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  First Session Sparks
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Lana Berlose stood outside the industrial loft, her fingers tightening around the strap of her guitar case as she stared up at the converted warehouse. The address matched the one Darryl had texted her three days ago, but nothing could have prepared her for the sheer size of the place or the way her pulse kicked up at the thought of walking inside. She had spent the last year grinding out solo gigs and bedroom recordings, guarding her independence like it was the only thing keeping her afloat. Now she was about to step into a shared studio with three men whose reputations alone made her mouth go dry. 
She pressed the buzzer. The door clicked open almost immediately, and a tall figure filled the frame. Darryl. He was exactly as his photos suggested and somehow more, dark hair falling across his forehead, piercing blue eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip. Stubble shadowed his jaw, and his dark button-down clung to broad shoulders that spoke of hours spent hauling gear rather than just sitting behind a console.
“Lana Berlose,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Right on time. Come on in.”
She stepped past him, the faint scent of cedar and something warmer, like clean sweat and late nights, brushing her skin. His hand settled briefly at the small of her back to guide her, the touch light yet deliberate, and a spark raced up her spine. She glanced back, catching the way his gaze lingered on the curve of her waist before he looked away.
“Darryl Hale,” he introduced himself properly once the door closed. “Lead producer on this project. The others are already here. We’ve been setting up the live room.”
She followed him through a wide hallway lined with framed album art and into the heart of the loft. Exposed brick walls met polished concrete floors, and the space opened into a massive open-plan studio. Natural light poured through tall windows, catching on vintage microphones and racks of gleaming equipment.
A lean man with glasses looked up from behind the mixing board. Seth. His short brown hair was neatly combed, warm brown eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled. He wore a fitted henley and dark jeans, practical but somehow effortlessly attractive. He wiped his hands on a cloth and crossed the room.
“Seth Rivera,” he said, extending a hand. His grip was precise, steady, and when their fingers touched she felt a quiet current of awareness. “I handle the tech side. If you need anything adjusted mid-take, just say the word.”
His thumb brushed the inside of her wrist before he released her, so subtle she almost convinced herself she imagined it. Yet the warmth stayed with her as Darryl led her deeper into the space.
A burst of energy announced the third man before she even saw him. Theo strode out from the live room, guitar slung across his muscular torso, tattoos visible beneath the sleeves of his worn black tee. Tousled blond hair fell into green eyes that lit up the moment they landed on her. He grinned, all playful warmth and athletic grace.
“Theo Kane,” he said, pulling her into a quick, friendly hug that still managed to press her curves against the solid wall of his chest. “Drums, bass, whatever you need. Damn, your voice on those demos? I’ve had that hook stuck in my head for days.”
His hand lingered at her elbow as he stepped back, thumb tracing a small circle before dropping away. Lana felt heat rise in her cheeks. Three men, three very different energies, and already the air between them hummed with something electric.
They gathered in the live room. Darryl handed her a microphone while Seth adjusted levels on the board visible through the glass. Theo settled behind the kit, twirling a stick with casual flair. Lana tuned her guitar, aware of the way all three pairs of eyes tracked her movements.
“Let’s start loose,” Darryl said, voice carrying through the monitors. “Play us something you’ve been working on. We’ll jump in when it feels right.”
Lana closed her eyes, found the opening chord, and began to sing. Her voice filled the room, sultry and raw, and within seconds Theo’s drums locked into her rhythm. Seth added a low synth line from the board, and Darryl’s guitar wove through the spaces she left open. The chemistry was instant. Every glance across the room carried weight, every shared beat pulled them closer.
During a breakdown, Darryl’s fingers brushed hers on the fretboard as he leaned in to demonstrate a harmony. The contact sent a jolt straight through her. She looked up, catching the flicker of heat in his blue eyes before he nodded for her to continue. Across the room, Theo caught her gaze and winked, his grin promising more than just music. Seth’s voice came through the headphones, low and approving.
“That was perfect, Lana. The way you held that note, felt like you were singing just for us.”
They played for nearly an hour, the music growing tighter, more intimate with each pass. Lingering touches multiplied. Theo’s hand at her lower back as he adjusted her stance at the mic. Seth’s fingers grazing her shoulder when he passed her water. Darryl’s palm resting on her hip for a brief, grounding moment while they listened back to a take. Every glance lasted a second too long. Every smile carried an undercurrent that made her pulse race.
By the time they wrapped the session, Lana’s skin felt flushed and alive. She set her guitar down, breathing harder than the playing alone warranted.
“Dinner?” Darryl suggested, already moving toward the open kitchen at the far end of the loft. “We ordered Thai. Figured we’d keep it simple tonight.”
Theo whooped and began clearing space at the long wooden table. Seth dimmed the studio lights, leaving only warm lamps glowing over the dining area. They ate family-style, passing containers and trading stories about past sessions and nightmare gigs. Conversation flowed easily, yet beneath it tension simmered.
Lana caught Darryl watching her mouth as she licked sauce from her thumb. Seth’s knee brushed hers under the table and stayed there, solid and warm. Theo reached across to refill her glass, his fingers trailing along her wrist in a way that felt anything but accidental. Every touch was small, deniable, yet they stacked until the air grew thick with possibility.
She laughed at one of Theo’s outrageous tour stories, and the sound drew all three men’s attention like a magnet. In that moment, surrounded by their combined heat and talent, Lana felt the first real crack in the walls she had built around her heart. The music had already bound them. The rest, she suspected, was only a matter of time.






