

    
        
          The Second We Became Forever

        

        
        
          SankulaHub

        

        
          Published by SankulaHub, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SECOND WE BECAME FOREVER

    

    
      First edition. November 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 SankulaHub.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232904111

    

    
    
      Written by SankulaHub.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by SankulaHub

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          21 Letters to My Younger Self

          
        
          
	          Become Your Own Coach: A Self-Guided Path to Inner Leadership and Quiet Confidence

          
        
          
	          Beyond Motivation: The System That Actually Works

          
        
          
	          Break the Loop: Escape Repetitive Thought Patterns  A Self-Healing Guide to Reclaiming Inner Clarity and Mental Peace,    By SankulaHub

          
        
          
	          Know Yourself Deeper: 100 Questions That Awaken Your Inner Truth

          
        
          
	          Calm is a Superpower: Train Your Emotional Reflex

          
        
          
	          The Words That Touched Her Heart – A Second-Chance Romance

          
        
          
	          Clouds Between Us

          
        
          
	          Letters Left On Her Doorstep: A Quiet Second-Chance Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Found After the Storm

          
        
          
	          Stillness in Her Smile

          
        
          
	          The Gentle Way Back to You

          
        
          
	          We Loved Once, Remember?

          
        
          
	          One More Time, Just Us

          
        
          
	          Unwritten Chapters of the Heart

          
        
          
	          Waiting for Our Second Chance

          
        
          
	          Willow Hill Secrets

          
        
          
	          Hearts of Riverstone Creek

          
        
          
	          Sweetness in Every Slice

          
        
          
	          The Cafe Where I Found You

          
        
          
	          Crush Notes and Coffee Breaks

          
        
          
	          Playlist of Our Love

          
        
          
	          Text Me When You’re Brave Enough

          
        
          
	          That One Semester with You

          
        
          
	          Twilight Promises in Willow Hill

          
        
          
	          Falling for the CFO

          
        
          
	          Love in December Lights

          
        
          
	          Midwinter Romance in the Vineyard

          
        
          
	          The Midnight Carousel Kiss

          
        
          
	          The Proposal She Never Expected

          
        
          
	          Two Strangers, One Table

          
        
          
	          When He’s Twice My Age

          
        
          
	          Chasing My Golden Years

          
        
          
	          Her Midlife Melody

          
        
          
	          Silvered Heart, Golden Dreams

          
        
          
	          Age‑Mark of the Soul

          
        
          
	          A Vintage Heart Reborn

          
        
          
	          He Taught Me to Love

          
        
          
	          His Youthful Spark

          
        
          
	          Lessons from a Younger Love

          
        
          
	          Mentor of My Heart

          
        
          
	          New Chapters at Fifty

          
        
          
	          Thirty Years Between Us

          
        
          
	          Late Blooming Infatuation

          
        
          
	          Older, Wiser, Loving

          
        
          
	          Rewriting Our Decades

          
        
          
	          Her Heart’s Private Divide

          
        
          
	          Two Roads, One Heart

          
        
          
	          Between the Ex and the New

          
        
          
	          Shared Orbit

          
        
          
	          The Silent Measure

          
        
          
	          Love’s Uncharted Map

          
        
          
	          Signals We Almost Missed

          
        
          
	          A Third Heart Between Us

          
        
          
	          Between Two Gravities

          
        
          
	          Edge of Two Hearts

          
        
          
	          Between One Promise And Two Names

          
        
          
	          The Moment Both Let Go

          
        
          
	          After-Hours Arrangement

          
        
          
	          Three Hearts, One Promise

          
        
          
	          Coffee Room Crush

          
        
          
	          Desk One Love

          
        
          
	          Kisses Behind Glass Partitions

          
        
          
	          Hearts Before Midnight

          
        
          
	          The Corporate Pull

          
        
          
	          Overtime Amour

          
        
          
	          Best Friendship, Best Love

          
        
          
	          When Friendship Went Next Level

          
        
          
	          Because We Were Us

          
        
          
	          Side-by-Side Hearts

          
        
          
	          Suddenly, Somehow Us  A Friends-to-Lovers Story

          
        
          
	          The Night Our Friendship Flipped

          
        
          
	          The Second We Became Forever

          
        
          
	          When Our Friendship Lit the Sky

          
        
          
	          Break Room Romance

          
        
          
	          Friends First Kiss

          
        
          
	          From Lattes to Love

          
        
          
	          Almost More Than Friends

          
        
          
	          Friendship Wrote On My Heart

          
        
          
	          Soul Friend Love

          
        
          
	          Just Beyond Just Friends

          
        
          
	          Closer Than Friends, Braver Than Lovers

          
        
          
	          When Friendship Wasn’t Enough Anymore

          
        
          
	          Older Than My Plans, Exactly What I Want

          
        
          
	          Ten Years, One Impossible Timing

          
        
          
	          When Sir Became Something More

          
        
