices. Companies often cut corners, failing to filter their water properly or using subpar materials for their bottles. Aware of these unethical standards, Levi saw an opportunity to make a difference. In 1987, he founded Efasnu with the lofty ambition of creating an ethical water brand to set a new industry standard.

From its inception, Efasnu faced stiff competition. The bottled water market was already saturated with established players, each vying for dominance. To stand out, Efasnu had to get creative. Over the years, the company forged partnerships with music video artists, tapping into youth culture and ensuring their brand became synonymous with cool. They launched limited-edition merchandise, from reusable bottles to trendy apparel, and even ran scholarship programs encouraging students to showcase their commitment to environmental stewardship.

Despite its public image as an ethical and innovative company, Efasnu had its share of quirks. For one, the qualifications to work there were surprisingly lenient. Applicants needed only an associate's degree and a demonstrated interest in helping the environment. Efasnu prided itself on accessibility and, remarkably, boasted that it employed a staggering one-third of the American workforce.

But beneath this progressive façade lay an ironic twist: the name "Efasnu," when spelled backward, spelled the word"Unsafe." It was a curious choice for a company selling something as basic and essential as water. Was it an oversight, or a subtle acknowledgment of the contradictions within the industry?

For Randy, though, the irony didn’t matter. All she knew was that the trendy drink didn’t sit right with her—and perhaps, just maybe, that was a sign of something deeper amiss with Efasnu Water.

Among employees, however, it had become a long-running joke—a source of endless amusement for some and annoyance for others.

“Hey, Randy, come here! You’ve got to see this,” George called out from across the break room, his voice carrying a mischievous tone. He was one of the many employees at Efasnu Water and, in Randy’s opinion, the most obnoxious. She rolled her eyes, debating whether to ignore him, but curiosity got the better of her.

“What now, George?” she sighed, walking over to where he was seated.

“Just look at this. It’s hilarious,” he said, barely able to contain his snickering. Spread out in front of him were magnetic letters spelling “Efasnu.” With a flourish, George rearranged them to spell “Unsafe.” He grinned, leaning back as if he had just unveiled the world’s funniest joke.

Randy crossed her arms, unimpressed. “Yeah, George. Real original. I’ve only seen you and half the staff do this, what, a hundred times?”

“But it’s so good!” George protested, laughing. “How can you not appreciate this?”

She rolled her eyes again, her patience wearing thin. “Because it’s not funny, George. And for the record, I know you’re only doing this because you have a crush on me.”

George feigned shock, clutching his chest dramatically. “Randy, me? A crush? No way...unless.” He winked, his grin widening.

Randy gestured to their identical blue jumpsuits, complete with the Efasnu logo stitched over the right chest pocket. “George, I wear the same uniform as you. Trust me, there’s nothing here to crush on.”

"I promise you, Randy, I'm not trying to flirt with you."
Randy stood there with her arms crossed, her sharp gaze boring into him. She was unconvinced.
George could feel the weight of her skepticism. Her posture, the tight line of her lips, and the subtle arch of her brow all screamed distrust. He let out a resigned sigh, running a hand through his dark hair in frustration.

"Here," he said, his tone shifting as he suddenly reached into the chest pocket of his pristine jumpsuit and pulled out a crisp fifty-dollar bill. He held it out toward her with an expectant look.

Randy’s expression barely shifted, though her eyes flicked to the bill for a brief moment. Reluctantly, she reached out and took it, her fingers brushing the edge of the note. When she realized what it was, her shoulders tensed.

"What is this for, George?" she asked, her tone flat and laced with irritation.

"It’s for you," George said casually, flashing her his signature grin. "You know, in case you want to buy something nice later." He added a wink for good measure as if that would soften the gesture.

Randy rolled her eyes so hard it was a wonder they didn’t get stuck. She exhaled, her patience visibly thinning.

"I don’t need this from you, George," she said firmly, holding the bill back to him.

But George didn’t take it. Instead, he chuckled, shoving his hands into his pockets like he’d done nothing unusual. This was classic George Marshall—effortlessly self-assured and annoyingly generous in a way that often felt more self-serving than kind.

