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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.” 


Chapter Five

Buck got off the plane and walked into
the terminal, feeling a sense of comfort as Jim led them to the
airport doors. In a matter of minutes, she would be back in the
neighborhood that she grew up in, hugging her parents and
reminiscing about all the memories she had before she made it big.
It was nice to feel like she was part of something, to feel like
she belonged. She hadn’t felt this excited for a while now, and she
was ready to embrace the love of those that had helped her get to
where she was today.

“It’s nice to be home, isn’t
it?” Jim smiled.

“It feels better than I
thought it would,” Buck replied, looking around. She remembered
when her hometown airport looked like a gateway to a more
interesting life. Now, it was just a steppingstone in her path to
get her where she really wanted to be, home.

“I parked the car in the
garage,” Jim said, waving her towards the airport parking
lot.

Her home city wasn’t as big as the one
that she lived in now. People still trusted their neighbors not to
break into their cars here, and the idea of hailing a taxi was a
commodity not a necessity. Buck helped Jim find his car, and the
two of them got in, paid the parking fee, and headed out of the
parking lot and towards her parent’s house. Even though the two of
them had agreed that Buck could stay at Jim’s, Buck couldn’t wait
to see her parents, so Jim had agreed to swing by their house
before going to his.

It was a silent ride, and for that Buck
was grateful. She wanted to be in her own head at the moment and
look at all the familiar things that she had left behind. She saw
the ice cream shop that Jim and she had visited when they were kids
and the beauty parlor where her mom and sister got their hair done.
There was even the park that she played at when she was younger.
Sometimes, Buck missed home, and often, she wondered what it would
have been like to stay in town, have a regular job, and a regular
life, one where she was just an ordinary person that nobody knew.
She knew that overall, she wouldn’t be completely happy having to
give up her music and the band, but it still didn’t hurt to think
about the simplicity of that type of life.

The ride to her parent’s house was a
dip in memory lane for sure, and it was hard to understand how so
much time had gone by so fast. Buck noticed even more familiar
territory, that which guarded her parent’s neighborhood. Jim turned
into the quaint area and found his way to the street that Buck had
grown up on and eventually, the house that her parents lived
in.

“Feels like just yesterday
we were playing squirt gun tag in your back yard,” Jim chuckled.
“Now, it’s my two-year-old I’m running from.”

“Time goes by fast, Buck
replied, wasting no time in getting out of the car. “Are you
coming?” she asked, noticing that Jim hadn’t even taken off his
seatbelt.

“No, I’m going to go check
on Stacey and the kids,” he told her. “Go enjoy your time with your
family, and tell your mom thank you for buying me the plane ticket.
I’ll be back later to pick you up.”

Buck nodded and waved him goodbye. She
started up the walk to her parent’s front door. It had been a while
since she had seen then, and she was feeling exceptionally
emotional.

“Well, hello, honey,” her
mom said, opening the door before she had even gotten
there.

“Were you watching for me?”
Buck asked the other woman. It wasn’t uncommon for her mother to
pull out a pair of binoculars and spy out the window.

“No,” her mother replied.
“It was just a happy coincidence.”

“I’m sure it was,” Buck
replied, noticing a pair of binoculars on the table by the front
window. She held back a smile and stepped further into the
house.

“Well, hey there,” Buck’s
father’s voice sounded as he entered the living room. “How have you
been?”

“Well, that’s a dumb
question, Hank,” her mother exclaimed. “You know about
Olive.”

“I wasn’t talking to you,
Ruth,” her father told her mother. “I was talking to
Buck.”

“I’m good,” Buck told her
father, giving him a hug.

“Now, you don’t have to act
tough around us,” her mother commented. “I saw the tabloids. I
never did like that Olive anyway. There was just something about
her.”

“Ruth, let the kid breath,”
her father said. “I’m sure she’s probably trying to move
on.”

“Buck?” a familiar voice
called from the kitchen. “Come in here.”

Buck followed the voice and saw her
sister, Elaine sitting at the kitchen table. “What are you doing
here?”

“It’s nice to see you too,
and mom invited me,” Elaine replied. “It’s not like you ever take
time out of your busy life to give anyone a ring
anymore.”

“I’ve called you,” Buck
protested.

“Not too often,” Elaine
said, rolling her eyes. “Anyways, how’s work? I saw that you hit
the billboards a couple of months ago. Have you been working on
anything new?”

“I’ve been trying,” Buck
told her. “I just haven’t written anything that moves me
yet.”

“Writer’s block?” Elain
inquired.

“Yes, a bad case of it I’m
afraid,” Buck said, sitting down.

“Who can blame you after
what Olive did to you? I mean, Viola Young isn’t even that
attractive.”

“Elaine,” their mother
yelled. “Now, you know that it’s what is in the inside that counts.
Buck can’t help it if Olive had a cheating heart, and it’s no
reason to make fun of that Viola girl.”

“It is too,” Elaine
protested. “Viola helped Olive cheat. She knew that Olive was with
Buck. It takes two to tango, mom.”

“Enough,” Buck exclaimed. “I
appreciate the support, but I’m still dealing with everything. I
don’t want to hear you guys put Olive down anymore.”

“She’s still in love with
her,” Elaine commented.

“Don’t you have a home?”
Buck asked her sister, rolling her eyes. She was becoming quite
annoyed with her already, and she hadn’t even been there for ten
minutes.

“I do, but mom invited me
over,” Elaine retorted. “Maybe, you should have more consideration
for other people’s guests.” “Alright, stop,” their father replied.
“Buck, why don’t you get comfortable? We made up the guest
room.”

“I’m staying at Jim and
Stacey’s,” Buck told him, taking her bag off her lap and setting it
on the floor. “Stacey just cleaned up their guest room.”

“You can call Jimmy and tell
him that you’re staying here,” her mother stated. “I haven’t seen
you in months. I’m not going to have you staying anywhere but with
family.”

“Fine, I’ll call Jim and let
him know,” Buck said, knowing that there was no point in arguing
with her mother. “I’m going to step outside for a minute,” she
said, pulling out her phone. Her mother nodded, and Buck made her
way to the back porch. She unlocked her screen and noticed that
there were a series of missed phone calls and texts. Buck flipped
through the texts. Most were from Ralph, telling her to call him.
Buck tapped Ralph’s number and waited through several rings for the
man to answer his phone.