          
	          Between The Hand I Hold And The One I Miss

          
        
          
	          The Choice I Owe My Heart

          
        
          
	          The Third Chair At Our Table

          
        
          
	          Same Deadline, Shared Heart

          
        
          
	          The Email That Changed My Job And My Heart

          
        
          
	          When The Conference Room Door Clicked Shut

          
        
          
	          After We Promised To Stay Just Friends

          
        
          
	          The Summer Our Friendship Crossed the Line

          
        
          
	          When Your Shoulder Became Home

          
        
          
	          The Night I Broke Someone’s Forever

          
        
          
	          Torn Between The Life I Planned And The Life I Want

          
        
          
	          When Two People Stayed And I Had To Decide

          
        
          
	          Single Parent, Double Heart

          
        
          
	          The Day My Daughter Asked Me To Love Again

          
        
          
	          What Stayed After Our Goodbye

          
        
          
	          Love Moved Into Our Spare Room

          
        
          
	          Small Hands, Second Chances

          
        
          
	          Rainy-Day Movies And New Kisses

          
        
          
	          Second Chances in Sneakers

          
        
          
	          His Worst Opinion, Her Best Secret

          
        
          
	          Promotion Season, Private Feelings

          
        
          
	          The Meeting Room Truce

          
        
          
	          Last-Minute, First Feeling

          
        
          
	          The Compliance Kiss

          
        
          
	          His Age, My Secret

          
        
          
	          New Beginning, Old Shadows

          
        
          
	          Love After the Last Story

          
        
          
	          The Year I Chose Him

          
        
          
	          After Hours With My Older CEO

          
        
          
	          His Ending, My Beginning

          
        
          
	          The Weekend We Finally Chose Us

          
        
          
	          The Kiss That Waited Years

          
        
          
	          What I Risked To Choose Him

          
        
          
	          Second Chance at Cedar Lane

          
        
          
	          Where The Porch Light Waited

          
        
          
	          Larchwood Letters

          
        
          
	          Back to Sycamore

          
        
          
	          The Boyfriend Cover Story

          
        
          
	          Back To Hello

          
        
          
	          Candy Heart Clause

          
        
          
	          Cupid’s Cover Story

          
        
          
	          Unsent Valentine

          
        
          
	          Last Stop Valentine

          
        
          
	          My Last-Minute Valentine

          
        
          
	          Cupid at Table Seven

          
        
          
	          Kiss Between Floors

          
        
          
	          Reserved for Valentine

          
        
          
	          Clue My Valentine

          
        
          
	          Cupid Hit Send – A Valentine Group Chat Romance

          
        
          
	          After the 14th

          
        
          
	          Next Seat Over A Stranger Train Romance

          
        
          
	          Only a First Name

          
        
          
	          Hello At Gate 12

          
        
          
	          Stormbound Strangers

          
        
          
	          The Note on My Coffee

          
        
          
	          Thirty Seconds Up An Elevator Stranger Romance

          
        
          
	          The Fare Between Us A Stranger Taxi Romance

          
        
          
	          Mapless, With You

          
        
          
	          Paperback Collision

          
        
          
	          One Kiss, No Names - A Stranger Romance

          
        
          
	          Vinyl Stranger - A Record Shop Stranger Romance

          
        
          
	          Trailhead Stranger

          
        
          
	          Exes and Aisles - A Bridal Boutique Second-Chance Romcom

          
        
          
	          Two Keys, One Kiss

          
        
          
	          One Accidental Yes

          
        
          
	          Boss, Don’t Look

          
        
          
	          The Breakup Rehearsal

          
        
          
	          Love, Loud and Clumsy

          
        
          
	          The Friendship Slip-Up

          
        
          
	          Kiss the Clock, Break the Curse

          
        
          
	          The Starglass Pact

          
        
          
	          The Name The River Stole

          
        
          
	          The Rose That Kept the Secret

          
        
          
	          The Kindheart Oath

          
        
          
	          Two Hearts, One Familiar

          
        
          
	          Moonlit Cider Festival

          
        
          
	          Honeyspell Hearth

          
        
          
	          The Candlemaker’s Quiet Curse

          
        
          
	          After-Hours Academy

          
        
          
	          Spellwork Pairing

          
        
          
	          Lucky Potion Mix-Up

          
        
          
	          Hexed on the Night Shift

          
        
          
	          Fate-Thread Streets

          
        
          
	          Guarded by the Crown

          
        
          
	          Masquerade Oath: A Royal Intrigue Romantasy

          
        
          
	          Inkbound Vows

          
        
          
	          Manners For A Wild Mage

          
        
          
	          The Unsaid Duchess

          
        
          
	          Cursed Waypoints

          
        
          
	          Vault of Lost Pages: A Quest Romantasy

          
        
          
	          Two Promises, One Relic

          
        
          
	          The Gate In Her Voice

          
        
          
	          Petrichor Promise

          
        
