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The Miami sun, relentless in its intensity, beat down on Rex’s sprawling mansion, casting long shadows through the palm trees fringing the property. Inside, the air conditioning hummed, a crisp counterpoint to the heat outside. Rex, barefoot and clad in a loose white linen shirt, stood before a vast mirror that spanned nearly the entire width of his bathroom, scrutinizing his reflection.

His reflection stared back at him—a familiar mop of salt-and-pepper hair and aquiline features that bore the marks of time. Perhaps it was time for a trim. He moved with a practiced ease, a skill honed over years of being under the scrutiny of cameras and audiences. But today, Rex’s gaze was fixed on his beard. It had grown unruly in recent weeks, a thicket of grey obscuring his jawline. In his hand, he held a pair of silver barber scissors, their tips glinting in the diffused light.

Outside, the breeze rustled the leaves, carrying the faint sounds of the ocean and the distant laughter of children playing by the pool. Inside, the only sound was the low hum of the trimmer and the steady snip-snip-snip as Rex meticulously defined the lines of his face.

A ghost of a smile played on his lips. He wasn’t one for grand gestures, but a change was needed. Maybe a new look would spark something, a flicker of inspiration to reignite the creative fire that had seemed to dim lately. With a practiced flick of the wrist, the scissors snipped a stray grey curl that dared to stray from the line.

Years of experience performing under bright lights had given him a keen eye for detail, and he approached this self-inflicted grooming ritual with the same dedication he brought to his music. Each snip was deliberate, each motion measured. He wasn't just trimming a beard; he was crafting an image, a look that felt both timeless and contemporary. 

A jolt of memory struck Rex - the phone call with Rhys, the one before their last. The feelings of anger and helplessness came rushing back all at once.

The receiver felt heavy in Rex's hand, the silence on the other end stretching into a chasm. He'd dialed Rhys's number on a whim, a nagging worry gnawing at him. They hadn't spoken much lately, the tensions unspoken but ever-present.

"Rhys?" he finally ventured, the word rough in his throat.

"Yeah, Rexy?"

"Just checking in, mate. How are things?"

A pause. Rex could practically hear Rhys fiddling with something on his end. "Same old, same old... You?"

"Busy, you know. Working on some new stuff." A forced lightness to his voice. He hated this dance, the polite small talk when what he really wanted to say was: "Are you alright?"

"Yeah, well, that's good. You gotta keep that magic alive, right?" A sardonic edge crept into Rhys's voice.

Rex winced. "Always, mate. Always..." He knew the comparisons stung, the shadow of The Still Ravens looming large over Rhys's solo career.

"And you ?"

A muffled cough came through the receiver. "Yeah, Rexy. Just... busy."

Rex could practically hear the weariness in his younger brother's voice. "Busy with what? Another party?"

A tense silence stretched. Rex knew he was pushing it, but worry gnawed at him like a persistent ache. Rhys's career, once a rocket ship fueled by Rex's songwriting, had sputtered and stalled. The whispers of trouble, of the demons Rhys battled, were getting louder.

"Just... stuff, alright?" Rhys finally snapped.

"Look, Rhys," he began, choosing his words carefully. "We both know things haven't been..."

"Great? Fantastic? Award-winning?" Rhys's voice sharpened, laced with bitterness.

The anger flared in Rex's gut, hot and immediate. "Don't get smart with me," he snapped. "I'm just trying to help."

A heavy sigh came through the line. "Help with what? Turning me into another Still Raven? Turning everything into gold?"

Silence stretched between them, thick and heavy. Rex closed his eyes, picturing his younger brother, the spark in his eyes dimmed by a weariness that went beyond his years.

"Rhys," he started again, his voice softer, "you have a gift. A damn good one. You just need to..."

"Need to what, Rexy? Need to be you?" The words were laced with a pain that made Rex flinch.

"No," he said, his voice thick with emotion. "No, you need to be you. But you need to take care of yourself too."

"Just what, Rexy?" Rhys cut in again, his voice rising. "Just want me to be perfect? Like you and Ryan? It doesn't work that way!"

The line went dead. In his hand, the receiver felt like a lead weight. Rex stared out the window, the vibrant sunset now a bruised mockery. He slammed the phone down, the hollow thud echoing the emptiness in his gut.

He didn't know what to say anymore. He didn't know how to reach his brother through the haze of resentment and despair. All he felt was a gnawing fear, a premonition that this silence might be permanent.