“Hello,” she heard his
gravelly voice finally reply.

“Hi there,” Buck said. “I
just got your messages. What’s going on?”

“Buck, finally,” the man
sighed. “I have a woman that wants to audition for the band. I am
going to need you to fly to Chicago. The audition is tomorrow at 9
a.m. I already got ahold of Spike and Jemma and scheduled their
flights.”

“I can’t do it, Ralph,” Buck
protested. “I’m at my folk’s house. I just got here.”

“This is really important,
Buck,” Ralph stressed. “Without a lead guitar player, you are going
to miss most of your tour dates.”

“I told you that I could
play,” Buck retorted. “I do play guitar, you know.”

“People know you as the
vocalist of Jems and Jamz,” Ralph replied. “I don’t want to create
an identity crisis for the band.”

“Alright,” Buck agreed.
“Fine. But I still can’t make it to the audition. Let Spike and
Jemma make the decision. I trust their judgment.”

“Are you sure, Buck?” Ralph
asked. “I’m not going to hire the woman and up and pull her out of
the band if it turns out that you don’t like her.”

“Understood,” Buck replied.
“Now, I need to go. It’s time that I spent some time with my
family.”

“Fair enough,” Ralph said,
sounding disappointed. “I’ll let you know how it goes.”


Chapter Six

Ziggy stood in the sound booth, looking
at the members of Jems and Jamz through the thick glass. She hadn’t
expected to get called up for an audition, and even after sending
her audition CD, she hadn’t expected the band to want her to do a
live audition. Ziggy had contacted other bands in the past, only to
find out that they had found someone else before she could even
send a sample in, and she had ended up feeling disappointed. But
now there was a band that thought that she was good enough to play,
and she wanted to show them that they were right. Ziggy took a deep
breath and began to strum her guitar to “In Your Eyes”, one of the
group’s more popular songs. She could feel her nerves dissipate as
she continued to play, and without noticing it, she was singing
into the microphone while she played.

Ziggy closed her eyes and let the music
flow through her, forgetting that anyone else was around, and when
she was finished, she was surprised to open her eyes and see the
members of Jems and Jamz staring at her and smiling.

“You did an amazing job,”
Jemma, the band’s drummer, called into the sound booth.

“I agree,” Ralph, the
group’s agent replied. “Why don’t you try playing with Spike and
Jemma, and we can see how you guys sound together? Since Buck isn’t
here, we will have you sing, Ziggy.”

“Sounds good,” Ziggy chirped
back. She waited for the other two to enter the sound booth and get
comfortable and for Spike to tune her guitar. The band members
finally ready, they began to play. Ziggy was apprehensive that she
wouldn’t mesh with Spike and Jemma’s style of playing at first, but
she surprised herself when the three of them got through the first
song without having to stop once. After that, the audition with the
band flowed smoothly, and when they had gone through four songs
together, Ralph had them stop.

“I think that she’s a great
fit for the band,” Ralph told Spike and Jemma.

“I agree,” Spike
replied.

“Me too,” Jemma
said.

“Well, it looks like you are
in,” Ralph told Ziggy. “I need to speak with Buck, and we can get
back on the road.”

“That sounds great,” Ziggy
replied, her emotions going a mile a minute. She felt happier than
she had ever been, and as Ziggy discussed further details with
Ralph, she knew that she had made the right choice to audition. She
headed out of the building after everything was said and done and
to her car. She was glad that the band had liked her and happy that
they didn’t fly to her hometown just to see her fail miserably.
Ziggy had sent in her first audition CD only a week before, so
getting a call to audition had surprised her and left her feeling
elated. Ziggy had known that she was good, but she was never sure
if she would be good enough to play in a band, especially one as
big as Jems and Jamz, but now, it was confirmed. She was about to
achieve her dream, and she didn’t want to let anyone
down.

Ziggy had studied the band’s music
extensively before creating her audition CD. She had played so much
prior to her final recording that she had calluses on her thumb.
Ziggy had wanted to get every note right. She wasn’t sure if she
would ever get a chance as big as this again, and so, she had
wanted everything to be on point. Now, sitting in her car and
driving home, she let it sink in that she had finally made it. All
that work that she did wasn’t for nothing, and she was about to be
touring the nation and playing for thousands. She looked around and
wondered if she would miss her hometown. She knew that she would
miss her friends. However, leaving meant a chance to start over, a
chance to create a new life and new memories, and it gave her a
chance to get away from her past relationship with Lana. Even
though it had been years, everything reminded her of the other
woman, and she needed a place where she could concentrate on
herself and her music. Going on tour would give her a chance to
create new experiences and memories, and at the moment, that was
exactly what she needed.


Chapter Seven

Buck sat in her parent’s guest room,
writing up a storm. She had been able to clear her mind over the
last week, and she finally was feeling more like herself. Being
around her family had brought her a sense of comfort, and even
though her sister and mom annoyed her by bringing up the stories
about Olive in the tabloids, she enjoyed the time that she got to
spend with them. Buck also liked having Jim and Stacey so close.
She hadn’t got to see them as much as she would have wanted since
she was constantly on tour, and she had missed their conversations,
forgetting how easy it was to talk to them. Buck knew that she was
going to have to leave soon, so she had been trying to spend as
much time with her friends and family as she could.

Despite her newfound sense of
belonging, Buck knew her band would be waiting for her as soon as
they found a replacement for Olive. They would be ready to get back
on tour and make up all the tour dates that they had missed. Buck
looked down at the desk in front of her. It was piled with notebook
paper, containing lyrics for new songs. Some were about the feeling
of coming home. Others were about going through changes, but most
of them were about Olive. She wondered if the other woman thought
about her anymore. It hadn’t really been that long but form the
pictures that she had seen in the most recent tabloids, Olive
looked happy. In one, she was even wearing a ring. It was hard to
imagine that her life had changed so quickly in such a small amount
of time. She felt like a completely different person. She felt so
alone, even when there were people around, she felt
empty.