  
  Late-Night Confessions

[image: ]

Lana leaned over the mixing board, her long wavy hair falling forward as she adjusted the EQ on her vocal track. The loft had grown quiet except for the low hum of equipment and the occasional click from Seth's keyboard. It was past midnight, but none of them seemed ready to call it a night. The jam session from earlier still buzzed in her veins, and the way the three men kept finding reasons to stand close made her pulse skip in ways she wasn't sure she wanted to examine yet. 
Darryl stood behind her, his tall frame casting a shadow over the console. His dark hair was slightly mussed from running his hands through it during takes, and those piercing blue eyes watched her every move with an intensity that made the air feel thicker. "You're holding back on the chorus," he said, voice low and commanding. "Let it out. Don't be afraid to sound like you're aching for something."
She glanced back at him, catching the way his gaze dipped to her lips before returning to the screen. "I don't usually sing like that in front of people I've just met," she admitted, her own voice coming out softer than intended. His hand brushed her shoulder as he reached past her to tweak a fader, the contact lingering a second longer than necessary. Heat bloomed under her skin where his fingers had been.
Seth slid into the seat beside her, glasses reflecting the glow of the monitors. His short brown hair looked neat even after hours of work, and his warm brown eyes held a thoughtful spark that made her feel seen. "The levels are perfect on your ad-libs," he murmured, leaning in so his arm pressed lightly against hers. "But if you want, I can layer in some reverb that makes it feel like you're whispering right in someone's ear. It's intimate as hell when it's done right."
Lana felt the brush of his sleeve against her bare arm, and it sent a small shiver through her. She turned to him, noting the subtle way his lips curved when he caught her reaction. "You make it sound dirty, Seth," she said with a light laugh, but the sound came out breathier than she meant. He didn't pull away, and neither did she.
Theo wandered over from the live room, his muscular build filling the doorway before he dropped into a chair on her other side. Tousled blond hair stuck to his forehead from the heat of the lights, and his green eyes danced with that teasing warmth she was already getting used to. Tattoos peeked from under his sleeves as he stretched, the movement drawing her attention to the flex of his arms. "You three are overthinking it," he said, energetic as ever. "Lana, just sing it like you're in bed after a long night. Raw. That's what hooks people."
His hand landed on her knee under the table, casual at first, but his thumb traced a slow circle that made her breath catch. She didn't move it away. Instead, she met his gaze and felt the playful challenge there. The mixing session was supposed to be about the music, but every interaction was shifting into something more charged, more personal.
They worked on the track for another hour, the room growing warmer with each pass. Darryl guided her through vocal takes with poetic instructions that felt like foreplay. "Imagine you're confessing something you can't say out loud," he told her during one run, his breath close to her ear as he adjusted her headphones. His stubble grazed her cheek, and she had to steady herself against the sudden rush of want. She sang the line again, and this time it came out husky, laced with the tension building between them.
Seth's flirtations were quieter but no less potent. He pulled up a chair so close their thighs touched, pointing out waveforms on the screen while his fingers accidentally brushed the inside of her wrist. "See how that sustain makes your voice wrap around the beat?" he asked, voice technical but his eyes anything but. "It's like you're inviting someone in. Don't hold back. I want to hear what you sound like when you're really letting go."
His words planted images in her mind that had nothing to do with music, and she shifted in her seat, aware of how her form-fitting top clung to her curves. Theo kept the energy light with teasing comments, his touches growing bolder as the night wore on. He reached over to tuck a strand of her hair behind her ear during a playback, his fingertips trailing down her neck in a way that made her stomach tighten. "You're killing me with that sultry tone," he said, grinning. "If we don't take a break soon, I'm going to forget we're supposed to be working."
They paused for coffee from the kitchen, the conversation turning personal as they sat around the low table near the couch. Lana found herself opening up more than she usually did, the late hour and their attentive presence loosening her guarded nature. "I've always worked alone because it's safer," she confessed, swirling her mug. "No one to disappoint if the music doesn't land. But tonight, with all of you, it feels like something bigger is possible. I'm scared of what that means for me."
Darryl leaned forward, his athletic frame relaxed but his eyes intense. "We're not here to take anything from you, Lana. We want to build with you. I've been in groups before, and the best ones happen when everyone brings their hunger to the table. Don't shut that down before it starts."
His hand rested on her thigh as he spoke, a subtle touch that felt like an anchor. She didn't pull away, instead letting the warmth seep in. Seth added his thoughts next, his precise tone mixing with something more vulnerable. "I overthink everything, you know? Order keeps me sane in the studio
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