After all, George wasn’t just some average guy. He was the grandson of Levi Marshall, the legendary owner of Efasnu, one of the most successful corporations in the country. George had been born into wealth, privilege, and opportunity—things he’d never had to earn, though he liked to pretend otherwise.

Most people fawned over him, mesmerized by the effortless charm of a man who seemed to have it all: money, looks, and a promising career. Other girls would have melted at his feet, thrilled at the idea of being swept off their feet by a rich, hardworking young businessman. To them, George represented a fairy-tale dream come true—the rags-to-riches story with a handsome prince offering a ballgown and a life of luxury.

But Randy wasn’t like other girls.

She didn’t buy into the fantasy. She found his wealth and charm more irritating than impressive. To her, George was a man who had probably never known a day of struggle in his life, someone who could never understand what it was like to work for every scrap of dignity. His nonchalant offer of money only reinforced that belief.

"George," she said, her voice cutting through the tension like a blade, "I don’t need your charity, and I don’t need you trying to buy my time or my attention. I’d rather you just keep the fifty and stop trying so hard."

For the first time, George’s confident smile faltered. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came. Randy turned on her heel, leaving him standing there with the fifty-dollar bill still in his hand.

For once, George Marshall didn’t have a comeback.

However, before George could reply, the door swung open, and the team’s supervisor, Randolph, stepped into the room. His arrival immediately silenced George's laughter. Randolph was an older man, his pale skin a sharp contrast to his perfectly pressed business suit. Despite his formal appearance, his expression carried a no-nonsense air that commanded attention.

“All right, everyone, gather up,” Randolph barked, his voice gruff but steady. “We’ve got something important to review.”

Employees filed into the break room as Randolph directed them toward the center. Randy and George exchanged a glance before reluctantly joining the others. The lights dimmed, and a promotional video began to play on the wall-mounted screen. It showcased Efasnu’s latest beverage, a flashy new drink aimed at capturing the younger demographic. Bright colors, upbeat music, and celebrity endorsements filled the screen.

As the video played, Randy couldn’t help but notice the irony. Here was a corporation named “Unsafe Water,” marketing itself as cutting-edge and trustworthy. It was just another day at Efasnu Water—where the jokes were bad, but the branding was worse.

The advertisement video began to play, featuring a female narrator with an overly cheerful, almost saccharine voice. The screen glowed with a vibrant orange background as scenes of teenagers engaging in various sports and athletic activities flashed by. Each teen held a bottle of Efasnu Water’s latest product: Orange Water.

Randolph clapped his hands together to get everyone’s attention. “All right, team, eyes on the screen! Pay close attention to our latest masterpiece.”

The narrator’s voice piped in, dripping with enthusiasm. “Introducing the new, cool, and edgy drink—Orange Water! Packed with 2% more alcohol, but don’t worry—it’s still super safe to drink! Stay hydrated, stay nourished, and live on the edge without the consequences!”

The commercial concluded with a catchy jingle and a logo of Orange Water spinning dramatically on the screen. Randy folded her arms and leaned back in her chair, her eyes involuntarily rolling skyward. The entire commercial felt painfully insincere like it was trying too hard to be relatable and hip.

As the video ended, Randolph turned to face his team, a wide smile plastered on his face. “So, what does everybody think about the commercial?” he asked, his tone dripping with expectation.

One employee raised their hand. “I liked it,” they said with a small nod.

Another chimed in, “It’s catchy. The visuals are engaging.”

Soon, a chorus of agreement filled the room. Heads nodded, murmurs of approval spread, and the atmosphere buzzed with collective praise. Randy sat silently, her arms still crossed, her face betraying no enthusiasm.

Randolph beamed. “Fantastic! I’m thrilled to hear such positive feedback. This advertisement will air tonight, our first-ever syndicated commercial, reaching homes across the country. We’re making history here, folks!”

Applause erupted, with employees clapping enthusiastically. Randy clapped half-heartedly before finally raising her hand. “Mr. Randolph, may I be excused from this meeting?”

Randolph turned toward her, his brow slightly furrowed. “Is something wrong, Randy?”

She shook her head. “No, sir. I just need some fresh air.”

He studied her for a moment before nodding. “All right, but don’t stay out too long.”

Randy slipped out of the room and made her way outside. The crisp air hit her
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