Having Jim and her family around helped
her, but it was just a temporary buffer, keeping her from working
out her feelings. Buck knew that she would have to come to terms
with the idea that Olive had moved on. She would have to move on
herself, but for the time being, she expressed her feelings in the
lyrics that she wrote, strumming her guitar to find music that fit
her emotions. Music always seemed to explain how she felt more than
words could, and when she played, there was a sense of relief that
took her away from the current state of chaos in her life. Buck
took out a new sheet of paper and began to write a few lyrics down.
Feeling sad had its perks. Her writing had surely
improved.

Just as she found the right words to
tie the song together, her phone rang. She picked it up and saw
Ralph’s name displayed across the screen. “Hello,” Buck
answered.

“Buck?” Ralph replied. “Are
you drunk?”

“No,” Buck laughed,
wondering how he had gotten that impression.

“You sound groggy,” Ralph
chuckled. “Sorry to assume.”

“It’s crazy that, that was
the first thing that came to your head,” Buck replied, somewhat
amused. “I just haven’t gotten much sleep,” she said, thinking
about the sleepless nights that had haunted her
recently.

“Well, you better rest up,”
Ralph told her. “We have found a replacement for Olive, and I need
you to fly out to the studio in Sacramento tomorrow so that I can
get the band together. We need to release a promotional CD with all
of the current band members before we go back on tour.”

“Tomorrow?” Buck inquired.
“You are not much for giving a person a person a forewarning, are
you?”

“Time is money,” Ralph
replied. “Your fans have waited long enough.”

“Alright,” Buck said. “Can
you book me a ticket? I need to let my family know that I have to
fly out.”

“Already did,” Ralph told
her. “I just sent you the confirmation email.”

“Thank you,” Buck said.
“Well, I guess that I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sure will,” Ralph
said.

“And Buck…”

“Yeah?”

“Perk up. Life’s not that
bad.”

Buck hung up the phone and organized
her writing paper into a pile. She needed to pack, and she needed
to say her goodbyes. She was both nervous and excited to get back
to work. She had enjoyed her break, but with so much creativity
flowing through her, she was pumped to get back on stage with the
new music that she had written. It would be odd without Olive by
her side, but Buck was ready for something new, and she was curious
to see who the band had so quickly chosen to replace her former
lover.


Chapter Eight

Ziggy walked into the glamorous studio,
eyeing the gorgeous designer furniture and coffee station. The
whole room was highlighted with window walls that looked out into a
city filled with sunshine and palm trees, and the woman behind the
reception desk were dressed nothing less than
professional.

“Come on, Ziggy,” Ralph
called, waving her behind the front desk.

Ziggy followed Ralph, Spike, and Jemma
to the back of the studio, where a high-tech sound booth stood
along the back wall. In front of the booth was a skinny man,
fooling around with the sound control board. The man stood up to
shake her hand.

“I’m Dave,” he replied. “The
producer. Sorry that I wasn’t there for your audition. I was on my
honeymoon in Maui, but I’m here now, and I’d like to see you play
with the band. I heard that the first time that you played with
Spike and Jemma went swimmingly.”

“Yeah, it was fun,” Ziggy
commented, still stunned with how nice the studio looked. She was
eager to try everything out and see how she sounded after being
recorded. “I heard that we are going to record a promotional CD to
release before the band goes back on tour. Is that
true?”

“Yeah, we are,” Dave said
smiling “You seem excited. Is this your first time in a
professional studio?”

“Yes,” Ziggy blushed. She
was slightly embarrassed and certainly didn’t want to look like an
amateur in front of Dave. She knew that her first impression with
the expert producer could be what determined if she stayed with the
band.

Well, don’t be shy,” Dave chuckled. “Go
inside the booth and check everything out. We will start recording
when Buck gets here.”

Ziggy jumped at the opportunity and
made her way into the sound booth. The microphone tantalized her as
soon as she entered, and she dropped her guitar in the corner and
turned it on. “Check, check,” she called into it, and when she got
the thumbs up from Dave, she began singing various songs that the
band had written, using her memory as an internal base for the
music.

“Excuse me,” a voice called
into the booth after Ziggy had finished her fourth number. She
looked up to see a new face behind the sound board. A woman with
dark brown hair and mesmerizing blue eyes looked at her through the
glass, and by the look on her face, she wasn’t happy.

“Buck?” Ziggy inquired,
looking at the muscular woman and exiting the sound booth. It’s
nice to finally meet you,” she said, standing in front of the other
woman.

“Thanks,” Buck responded.
“Why were you messing with my microphone?”

“I’m sorry,” Ziggy blushed.
“Dave had told me to check things out, so…”

“I don’t need to hear the
whole story,” Buck said, stopping her. “Just don’t do it
again.”

“Okay, I won’t,” Ziggy
replied, feeling the smile leave her face. “I’ve just never been in
an environment like this.”

“Well, get used to it,” Buck
said. “We will be spending a lot of time here. We have a lot of
work to do before we go back on tour.”

“If anything, I’m not afraid
of work,” Ziggy commented. “I spent a lot of time and energy trying
to get here.”

“We all have,” Buck said.
“You aren’t special. We were all playing on the streets and in
local venues at one point but making it big is a different kind of
work, and not everyone can handle it.” Buck looked at her long and
hard. The woman seemed angry and unlike the Buck that she had seen
in magazines and in concert.

“Trust me. I can handle it,”
Ziggy told Buck, looking right back at her. She wasn’t going to let
this woman scare her out of a once in a lifetime opportunity. She
wasn’t sure what bug had crawled up Buck’s butt. However, after
spending only a couple of minutes with the other woman, she knew
that Buck wasn’t going to make anything easy for her.

“Don’t mind her,” Spike
said, coming up behind Ziggy. “She’s still upset about
Olive.”

“Oh,” Ziggy replied, giving
Buck a sympathetic look. “I’m sorry that she did you like
that.”

“You have no idea what she
did or didn’t do,” Buck shot back. “Everybody has heard a version
of what happened. Nobody knows the whole story, and nobody knows
Olive like I do, so I would appreciate it if you didn’t talk about
her anymore and stop blaming how I feel on someone that isn’t here.
I’m not angry because of Olive. I’m upset because I walked into the
studio that I have played in for years and found some stranger
screwing around with my microphone. I may be old fashioned, but I
was always taught to respect other people’s property.”

“Lay off, Buck,” Jemma told
the angry woman. “Take those emotions and use them in the sound
booth. We are wasting time, arguing out here.”

