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Don't Tell Me Twice 

By Nicole Higginbotham-Hogue 







Chapter
One 

Buck Miller looked into the
cheering crowd and remembered how much work it had taken her to get
there. Buck had spent years writing her own songs and performing on
the streets before a record label had picked her up, and when they
finally did, she had seen all her dreams come true. Buck finally
had gotten to move out of the cheap flat that she shared with her
five roommates and into a two-bedroom house in the suburbs. Her
bicycle was replaced with a Harley, and her days on her own were
replaced by the loving embrace of her girlfriend,
Olive.  

Buck looked over at Olive and
smiled. The other woman's hair blew in the breeze as she played
lead guitar. Olive didn't look back, but Buck knew how she felt.
The other woman had been there when the band was nothing, and
throughout the years, it had only been Buck, Olive, the second
guitarist, Spike, and Jemma, the drummer. The group had stuck
together through all the chaos that it took to get famous, and for
the most part, the three women were Buck's
family. 

Buck looked out into the crowd
and belted out the lyrics to "In Your Eyes". The song was one that
she had written for Olive when they first met, so she always had a
special place in her heart for it. Buck could feel the adrenaline
flow through her body as the words flowed from her mouth. The
feelings that she got from performing were unexplainable. She had
always known what she wanted to do, and every performance confirmed
it. Buck heard the signal from the guitars that the song was ending
and wrapped it up on a good note. The crowd was still cheering and
calling for another encore, but she knew that they were on a time
schedule. Their tour bus was supposed to be in the next city by
tomorrow, and she couldn't waste any time. 

Buck called to her audience,
bidding them goodnight and thanking them for their attendance. She
blew a kiss into the crowd, and the band exited the stage. Buck
smiled as she headed to the tour bus, letting security guide
her every step. It had been a great performance, and the group had
worked extremely hard to make sure that every note was on
point.  

The group made it to the tour
bus, and Buck followed Olive to the bunks. Nights like these made
her want to embrace her loved one and make love all night. "Another
fantastic show," Buck smiled as Olive packed away her
guitar. 

"Yes, it was," Olive replied,
forcing a smile. 

"What's wrong?" Buck asked,
noticing the lack of enthusiasm in her
partner. 

"We need to talk, Buck," Olive
said, sitting down on the lower bunk. 

Spike and Jemma walked through
the privacy curtain at that point, and Buck waved them away.
"Sorry," the two squeaked, noticing the intense looks on both Buck
and Olive's faces.  

"It's okay," Buck replied as
they walked away. "Just give us a moment." Buck waited for privacy,
and when she heard the television turn on in the living area, she
knew they were alone. "What's going on?" She asked Olive. She knew
it couldn't be good by the look on the other woman's
face. 

Olive took her hand and looked
her in the eyes, tears welling in hers as she did. "Buck, I need to
break up with you," Olive said. 

"What?" Buck exclaimed. "Why?"
She could feel her throat swell and her voice become shaky. She
certainly hadn't expected to hear those words from Olive
ever. 

"I'm not in love with you
anymore," Olive replied. "There's someone
else." 

"What?" Buck inquired. Her
mind was racing, and her heart was thumping hard in her
chest.  

"I'm in love with Viola
Young," Olive replied. "I didn't want it to happen. It just
did." 

"The drummer from Two Hearts?"
Buck inquired. She knew that band well. In the past, they had
created bad press involving her band, and they had always been a
strong competition. 

"Yes," Olive said. "I'm
leaving the band tomorrow. I was planning on talking to Jemma and
Spike tonight, but I wanted to talk to you
first." 

"What about the tour?" Buck
asked, grasping at straws. Surely, Olive wouldn't leave in the
middle of a tour. 

"You will have to find someone
else," Olive said. "I will be performing with Two
Hearts." 

"How can you leave us high and
dry?" Buck questioned angrily. 

"You'll figure it out, Buck,"
Olive said, getting up and touching her on the shoulder. "You
always find a way." 







Chapter
Two 

"Sorry about Olive, Buck,"
Jemma said, cradling her cup of coffee in her
hand.  

Buck just shook her head. The
plan had been to travel to the next city on the tour, but after
Olive had left them hanging high and dry, Buck had to call the
band's agent, Ralph. Ralph tried to call Olive to convince her to
finish the tour, but she refused. Therefore, he had to talk to the
promoter who had to talk to the venue owner, and their show was
postponed. Olive's actions had not only broken Buck's heart, but
they impacted the entire band's schedule. 