He surveyed his handiwork critically. The beard wasn't going anywhere completely - that wasn't Rex's style. But a trim, a definition – that might be just the thing. He continued, the rhythmic snip-snip of the scissors the only sound in the opulent bathroom. Minutes ticked by, the sun above the horizon, transforming Miami's skyscrapers into a dazzling display of scattered diamonds.

Finally, with a last snip and a satisfied nod, Rex stepped back. A different him peered back from the mirror – a hint younger, perhaps, with a spark of determination in his eyes. The beard was shorter, neater, framing his face in a way that felt... new. A satisfied smile etched itself onto his face. With a final flourish, he ran a hand over his newly shorn beard, a silent promise to the man in the mirror that the music, the essence of who he was, would forever remain.

The Miami sun beat down on Rex's shoulders as he paced the veranda, the scent of plumeria heavy in the air. In his mind, a half-written melody. It wasn't writer's block exactly, but a different kind of paralysis. This song, titled "You Belong Here," was meant to be a tribute to his younger brother, Rhys. But every time Rex approached it, a wave of grief threatened to drown the music.

He closed his eyes, picturing Rhys's infectious grin, the way his voice soared effortlessly. A bittersweet ache settled in his chest. Number Ones Studio, their usual recording haven, held too many memories – late nights harmonizing, the shared dream of musical conquest.

Could he possibly step into that studio and sing about Rhys without being consumed by the absence?

Taking a deep breath, Rex went back inside the house. He poured himself a glass of orange juice, the same Rhys used to favor. The tartness seemed appropriate for the bittersweet emotions swirling within him. He picked up a well-worn acoustic guitar, the wood smooth from years of playing. His fingers danced over the familiar strings, coaxing out a simple, melancholic chord progression. The melody for "You Belong Here" started to form, a sad yet hopeful tune that mirrored the way he felt about Rhys.

He sang a few bars softly, his voice raw with emotion. The lyrics, simple yet potent, spoke of a place where the lost are found, a melody where broken dreams could still resonate. It was a tribute, yes, but also a conversation, a way to bridge the gap left by Rhys's absence.

As the afternoon wore on, Rex practiced, his voice gaining strength with each repetition. He envisioned Rhys in the studio with him, a silent partner in the creation of this song. A small smile played on his lips - maybe a part of him would always belong here, in the music.

Later, driving to Number Ones Studio, the city lights blurred by. But in his mind, the image was clear: two brothers, harmonizing, their voices forever intertwined. Tonight, Rex wouldn't just be recording a song; he'd be keeping a promise, a one whispered on the wind, a promise that Rhys would always belong here, in the music, in his heart.

The sterile air of Number Ones Studio felt heavy with Rex's unspoken grief as he pushed open the door. The familiar hum of equipment and the low murmur of conversation did little to ease the knot in his stomach. He was here to record You Belong Here, a song that felt like a fragile flame, easily extinguished by the weight of his emotions.

Then, a sound cut through the studio chatter - a melancholic chord progression played on the piano. Rex's heart stuttered. It was the melody –Randy's idea, the very heart of You Belong Here, but imbued with a deeper resonance, a melancholic beauty that sent shivers down his spine.

He followed the sound, his steps echoing on the polished floor. There, bathed in the soft glow of a lamp, sat Randy. His fingers danced on the ivory keys, coaxing out a rendition of the song that was both achingly familiar and surprisingly new.

Rex leaned against the doorway, a choked sob escaping his lips. Randy looked up, his eyes widening in surprise. "Rex," he said, his voice thick with a British accent that time hadn't dulled. "Thought you wouldn't be here for another hour."

"Couldn't stay away," Rex admitted, stepping into the room. The weight in his chest seemed to lessen a fraction under Randy's kind gaze. 

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. "You brought the firewater, then?" he said, his voice raspy. 

Rex managed a weak nod, a lump forming in his throat. Randy gestured to the chair beside him. "Come on, then. Let's see what magic we can conjure for Rhys."

Rex didn't hesitate. As he settled onto the stool, the worn leather cool against his skin, the weight on his chest seemed to lessen a fraction. Here, in the familiar space, with Randy by his side, the daunting task of recording the song felt a little less daunting. It was a shared journey now, a way to weave their love for Rhys into the very fabric of the music. Together, they listened as Randy wove a tapestry of sound, his touch on the piano as familiar and comforting as a well-worn sweater. It wasn't the melody Rex had envisioned, but it held the same essence of longing and love.

"You know," Randy began, his voice soft, "when I heard this song, it felt...incomplete -like it was missing a harmony."

Rex's throat tightened. A silent understanding passed between them. This wasn't just a song for Rhys, it was a song for them, for The Steel Ravens, a melody that would forever bind them together, even in the face of loss.