“Fine,” Buck agreed, clearly
still upset. She gave Ziggy an irritated look and walked
away.

“Do you have the music to
the new songs?” Spike asked Buck in an attempt to change the
subject.

“Yeah, it’s a little
sloppy,” Buck said, pulling folded notebook paper from her pocket
and giving it to Spike as she led the group into the sound booth.
“I think that we can tweak it though.”

“Think you can do this?”
Spike inquired, walking over to Ziggy with the sheet of
music.

Ziggy looked at the notes scribbled
under a set of lyrics and strummed her guitar. “Yes, it shouldn’t
be a problem,” she said, handing the paper back to Spike. “The
melody is easy enough.”

“Let’s get down to business
then,” Spike called. They did a quick sound check, and then, the
group began to play. Ziggy could feel the emotion in the song as
Buck sang the lyrics. She played along, trying to compliment the
sad undertone of the song, and as she did, she was reminded of all
the sad moments that she had experienced in her own
life.

The song finally ended, and Ziggy felt
a tear roll down her cheek. Buck’s music had moved her, and for a
moment it seemed like she could see a whole other side of the other
woman. “Buck, that was really beautiful,” Ziggy told the other
woman. Buck didn’t respond. She just stood there, looking sad and
vulnerable.

“I’m glad that you feel that
way,” Dave interrupted, calling into the sound booth. “Because I
want to see how it sounds if you two sing together.”

“What?” Buck inquired,
clearly annoyed.

“I want you two to sing
together, Buck,” Dave repeated. “I know that you are used to being
a solo vocalist, but I think that it would sound better if you two
collaborated.”

“Did everyone go nuts while
I was gone?” Buck snapped. “First, I walk in, and this chick is
playing on my mic, and now, I have to share my spot in the band
with her? I thought that we were looking for a replacement for
Olive, not me.”

“Buck, you aren’t being
replace,” Jemma said softly. “Ziggy plays first guitar.”

“Very well in fact,” Spike
chimed in.

“She just can sing as well,”
Dave said. “And I don’t see any harm in having both of you sing
together, that is if you are up for it, Ziggy.”

“I am,” Ziggy replied,
noticing that Buck was steamed.

The group sat in silence for a few
minutes until Buck finally complied, and Ziggy moved up to share
the microphone with the other woman. Ziggy reached out to adjust
the microphone but ended up bumping hands with Buck in her effort.
Goosebumps shot down her body, and Ziggy could feel her heart begin
to beat hard in her chest.

“You better not screw this
up,” Buck whispered, but Ziggy didn’t have a response for the other
woman, because all that she was thinking about was touching Buck
again.


Chapter Nine

Buck sat in her hotel room, watching
television. She had a long day recording and her nerves were
completely shot after meeting the newest member of their band. Buck
had been hopeful. She had trusted Spike and Jemma to make a good
choice, but hiring Ziggy seemed like a mistake. The other woman was
cocky and disrespectful. It seemed like all that Ziggy wanted to do
was step on Buck’s feet, and Buck hated that the other band members
thought so well of the other woman.

Buck knew people like Ziggy, and she
was sure that the only thing that the other woman wanted to do was
take her spot in the band. The appeal of her and Olive’s
relationship no longer brought fans in, and now, it seemed like
Buck was replaceable. Buck shook her head as she thought about
that. She had never once thought that she would have to defend her
spot in the band, and she felt like Spike and Jemma were deceiving
her by agreeing that she should share it with Ziggy.

Buck had founded Jems and Jamz, and
when she did, she and the other members of the band had promised
that they would always have each other’s backs. There were too many
friendships broken apart in the music business due to the lack of
privacy that came with the lifestyle and the paparazzi. Buck had
managed to communicate with Jemma and Spike so far, but she wasn’t
sure how to approach them about the Ziggy issue. She would be the
one that broke up the band, and Buck couldn’t handle
that.

“Knock, knock,” Jemma’s
voice sounded at her door, followed by a light tapping.

“Housekeeping,” Spike’s
voice followed.

“Spike,” Jemma whispered at
her partner from behind the door.

“What?” Spike shot
back.

“Buck’s not in the mood for
playing around,” Jemma told the other woman.

“Jemma, chill out,” Spike
argued. “She lost her girlfriend, not her sense of
humor.”

Buck rolled her eyes at her friend’s
lack of etiquette and got out of bed. She mulled over to the hotel
door, curious as to why her friends had come. She hadn’t expected
company, and there was no immediate reasoning for their
presence.

“Hello,” Buck greeted them,
opening the door. “What’s up?”

“Not much,” Spike grinned.
“Can we come in?”

“Yeah,” Buck said, letting
them in.

“So, what are you watching?”
Jemma inquired, clearly trying to get the conversation
rolling.

“I don’t know. It’s some
comedy show that I found when I was flipping the channels,” Buck
replied. “Is that why you came? To watch my T.V.?”

“No,” Jemma
laughed.

“What are you two up
to?”

“We actually came to see if
you wanted to go to a bonfire,” Jemma responded. “A group of bands
are getting together in Vacaville tonight, and we thought that it
would be a good way to spend some time with Ziggy and properly
welcome her into the band.”

“Doesn’t sound like it would
be up my alley,” Buck replied.

“You love that stuff,” Spike
exclaimed. “What are you talking about?”

“I know what it is,” Jemma
interrupted. “You don’t like Ziggy, do you?”

“Nah,” Spike said, shaking
her head. “Jemma, you’re reading into things again. Buck doesn’t
have a problem with Ziggy.”

“Where have you been,
Spike,” Buck interjected. “Actually, I do. I don’t like her, and I
really don’t feel like wasting my night by spending it with
her.”

“What’s wrong with Ziggy?
She’s a sweetheart,” Spike replied, confused.

“No, she’s a homewrecker,”
Buck argued. “And I’m pretty sure that all that she wants is to
break up the band.”

“No, it’s not,” Jemma
retorted. “Why would you even think that?”

“Well, for one, she came
into the studio and immediately took over my mic, and then, she
convinced Dave to let her share my spot as the lead singer,” Buck
said, running a hand through her hair. She was stressed with the
whole situation, and the clueless looks on her friends’ faces were
making her even more stressed out.