Buck sat back in her chair,
rocking it lightly with her feet. She was devastated, and she had
spent most of the night trying to talk to Olive about repairing
their relationship. Olive didn't want anything to do with it
though. The soft expression that she usually wore on her face when
she talked to Buck was replaced with a hard, callous look and mock
compassion. It was like Buck didn't even know her anymore. Buck
tried to figure out where the relationship had gone wrong, but she
couldn't figure it out. It seemed like everything had happened so
fast, and she was left there alone to deal with the
damage. 

Olive ended up leaving earlier
that morning, and as she did, Buck felt her heart break into a
million pieces.  

"Hey, Buck, did you see this?"
Spike asked, coming into the common area in her flannel pajamas and
slippers holding a magazine in her hand. 

Buck grabbed the magazine and
saw Olive on the front cover, standing next to Viola Young. She
flipped through the magazine, trying to find the story, and when
she did, her mouth dropped to the floor. A two-page spread showed a
timeline of photos showcasing Olive and Viola's encounters over the
last year. "I can't believe she cheated on me," Buck said, staring
at the magazine in disbelief. 

"I can't believe that she
chose Viola over you," Spike said, taking a cup of coffee from
Jemma. 

Jemma smiled and gave Spike a
kiss. "You know, she is right," Jemma told Buck. "It's odd that she
left you for Viola. I just don't see the
attraction." 

"Whatever," Buck said, closing
the magazine. "This puts the whole relationship that we had into
perspective. If she could keep a lie for that long, then what else
was she hiding from me?" 

"Maybe, it was all just for
show," Spike suggested. "Maybe, she liked the publicity that you
two got." 

Buck knew what she was talking
about. There had been a story about Olive and her relationship in
every magazine that she knew. Television shows had invited the two
to guest star and talk about their relationship, and they had even
been mentioned on the radio as the dynamic duo. Olive was popular
at this point. If she had been with Buck just for show, she was
known well enough at this point to catch attention whether or not
they were together. The thought of Olive using her made Buck very
sad. She had a hard time trusting people and knowing Olive could
manipulate her and lie to her hurt Buck beyond
words.  

"Maybe, I should have kept our
relationship a secret like you two do," Buck replied, hanging her
head. 

"You know that Ralph wouldn't
have agreed to that," Jemma said. "Some people listened to our
music just because they followed you and Olive's relationship. It
gave our band more appeal." 

"It's all a show," Spike
added. "If I could, I would make Jemma and my relationship
public." 

"Yeah right," Jemma said,
giving Spike a look. "You like the
attention." 

Spike furrowed her eyebrow and
looked at Jemma. "It's not about the attention, Jemma. It's about
taking time out of my day for the fans. You should try it
sometime." 

"You're full of crap," Jemma
said, walking away.  

"Am not," Spike said,
following Jemma out of the common area. 

Buck watched the two leave and
shrugged.  She would rather be alone anyway. It would give her time
to sort things out and work on her lyrics. Buck walked back to her
bunk, taking a notebook with her. She laid down and tried to write.
She knew that she should have some inspiration with all the
emotions that were flowing through her, but her mind was as blank
as the paper in front of her. The only thing on her mind was Olive.
After seeing the magazine article that Spike had, she wondered if
she had ever really known the other woman. 







Chapter Three 

"You spend half of your life
thinking you're Superman and the other half realizing that you're
not invincible," Ziggy Johnson said to herself as she looked at the
crumpled flyer in her
hand. Jems and Jamz was holding auditions for a
lead guitarist, and she had told herself this year she would start
fulfilling her dreams. Her friends had always had a ton of plans
for themselves like falling in love, getting married, and having
children, but she was ready for any of that
anymore.

She had tried love before. It hadn’t
panned out. She had fallen in love with her college roommate, Lana,
and once upon a time, her dreams consisted of other things. The two
did everything together back then. They even had the same friends,
and at one point, being around Lana seemed like it was the only
thing that Ziggy needed. They had gotten an apartment together and
started to contemplate the future.

The two of them were in love. A year
went by, and they decided to get married and planned on having
children. Lana even set-up an appointment to pick out a donor and
began the invitro process, but after the first appointment, Ziggy’s
whole life had changed. Lana found out that she couldn’t conceive
at that appointment, and instead of trying to look into adoption
and other means of having a child, Lana decided that she didn’t
want to have children anymore. Instead, she began hitting the clubs
by herself and drinking heavy, leaving Ziggy behind.