"Think you can manage a verse, Rexy?" Randy asked, a glint of hope in his eyes.

Rex took a deep breath. "For Rhys," he said, a lump forming in his throat.

Rex settled in, the worn ivory keys cool beneath his fingertips. He strummed a tentative chord, the melody for You Belong Here spilling from his lips. As he sang, Randy joined in, his deeper voice weaving a harmonious counterpoint. It wasn't perfect yet, rough around the edges like their grief, but there was a raw beauty in their shared vulnerability.

And as their voices intertwined, filling the studio with a bittersweet harmony. It wasn't just a room with equipment, the sterile air seemed to crackle with the electricity of shared grief, unspoken love, and the enduring spirit of The Steel Ravens. It became a sanctuary, a place where their love for Rhys could take shape in music. With each note, a weight seemed to lift from Rex's chest. He wasn't alone. Randy was here, his silent understanding a balm to his soul.

They played on, the music filling the room—an expression of their love for their brother. It was a tribute, yes, but also a promise—a melody woven from memory and grief declaring that Rhys would forever belong here, in the music, in their hearts.

Randy stared at the blank sheet of music paper... The melody for a song about Rhys, his younger brother, had been flowing just moments ago, a bittersweet tribute laced with love. But now, a dam had broken within him. Memories, bittersweet and poignant, swirled in his mind like a storm. Laughter from childhood echoed, then the soaring harmonies of The Steel Ravens, their shared dreams taking flight. Arguments, petty and long-forgotten, stung anew. But the storm grew darker, the image of Rhys, frail and lost, replacing the joyous past.

The emotions, a tangled mess of grief, anger, and a profound sense of loss, tightened in his chest like a vise. Randy gasped, the breath catching in his throat. The sterile perfection of the studio mocked his turmoil. He needed air, space to unravel the storm within.

With a suddenness that surprised even himself, Randy pushed back from his chair. The screech of metal against concrete scraped harshly through the quiet. He didn't bother about his work, the melody for Rhys lost in the tempest of his feelings. Leaving the unfinished song behind, he shoved his hands into his pockets, pacing the length of the corridor, long enough strides eating away at the trapped energy. He fled the studio, the sterile walls no longer a haven but a stark reminder of his loss. Each beat of his heart echoed the whirlpool of emotions, a relentless tide threatening to pull him under. The cool night air felt like a slap, momentarily shocking him into a semblance of calm. But the storm within raged on, unanswered and unresolved.

Some minutes later, Rex tapped his pen against the mixing board, brow furrowed in concentration. He was lost in a sea of drum tracks and synthesizer loops, crafting a sonic landscape for Ryan's upcoming vocals. A half-empty coffee cup sat forgotten beside him, the silence broken only by the rhythmic hum of the studio equipment.

The heavy thud of the studio door slamming shut echoed through the hallway, a jarring intrusion into their usual creative flow. He swiveled in his chair, expecting to see Randy emerge, perhaps needing a quick coffee break or a breath of fresh air. But the hallway remained stubbornly empty. 

"Ran?" he called out, his voice muffled by the soundproofing. No answer.

A sliver of unease wormed its way into Rex. His brother wasn't one for theatrics. He worked diligently, pouring his heart and soul into his music, rarely leaving a session unfinished. 

Just then, Ryan sauntered in, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

"Hey Re," he greeted, slinging his guitar case onto the nearest couch. "How's the magic happening?"

Rex gestured vaguely towards the mixing board. "Stuck, actually. Ran just... disappeared."

Ryan's smile faltered slightly. "Disappeared? You mean he went for a coffee run or something?"

"No, like vanished," Rex clarified, gesturing back towards the empty hallway. "Left the studio in the middle of working on your track. Didn't say a word, didn't even save his work."

Ryan's brow furrowed. This was unlike Randy. The man was meticulous, a creature of habit, and abandoning unfinished work was unheard of. A sliver of unease wormed its way into Ryan's gut now.

"Maybe he forgot something?" Ryan offered, his voice lacking conviction.

Rex shook his head. "Doesn't seem like it. He looked... off. Troubled, even."

The unfinished sentence hung heavy in the air, laden with unspoken questions. Was it something to do with the song they were working on? Had something happened outside of the studio that had triggered Randy's abrupt exit?

A shared look passed between them. Randy wasn't one to wear his emotions on his sleeve, especially grief. The loss of Rhys still hung heavy between them, a raw nerve they all tiptoed around.