“What’s wrong with sharing
the mic?” Jemma asked.

“I’m replaceable,” Buck
shouted. “Don’t you get it? This is just her attempt to integrate
into the band by taking over my spot, and then, bam, one day
everyone will vote me out.”

“You’re not replaceable,”
Spike said, patting her back. “The girl’s new. We just wanted to
see what she could do, and now, that we know that she can sing,
maybe you two will be able to switch it up occasionally. It would
give you a chance to play lead guitar and sing instead of being
stuck doing one thing.”

“I don’t need her for that,”
Buck replied. “I can do that now without her.”

“Not without Ralph’s go
ahead,” Jemma stated. “Ralph’s all about the face of the band, and
I know that you have asked him in the past to play guitar, and he’s
told you that it would confuse our fans. Now that Ziggy is here,
she can help keep a face to the band, and since she is new, people
will be curious about her, especially if you two share the
spotlight. It might help us get more fans, and it would definitely
help us against the competition.”

I just don’t understand why this is
necessary,” Buck replied. “We are doing fine. Why fix something
that isn’t broken?”

“Fine. The truth is that we
are trying to integrate Ziggy into Olive’s spot,” Spike confessed.
“The fans are upset that Olive left, so we need to make Ziggy as
likeable as she was if not more likeable. Since Olive left, our
popularity has plummeted. Fans were really hooked on your
relationship with her, and so now we need to give them something
new.”

“But does it really have to
come at the price of sharing my spot?” Buck inquired. “We’ve never
had to do this before.”

“We’ve never had anyone
leave the band either,” Jemma shot back.

“Just give it a chance,”
Spike said. “She’s a good singer, and don’t think of it as losing
your spot. Think of it as an opportunity to train a new musician on
vocals and expand your talents on the stage.”

Buck thought about this for a moment.
She had been begging Ralph to give her a chance on lead guitar, and
really, they were right. She wasn’t losing her spot as the lead
singer, especially if Ziggy only sang a couple of songs. She was
just gaining the opportunity to be versatile. “Alright, I’m in,”
Buck replied. “Spike, you should have been a
salesperson.”

“Awesome,” Spike cheered,
giving Buck a high-five. “So, are you going to the bonfire with us
tonight?”

“Yeah, I’ll go,” Buck
complied.

“And please be nice to
Ziggy,” Jemma added. “It’s always easier if everyone gets
along.”

“Fine,” Buck said, rolling
her eyes. “I will.”


Chapter Ten

“So, this is what you do for
entertainment around here, huh?” Ziggy inquired, looking around.
There was over a hundred people in front of her, clustered in a
space around a large barn. A bonfire blazed in the middle of the
crowd, and there were a dozen of people sitting on the backs of
pick-up trucks, taking shots, conversing, and just having fun. The
sky was clear, allowing the moonlight to glisten over a small,
nearby pond in the distance, and the music and lights that were
coming from inside the large barn made it known that someone had
transformed the area into their own make-shift stage. “These are
all band members?” Ziggy asked, looking back at Spike. The other
woman had told her earlier about the hidden music scene, but she
had been hesitant to accept the truth in what she said.

“Yeah, everyone here belongs
to a band,” Spike grinned. “It’s one of California’s hidden
treasures.”

“Wow,” Ziggy sighed. She
hadn’t seen anything like this in Chicago.

“It’s great, isn’t it?” Buck
said, looking out into the crowd.

“It is,” Ziggy replied,
happy that Buck was talking to her. She had spent the whole ride to
the venue, hoping that it wouldn’t be an awkward night. It was
clear that Buck wasn’t fond of her, so hearing the other woman say
something nice to her was a pleasant change.

“Well, Jemma and I just saw
a couple of people that we know, so we are going to go over and say
‘hi’,” Spike said to Buck.

“Have fun. Be safe, and if you have any questions about anything,
I’m sure that Buck will be able to help you,” Jemma added, giving
Buck a wink.

The two walked away, and Buck looked
stunned for a moment, but the other woman quickly put on a polite
smile. “Want to get a drink?” Buck asked, pointing to a nearby
keg.

“Sure,” Ziggy said,
following the other woman. She wanted to smooth things over with
Buck. She was already tired of the tension between the two of
them.

“So, how did you get into
music?” Buck inquired as they walked over to the keg.

“I don’t know,” Ziggy
replied, honestly. “I guess that it has always been in my blood.
One day, I just picked up a guitar and began to play. It is the
easiest way to express myself, you know?”

“Yeah, I get it,” Buck
replied, pouring the two of them drinks and leading her over to an
abandoned picnic table. “Most of the time I have a hard time
talking about how I feel, but when I sing and play guitar, I can
express emotions that I can’t put into words.”

“It’s just natural, huh?”
Ziggy commented. “I feel like it’s one of those things that only a
select few people understand, but when you find someone that does,
there’s a special connection between the two of you.”

“That’s how I felt when I
met Olive,” Buck replied. “I was just playing on the streets at
that point, but she saw so much more in me than a street performer.
She played guitar too, so we began to have nightly jam sessions. It
was great being around someone that got it.

“It sounds like you two grew
very close,” Ziggy commented carefully picking her words. She knew
that the wound that Olive created when she left was still fresh,
and she didn’t want Buck to think that she was prying into her
business.

“We were,” Buck said, a sad
countenance coming across her. “I really fell apart. I didn’t see
it coming.”

“I’ve been there,” Ziggy
told her, thinking about Lana. “It has been a long time since I’ve
felt like you probably are now, but I do know how it
feels.”

“It sucks,” Buck said with a
grimace. “I just feel like I can’t trust anybody anymore. I trusted
Olive. I tried to build a life with her, and she acted like she
loved me when really she was just seeing Viola Young behind my
back.”

“Speaking of Viola…” Ziggy
trailed, failing to catch herself before she said it aloud. She
quickly tried to change the subject and divert her attention back
to Buck, but the other woman had already noticed Viola coming
towards them.

“Hi, Zigs,” Viola
said.

“Hello, Viola,” Ziggy said,
hanging her head.

“You two know each other?”
Buck inquired with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah, she’s my cousin,”
Viola replied. “Long time, no see, Zigs. What brings you to the
party?”