Ziggy became worried, and
eventually, she approached Lana and tried talking to the other
woman about her change in behavior. Nevertheless, this just made
Lana mad. In fact, she was furious anytime that Ziggy brought up
having children or her newfound drinking habit. Ziggy understood
that Lana was upset about not being able to birth her own children,
but she didn’t understand why it had brought her to the point of
self-destruction. She didn’t understand why Lana wouldn’t consider
other options like adoption or a surrogate. It wasn’t like the baby
wouldn’t still be theirs if it was birthed in another way. Lana
wouldn’t have it though. She wanted a baby with her DNA, and
nothing else would suffice.

Eventually, Ziggy had stopped
bringing up the thought of having children with the other woman and
started to try and communicate with her partner about anything that
she could. They had grown so distant that they felt like strangers,
and Ziggy wanted to feel close to Lana again, the way that they had
when they had first gotten together. Over a matter of months, Lana
and she had grown so far apart that she barely knew the other
woman. They no longer liked the same things, and Lana had even made
friends with a new group of people. The respect in the household
wasn’t there either, and Ziggy began to feel sad and depressed. She
did what she could to repair the relationship. She brought home
flowers and cooked Lana’s favorite food, but nothing would suffice.
They just weren’t compatible anymore.

Ziggy clung onto hope until Lana up
and left one day, leaving her a note, stating that they were
finished. There was no explanation as to why, but Ziggy didn’t need
that. She had seen with her own eyes that Lana and she weren’t
getting along. Lana had changed, and even though Ziggy believed
that the other woman was responding the way that she was because
she couldn’t have children, Ziggy wasn’t sure that Lana could ever
be the woman that she had originally fell in love with.

Since then, Ziggy had decided that
she was better off alone. Her heart had been more than broken when
Lana had left. It had been smashed into a million pieces and Ziggy
didn’t want to endure pain like that again. She knew now that she
wasn’t invincible, and she wasn’t willing to subject herself to the
unhappiness that she had felt at the end of her relationship with
Lana again. Besides, hanging out with her friends and playing
guitar made her happy. She loved getting on stage even if it was in
a small bar. She loved the feelings that flowed through her when
she played and sang, and she loved looking into the crowd and
knowing that she had touched people’s hearts. Playing the guitar
gave her a different kind of happiness, one that being in a
relationship couldn’t, and she wanted to expand her dream to play
bigger venues in front of thousands and share that experience with
a band that understood music the way that she did. When it came to
her career choice, she knew what she wanted to do. She wanted to be
in a band, traveling, and meeting people from all over the world.
Music was one of the only things that made sense in her life. She
played her guitar every night, and she wrote songs during both the
troubling and happiest times in her life, so when she saw that Jems
and Jamz was holding auditions, she knew that it had to be some
sort of sign, a chance to try again and create a better life for
herself.







Chapter Four 

Buck woke up, slobber matted across her hair
and face. She looked at the walls of her empty bedroom and noticed
how vacant the room felt without Olive’s presence. She had bought
the house so that they had their own place to go back to between
the tours and concerts. Eventually, she had figured that they would
settle down and have a family of their own. She had spent many
nights daydreaming of their happy life and the beautiful things
that their future would bring, but now, everything had changed.
Olive was gone, and Buck felt like her future plans had
left with her.  

Buck rubbed her face, feeling the throbbing
pain behind her eyes and nose. She hadn’t been sleeping well the
last few nights, and her dreams consisted of memories of Olive that
were distorted by moments created by her imagination of Olive
leaving her for Viola. Everything reminded her of the other woman,
the pictures, the carpet, even the knobs on the doors. They had
designed the house together, and now it was just a large time
capsule of their memories. 

Buck rolled out of bed and walked towards the
kitchen. It was the one place in the house that didn’t remind her
of her former love. Olive hated cooking and wasn’t much for sitting
at the table to enjoy meals together, so they had barely spent any
time in there. They usually had ordered out and sat in front of the
television while they dined. It hadn’t seemed like that big of a
deal at the time, but the more that she thought about it, the more
she realized how much she wished that they could have spent those
nights differently, enjoying an intimate moment together filled
with conversation.  

Buck shook her head, bringing herself back to
reality. She put a coffee filter in the coffee machine and filled
it up with crushed, aromatic beans. She really needed to get out of
the house. She needed to take time to clear her head. Buck had
spent the last couple of days cooped up, trying to get her writing
abilities back. She used to be able to write a song in a matter of
hours. Now, she was happy if she could write a few words before she
crumpled up the paper that she was writing on. Nothing that she
wrote sounded right. Her heart wasn’t into
it.  