The confusion settled on Rex like a heavy cloak. The normally bustling creative energy of the studio felt hollow without Randy's presence. The unfinished melody on his own screen mocked him, a reminder of the song they'd been working on together – a song about Rhys. A pang shot through Rex as realization dawned. Could their foray into such personal territory have unearthed something raw and painful for Randy, something he couldn't handle in the confines of the studio?

With a sigh, Rex pushed himself out of his chair, the unease gnawing at him. "Maybe I should go check on him," he muttered, already heading for the door. The empty hallway offered no answers, only the lingering echo of Randy's sudden departure and a growing sense of worry in Rex's gut.

The Miami night air hung thick and humid as Randy eased the convertible Rolls-Royce out of the dimly lit Number Ones Studio parking lot. The engine purred, a stark contrast to the turmoil churning in his gut. Headlights sliced through the palm trees lining the road, casting fleeting shadows that mirrored the turmoil within.

Just hours ago, the studio had thrummed with the familiar hum of creation. Now, the echo of Rhys’ laughter, the playful banter that had always fueled their sessions, felt like a cruel phantom limb. His younger brother, the golden-voiced wonder, was gone. Consumed by a darkness Randy could never fully grasp.

Randy gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white. He could still hear Rhys’s voice, that rich baritone that had once blended so perfectly with his own and Ryan's. Now, it was a cruel memory, a constant reminder of the gaping hole ripped from their lives.

He glanced at the passenger seat, a reflex honed from years of going around together. Empty. A wave of nausea washed over him. It felt unnatural, driving without Rhys’s presence, his endless chatter and off-key humming a comforting background noise now replaced by a suffocating silence.

The sprawling sprawl of his mansion loomed ahead, a monument to their collective success. But tonight, it felt more like a mausoleum, devoid of the warmth Rhys’s infectious energy had brought.

Randy pulled into the driveway, the gravel crunching under the tires a harsh counterpoint to the hollowness within him. Then, a choked sob escaped his lips. He leaned his head against the cool leather, tears blurring the image of the mansion reflected in the windshield. Tonight, the house held no comfort. It only served as a stark reminder of the melody now missing from their family harmony. Getting out seemed an insurmountable task. With a shaky breath, Randy unclenched his fists and pushed open the car door.  

The wrought iron gates of the mansion clanged shut behind Randy, the finality of the sound echoing the hollowness inside him. Miami's vibrant chaos, usually a welcome distraction, was an assault on his raw grief. Then, a faint memory surfaced. A childhood promise, whispered between brothers under the starlit English sky. A vow to keep the music alive, no matter what. 

The cavernous mansion, a monument to the Steel Ravens' success, felt like a tomb now. Each echoing hallway whispered memories – Rhys’s infectious laughter, their youthful harmonies bouncing off the walls. The night was long, the road ahead uncertain, but the music, their music, would be his guide.

Days bled into weeks, his mansion a gilded cage. The once vibrant colors of success - the platinum records, the awards lining the shelves -mocked him with their emptiness. He'd tried and tried to fill the silence with work, to find solace in the familiar rhythm of creation. But the music, their music, turned sour in his ears. Rhys’s absence was a gaping hole in every melody, a discordant note that shattered any attempt at harmony.

The once vibrant music room felt like a mausoleum of their shared dreams. Music, their lifeline, had become a strangling vine. Silence, however, was worse. It amplified the relentless echo of Rhys’s absence in the grand halls. The thought of picking up a guitar brought a wave of nausea. Trapped within these opulent walls, the weight of grief pressed down on him, squeezing the air from his lungs.

One evening, the hush became unbearable. Randy wandered into the study, a mausoleum of abandoned song lyrics and half-finished recordings. His gaze fell upon the liquor cabinet, a dark, polished maw whispering promises of oblivion. Shame battled with desperation. He knew the path it led to. The years they'd fought so hard to stay sober seemed a lifetime ago.

After John Lennon, a seasoned rocker known for enjoying a drink, encountered him, young at the time, backstage at a concert. Lennon, ever the host, offered Randy a drink. It wasn't just any beverage, though. According to The Steel Ravens’ recollection, Lennon poured him his first-ever Scotch and Coke. It kick-started a love affair with booze for Randy. 

He battled a long-term struggle with alcohol. The pressures of fame, along with their self-described nickname "Pot, Pills and Piss," point to a lifestyle that heavily relied on substances. In contrast with Ryan's demon, amphetamines were this. These stimulants, often used to boost energy



































































































[image: ]






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
ATl Stor

THE RISE, FALL AND HEART OF RHYS GIBBONS





d2d_images/image000.jpg
A S

THE RISE, FALL AND HEART OF RHYS GIBBONS





d2d_images/scene_break.png