“I’m just here with the
band,” Ziggy said, wishing that her cousin would leave. The two of
them had never been close, and there were several times in her
youth that Viola had gotten her in trouble. Viola wasn’t exactly
her favorite person, and with Buck being so upset about her
relationship with Olive, Ziggy knew that her cousin would just
cause problems.

“Jems and Jamz?” Viola
smirked. “Not much of a band. Why are you hanging out with those
losers?”

“I’m the lead guitarist,”
Ziggy informed her. “And from what I hear on the radio and online,
this band is much better than yours.”

“You got the wrong
information, Zigs,” Viola chuckled. “But good luck to you. Maybe,
after getting some practice, you can get a better gig.”

“It was nice seeing you,”
Ziggy told Viola sarcastically, hoping that her cousin would go on
her way.

“You too, cuz,” Viola
smiled. She clearly wasn’t the best at picking up on hints. “I’m
going to get another drink. Do you want one?”

“No, thanks,” Ziggy said,
watching Viola walk away. Ziggy had already told Spike and Jemma
that she was related to Viola, but she had been hesitant to tell
Buck due to the recent situation with Olive. Ziggy turned around to
talk to Buck, but Buck was gone. “Crap,” she said aloud, knowing
that the other woman probably left after finding out that Viola was
her cousin. Just when they were finally getting along, everything
had fall apart. She picked up her drink and looked into the crowd.
Ziggy knew that she needed to find Buck and explain the situation
but finding her in this crowd was going to be difficult.


Chapter Eleven

“Hey, can you pour me a
beer?” Buck asked a skinny woman that stood in front of a nearby
keg. Finding out that Ziggy and Viola were related had come as a
shock to her, and she wanted to find Spike and Jemma so that she
could talk to them about her newfound knowledge.

“Here you go,” the skinny
woman replied in a gravelly voice. “Any party favors?” the woman
questioned, holding out her hand to show off a number of colorful
pills.

“No thanks,” Buck replied,
looking the other woman up and down. The woman looked sickly, and
in the glow of the fire, Buck could see the dark circles around her
eyes.

“Suit yourself, Buck,” the
woman replied.

Buck looked at the other woman closely.
“How do you know my name?”

“How do you not recognize
me?” the other woman shot back.

“What do you mean?” Buck
asked, confused. The other woman looked nothing like the people
that she usually hung out with so it came to a loss to her as to
where the two of them would have met.

“It’s me. Olive,” the other
woman said. “It hasn’t been that long. What is wrong with
you?”

“You look different,” Buck
said, looking the other woman in the eyes. Surely enough, they were
Olive’s eyes. “What happened to you? Why are you so
skinny?”

“I lost weight,” Olive
replied. “Why are you so concerned?”

“Because you look sick,
Olive,” Buck stated. “Your clothes are hanging off your body. What
did Viola do to you?”

“She didn’t do anything to
me,” Olive retorted. “Why do you have to be so jealous? Can’t you
just be happy for me?”

“Happy?” Buck exclaimed.
“Happy about what? Happy that you left me for Viola? Happy that you
look like you’re on drugs? What do I have to be happy
about?”

“You’re causing a scene,”
Olive sneered. “Leave me alone, Buck. I don’t need
this.”

“You’re the one that started
talking to me,” Buck shot back. “I just came to get a beer.” Buck
shook her head and began to say something else, but just as she
did, Viola came up from behind Olive and pulled the other woman
close to her.

“Is there a problem?” Viola
asked, stepping closer to Buck.

“No,” a familiar voice
replied, pulling Buck’s arm. “She was just leaving.”

“Hey,” Buck said, turning
around to see who had pulled her back. “Ziggy? Why did you do
that?”

“Because I’m not going to
let you ruin your reputation or the reputation of the band over a
minor squabble. I’ve worked hard to get here. I just gave up
everything, and if I can do something to prevent bad publicity for
the band, I will.”

“It’s not your situation,”
Buck retorted. “Did you see her? Did you see how Olive
looked?”

“Yeah, it’s unfortunate,”
Ziggy replied. “But you can’t control what people do.”

“No, but I can kick your
cousin’s ass for getting her involved in bad shit,” Buck replied.
“Olive was never like this when she was with me.”

“I think that you need to
stop assuming that Viola is behind everything,” Ziggy stated. “I’m
not saying that she didn’t contribute to Olive’s habits, but people
make their own choices. Maybe, Olive was doing drugs the whole
time, and they just caught up with her.”

“I’m done talking to you,”
Buck said, storming off. She picked up another beer and made her
way down to a small, nearby pond. The area around the water was
quite besides the small notes of crickets chirping in the distance,
and the serene environment was just what she needed to think. Life
had become a never-ending nightmare lately, and her emotions were
all over the place. She felt so alone. Buck looked out onto the
pond, noticing a ripple here and there and wondered how long it
would take until her life made sense again.

“I’m sorry if I embarrassed
you back there,” Ziggy’s voice said from behind her.

At this point, Buck had calmed down,
and she had realized that Ziggy really was trying to help her avoid
a potentially bad situation. “You didn’t embarrass me,” Buck told
her. “Honestly, you probably made the right decision to pull me
away.”

“Still, you are right. It
wasn’t any of my business,” Ziggy said. “I just saw the chain of
events play out in my head, and I wanted to stop things from
escalating before it was too late. Besides, Viola’s a punk, and she
has no limitations to her behavior.”

“Yeah, I could see it in her
eyes,” Buck replied. “It was like she was waiting for the fight.
She seemed almost happy about it.”

“You know,” Ziggy began,
sitting down next to her. “Viola thrives in chaos. She doesn’t know
how to adapt to peaceful situations.”

“How can anyone live like
that?” Buck inquired, watching the starlight dance off the
water.

“I don’t know,” Ziggy said.
“But I didn’t want you to get sucked into her world. It would have
only taken one fight, and she would be causing issues for you every
time that she saw you.”

“I take it that you don’t
like her too much,” Buck commented, surprised by the way Ziggy
described Viola.

“Look. She’s family. I have
to love her, but I don’t have to like her,” Ziggy said.

“Yeah, I guess,” Buck
said.

“Don’t let her ruin the
night for you,” Ziggy told the other woman, patting her on the
back. “It’s really not worth it.”

“Why do you care so much
about how I feel?” Buck questioned.