She knew that it wasn’t healthy to stay in her
house, alone, the way that she had been, especially right after a
break-up. She needed to get out into the world and socialize. She
needed to quit feeling sorry for herself. She wanted to move on.
Olive had. Why shouldn’t she? 

The band’s tour was postponed for the time
being, until they found a new guitarist. That gave her plenty of
time to travel and clear her head. Maybe, she would meet someone
that way. Maybe, she would just begin to feel good being alone. She
wasn’t sure how she would feel, but she knew that she needed to
approach things in a different manner. Buck planned to see her
friends and family during her break. From what she had heard, Spike
and Jemma had gone back home to see their families, and they were
having a blast. She wanted to feel like that, happy, content, like
she belonged somewhere. Jemma and Spike had called every day since
the tour was postponed to check-up on her and tell her about their
travels and the experiences that they had since spending time with
their families. Both women encouraged Buck to get out of
the house to see loved ones, and Buck finally
caved.  

She had originally avoided seeing her family
back home in fear of the conversation that they would have with her
about the articles involving Olive cheating on her in the tabloids.
She had known that they were probably waiting to talk to her about
the break-up, and she wasn’t sure how she would respond to their
judgment of Olive. She still had feelings for the other woman even
though they had parted ways, and it would be difficult listening to
her family say negative things about the other woman, but she knew
that she needed to be somewhere where people loved and cared about
her, so she had called the travel agency to check ticket pricing
and planned to schedule a flight back home at the end of the
month.  

Buck pulled a glass out of the cabinet and
filled it with the hot, black liquid that she had made earlier. She
poured in some milk and pressed the glass to her mouth, letting the
warm liquid fill her with comfort. Buck took another sip, and as
she did, she heard a loud knock at the door.  

“Hello,” she called, choking on her
coffee. The image of Olive standing at the door permeated through
her mind, and Buck ran to open it expectantly. However, her heart
sank when she saw that the person on the other side of the door
wasn’t her but instead a large, burly man sporting a baseball cap.
“Jim?” 

“You look disappointed,” her old
friend chuckled, letting himself in.  

“No, just confused,” Buck replied.
“I thought that you were someone else.” 

“Olive?” Jim asked, sympathy
erupting on his face.  

“Yeah,” Buck said. “Stupid,
right?” 

“No, not at all,” Jim replied. “I
can understand that you miss her. You two were together for a
while.  

“Yeah, we were,” Buck replied. “I
thought we would be together for the rest of our
lives.” 

“I’m sorry that it
didn’t word out,” Jim told her, patting her on the
back. 

“Me too, Buck sighed. “I really just
don’t know what to do with myself> It was so different when she
was around.” 

“You just need to reevaluate
things,” Jim said, pouring himself a cup of coffee and making
himself comfortable.  

Buck eyed Jim, a smile on her face as she
watched him go through her house as if it was habit. “So, anyway
why are you here?” she inquired as he snooped through her
cabinets. 

“I came to check on you,” Jim told
her. “Your mom called and was worried about your
wellbeing.” 

Buck rolled her eyes. “Why didn’t you just tell
her that I was okay,” she said. “She doesn’t need to be worrying
about me.” 

“You know that I can’t just make
things up when I don’t know the truth,” Jim told her. “I was
worried about you too. From what I saw in the
tabloids…” 

“The tabloids,” Buck replied,
shaking her head. “Why can’t they just mind their own
business?” 

“You know that they don’t do that,”
Jim said. “Anyway, from what I heard in the tabloids, the break-up
was pretty bad, and your mom was worried. She asked me if I
had heard from you recently, and when I told her that I hadn’t, she
asked if I would fly down to see you to make sure that you were
alright.” 

“What about Stacey and the kids?”
Buck asked, knowing that his wife probably had her hands full if he
left her with all three children. 

“She will be okay,” Jim said.
“Besides, she will have extra help when I get back, so I’m sure
that she will be more than delighted when I bring you back with
me.” 

“What do you mean?” Buck inquired.
“I wasn’t planning on going back home until the end of the month. I
haven’t even bought a ticket.” 

“I bought one for you,” Jim told her
with a smile. “You and I are going back tomorrow, and Stacey even
spruced up the guest house so that you can stay with
us.” 
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