“I just do,” Ziggy said,
looking her in the eyes. “I feel bad about everything that’s
happened to you lately, and I feel like it wouldn’t hurt you to
have one more friend.”

“Thanks,” Buck said, looking
away. She didn’t have the words to express how good that it felt
for someone to want to be there for her, and somehow, she knew that
she didn’t need them. As the two sat looking out into the water,
Buck felt comfortable in the silence that they shared, and she
hoped that this memory would be one of many in the newfound
friendship they now had.


Chapter Twelve

Buck walked into the studio, juggling
her hot coffee between sips. It had been a long night, and though
she was tired, she knew that time recording was just what she
needed. Seeing Olive last night had devastated her and left her
with many unanswered questions. Olive was not the same woman that
she once knew, and at this point, she realized that there was no
way to turn back time to the way that things were before the other
woman had left. Olive had changed, and the part of her heart that
had once bonded with the other woman was broken.

Ziggy’s words from the night
before replayed in her head. People made
their own choices. But why would Olive
choose to do things that would hurt her and possibly ruin her life?
That was a question that Buck didn’t get. Olive had never been
interested in drugs or heavy partying. For the most part, she was
somewhat conservative. So, this new behavior of hers confused
Buck.

Last night, the other woman had seemed
like a completely different person. It was devastating to see this
change, and it left Buck an emotional wreck. Buck still loved the
other woman or at least who she used to be, and now that Olive had
changed, she felt as if the Olive that she knew was gone
forever.

“Are you ready for this?”
Ziggy asked, approaching her as she entered the sound booth with
the others.

“I am,” Buck said, taking
her place at the mic.

“I want you and Ziggy to
sing together today,” Dave called into the booth. “We’re going to
start with Home at
Heart.”

“Sounds good,” Buck replied
without any argument.

“Good,” Dave smiled,
adjusting a couple of knobs on the sound board. “Everybody ready?”
he called after Spike and Ziggy had tuned their guitars.

“All set,” a chorus of
voices exclaimed, and the room was immediately filled with
music.

Buck closed her eyes and sang the
lyrics of the song, releasing all her emotions in the process. She
heard Ziggy’s voice intermingle with hers, and though the two
styles of singing were very different, by the end of the songs, the
two sang in perfect harmony. It was an intimate experience as it
felt like they were communicating their thoughts and feelings
through song. Buck heard the ending notes, and the music stopped.
She opened her eyes and saw Ziggy standing there staring at
her.

“You are very passionate,”
the other woman said, brushing a stray red hair from her
shoulder.

Buck looked into the other woman’s
sultry green eyes and instantly looked away. She blushed, knowing
that Ziggy could understand the emotions that she put into the
music. Buck felt vulnerable at that moment and called for a break,
heading out of the sound booth for a bottled water.

“So, you two seem to be
getting along,” Jemma said, signaling over to Ziggy who was in deep
conversation with Dave. “Yeah, we’re good,” Buck said. “I figured
it would be easier to get along if we were going to work together.
Besides she’s not all that bad.

“Told you,” Jemma smiled,
and Buck rolled her eyes.

“No, she’s pretty great,”
Spike commented, walking over. She grabbed a cinnamon roll from a
nearby platter and attempted to continue the conversation as she
ate it. “Dib ya she da abloids?”

“Just finish the roll first
please,” Jemma told her, shaking her head and smiling at her
lover.

Spike gulped the roll down and repeated
herself. “I said did you see the tabloids? There was a story about
you two today.”

“What?” Buck exclaimed.
“What kind of story?”

“It was about the party last
night,” Spike replied. “I have it in my backpack. Hold on.” Spike
rushed over to her belongings and pulled a magazine out.

Buck held her hand out and took the
publication from her friend, dreading what was to come. She had
read the tabloids several times in the past just to find stories
that jeopardized her character and put her in a negative light. “As
Buck heads into her next relationship, Olive dives into drugs,”
Buck read aloud.

“Read it,” Spike insisted.
“It’s not good.”

Buck flipped through the pages, reading
a story that stated that her and Ziggy were lovers. It also went
into detail as to how Olive was dealing with Buck’s newfound love
by experimenting with drugs. “This is bull!” Buck yelled, slamming
the magazine shut.

“What happened?” Ziggy
asked, rushing over.

“Read this,” Buck said,
pushing the magazine into her hands. She was fuming at this point.
Someone at the party had to have talked to a reporter. The article
had a picture of her and Ziggy sitting by the pond together, and
somehow, she felt as if she had gotten set up.

As Ziggy read the magazine article,
Buck watched the other woman’s face. She wanted to see what her
reaction was. The only other person that knew about her bonding
moment with Ziggy was Ziggy, and even though it hurt her to think
that the other woman could be behind this nonsense, it was the only
thing that made sense. Ziggy’s eyes skimmed through the article,
and as they did, her calm expression became one of disdain.
“Seriously?” Ziggy replied as she finished the article. “Who writes
this stuff?”

“Get used to it,” Spike
stated. “These people don’t have lives.”

“So, what is true and what
did they make up?” Jemma inquired, looking at Buck and
Ziggy.

“Well, for one, Ziggy isn’t
my lover,” Buck replied, irritated.

“Yeah, I don’t know where
they got that,” Ziggy replied.

“What about Olive?” Jemma
asked. “She is going to be pissed when she sees this.”

“Yeah, she is,” Buck sighed.
“And it doesn’t help that we got into a fight last
night.”

“At the party?” Spike
inquired. “Was she there? I didn’t see her.”

“She was there,” Buck told
her. “I ran into her by one of the kegs, and she did look a little
roughed up.”

“But come on,” Jemma
retorted. “Olive would never get into drugs. The reporters are just
trying to stir things up.”

“People change,” Spike said.
“And I have heard her name mentioned a couple of times by some
shady characters that I used to hang out with.”

“Like who?” Jemma asked,
looking at her partner in disbelief.

“Well, for one, when we were
back home, I saw Bill Thompson at the grocery store, and he said
that his dealer had both Olive and Viola over at his
house.”

“I thought that you didn’t
talk to Bill anymore,” Jemma said, giving Spike a look.

“I don’t,” Spike replied
simply. “Like I said, he came up to me, and it was when we were
back home. It’s not like I call him or anything.”

“Better not,” Jemma
warned.

“I don’t,” Spike said. “I
don’t live that way anymore,” she replied, referring to her
troubled past. “I just wanted to tell you what I heard about
Olive.”

Speaking of…” Buck trailed as her
ringtone went off, interrupting the conversation, and Olive’s
picture popped up on her screen. “Excuse me a moment,” she said,
walking to a more private area to take the call.

“Hello,” Buck said, talking
into the receiver.

“Hi,” Olive’s voice said.
She was clearly angry. “I just saw the tabloids. Why did you tell
them that I did drugs?”

“I didn’t,” Buck replied.
“In fact, I just saw the article before you called.”

“Well, if it wasn’t you,
then who was it?” Olive inquired. “You’re the only one that would
have something to gain. Are you trying to make me look bad because
I’m with Viola now? Or was it your little girlfriend?”

“I told you. I didn’t do it,
and neither did Ziggy,” Buck told the hostile woman. “Trust me, I
watched her read the article in the magazine right after I read it,
and she was just as surprised as we were.”

“Why should I trust anything
you say?” Olive continued. “You just admitted that Ziggy was your
girlfriend. I’ll bet you two have been together for quite some
time, waiting for me to leave the band so that she could take my
place. That’s why I left you, because I can’t trust
you.”

“I don’t know where you are
getting any of this,” Buck replied, irritated at the amount of
assumptions that the other woman was making. “She’s not my
girlfriend.”

“Then, why did you instantly
know who I was talking about when I said that your girlfriend must
have talked to the reporters?” Olive questioned.

“She’s not my girlfriend,”
Buck repeated. She hadn’t realized until the words hit her lips
that she hadn’t negated the accusation the first time it was made.
She hadn’t even thought it significant at the time. “I didn’t even
think to correct you. I just knew who you were talking about, so I
answered your questions, but really, we are just
friends.”

“I don’t believe you,” Olive
replied. “I saw the photo in the magazine of you two together. You
two looked pretty cozy to me. It didn’t look like you were just
friends.”

“Well, we are,” Buck said.
“I’m still in love with you.”

“Bull shit,” Olive retorted.
“I gave you several chances to show it, but you never did. Besides,
you’ve already moved on.”

“No, I did…” Buck started,
but Olive had already hung up.

“What happened?” Spike asked
as Buck stuffed her phone in her pocket and walked back over to her
group of friends.

“Olive thinks that I’m with
Ziggy,” Buck replied.

“Why does she care if she’s
not in love with you anymore?” Jemma questioned with a look. “It
sounds like she still has feeling for you.”

“Yeah, I guess old Viola
just isn’t cutting it anymore,” Spike laughed.

“I don’t know about that,”
Buck said.

“Well, there’s one way to
find out,” Ziggy commented.

“What’s that?” Buck
questioned, and everyone turned to look at the other
woman.

“Do something romantic for
her,” Ziggy said. “If she’s still in love with you, then maybe, you
just need to do something to show that you still care. Maybe, if
you do the right thing, you can win her back.”

“Why are you trying to help
me?” Buck asked, eyebrow raised. “You were mentioned in the tabloid
as well, so I would think that you would stay as far away from this
situation as you could.”

“I told you, Buck,” Ziggy
replied. “I want to be your friend. I want to see you happy, and if
getting Olive back will make you happy, I want to help.”

Buck thought about her answer for a
moment before eventually complying. “Okay,” Buck said. “What should
I do?”

“Meet me after the recording
session, and we will come up with something,” Ziggy replied. “Right
now, we need to get back to business and finish recording. Dave’s
waving his arms around like an airplane traffic controller, trying
to get our attention.”


Chapter Thirteen

Ziggy put away her guitar and slung her
guitar case over her shoulder. The band had gotten a lot
accomplished, and they were only one song away from releasing their
promotional CD. Ziggy wandered out of the recording booth and over
to a nearby wall to wait for Buck. She needed a second to herself
to clear her head before spending her night helping the other woman
devise a plan to win back Olive.

Something inside of her was hesitant to
help Buck with Olive. She wasn’t sure exactly what was holding her
back, but the thought of the two getting back together didn’t warm
her heart. From what she had seen, Olive seemed like she was
selfish and going down a path that was going to jeopardize her
future. Ziggy didn’t like the thought of Buck being in that chaos.
However, at the same time, she knew that Buck’s heart was broken,
and she wanted to see the other woman happy.

Ziggy hadn’t seen any more than a
glimpse of what a happy Buck looked like since she met the other
woman, but what she had seen had made her yearn for more. Buck was
charming when she was content, and the abrasive countenance that
she normally showed turned into an attractive confidence when she
was in a good mood. Ziggy liked being around that Buck, and she
knew that helping the other woman with Olive would bring her warm
personality up to the surface.

“Hi, you ready?” Buck asked,
startling her.

“Sure,” Ziggy said, pulling
herself from her thoughts. “Where do you want to go?”

“Well, I figured that we
could go back to my hotel room to talk,” Buck told her. “I want to
change, and then, we can have some coffee and brainstorm a way to
get Olive’s attention.”

Ziggy already had come up with an idea
of how Buck could win Olive back but passing up a chance to hang
out with the other woman in private was not in her
plans.

“Alright,” Ziggy agreed.
“Give me the address, and I will take a taxi there.”

“You’re not taking a taxi,”
Buck refuted. “People know who you are now. That could be
dangerous. You’ll be lucky if you can step in a small-town bar
where no one knows who you are.”

“Well, how am I going to get
there then?”

“I’ll drive you,” Buck
replied simply.

Ziggy shrugged and followed the other
woman out of the studio. The two talked the whole way to Buck’s car
about the songs that they recorded that day and the lyrics that
Buck had chosen for them. Ziggy enjoyed hearing how each song
evolved and the story behind the lyrics. It also taught her a lot
about Buck and how the other woman thought and felt. The
conversation continued all the way to the hotel, and when they
parked, Ziggy was somewhat disappointed. She enjoyed conversing
with the other woman and learning about her, and Ziggy knew that as
soon as they were in the hotel, their peaceful conversation would
transition to one about Buck’s ex. Ziggy got out of Buck’s car and
followed her through the hotel doors, and sure enough the other
woman brought up Olive.
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