          
	          Jasmine Spellmist

          
        
          
	          The Legend-Kissed Courtyard

          
        
          
	          Final Bell Miracles: A Clean Senior-Year Kindness Romance

          
        
          
	          New Crush, Same Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Final Round Crush: When Winning Stops Being The Hardest Part

          
        
          
	          Kiss on the Jumbotron: A Clean YA Sports Romance

          
        
          
	          Second Half Hearts: A Clean YA Comeback Romance

          
        
          
	          Kiss Me at the Last Clue: A Clean YA Mystery-Kissed Romance

          
        
          
	          The Secret in 173: A Clean YA Mystery-Romance

          
        
          
	          Side B Secret: A Nostalgic YA Romance with a Hidden Clue

          
        
          
	          The Quiet Gambit: A Clean YA Chess Club Romance

          
        
          
	          Invention Fair Promise: A Clean YA Invention-Fair Romance

          
        
          
	          They Said We Were Dating: A Clean YA Rumor-Fake-Dating Romance

          
        
          
	          Wrong Text Energy: A Clean YA Text-Mix-Up Romantic Comedy

          
        
          
	          Almost Isn’t Nothing: A Clean YA Friends-to-Lovers Romance

          
        
          
	          Before She Says Yes: A Clean YA Friends-to-Lovers Romance

          
        
          
	          First Place Fluster: A Clean YA Summer Honors Rivals Romance

          
        
          
	          Decode My Crush: A Clean YA Mystery-Kissed Romance

          
        
          
	          Duel Me at Dawn: A Clean YA Magical Rivals-to-Romance Academy Novel

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By SankulaHub

The Second We Became Forever | About the Author

Dedication

Cast Snapshot

Introduction Scene

Chapter One – Tea, Static, and the Space Between

Chapter Two – The Offer On The Table

Chapter Three – The Room On The Line

Chapter Four – Drafts, Boundaries, and Half-Truths

Chapter Five – Soft Openings and Sharp Corners

Chapter Six – The Story They Think They Own

Chapter Seven – When The Town Starts Listening Back

Chapter Eight – Non-Content Time

Chapter Nine – Lines We Choose To Cross

Chapter Ten – The Night Before The Lights

Chapter Eleven – The Sound Of A Room Breathing

Chapter Twelve – The Day The Noise Stayed

Chapter Thirteen – What We Ask For When We Ask For More

Chapter Fourteen – The Shape Of Our Yes

Chapter Fifteen – When Everyone Starts To Know

Chapter Sixteen – The First Night Away From Home

Chapter Seventeen – When The Story Stops Being Ours

Chapter Eighteen – The Question That Changes The Map

Chapter Nineteen – The Weight Of The Yes

Chapter Twenty – The Second We Choose Our Own Story

Final Takeaway – Choosing Our Own Map

Behind the Story – Character & Setting Reflections

Bonus Content – Letters, Lines, and Reflections

Thank You & A Quiet Invitation

Sign up for SankulaHub's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Night Our Friendship Flipped

Also By SankulaHub

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Second We Became Forever
About the Author 
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SankulaHub is a quiet little storytelling studio that lives between everyday routines and the kind of moments that change everything. Writing under this pen name, the focus is always on emotionally rich, character-driven romances where small details matter as much as the big declarations. Every story begins with ordinary people who have jobs, bills, memories, and fears, and then follows them as one unexpected moment turns their life in a softer, braver direction.

Across all of these books, the promise is simple: no recycled plots, no hollow tropes, no shortcuts. Each title holds its own original world, its own cast with fresh names and histories, and its own heartbeat. The stories move in full, layered scenes rather than summaries, so you can walk beside the characters instead of merely watching them from a distance.

SankulaHub believes love does not arrive as a perfect movie montage. It grows out of shared jokes in ugly lighting, long car rides, burned toast, and the single, fragile second when a familiar face suddenly looks like home. If you are holding this book, you are invited to slow down, breathe with these characters, and stay until the last page, where the emotional arc lands exactly where it promised to go.
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Dedication

[image: ]


For everyone who never realised that the moment their best friend slid into the chair beside them, laughed at nothing in particular, and stayed, was the second their whole future quietly rearranged itself. This story is for you, and for the version of you who is still trying to name that second.
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Cast Snapshot
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Eden Brooks is twenty-seven, works as a sound engineer by day and a late-night radio host by accident, and has spent most of her life in the small coastal town of Harborbridge, Maine. She is the kind of woman who notices the change in the sea breeze before the weather forecast does, who keeps spare batteries in her bag for everyone else, and who has decided it is safer to manage other people’s stories on air than risk saying too much about her own. Rowan has been her best friend since she was eleven.

Rowan Hale is twenty-eight, a high-school history teacher who still smells faintly of chalk dust and coffee even hours after leaving the classroom. He coaches the school’s debate team, volunteers at the local museum on weekends, and co-hosts a call-in segment with Eden on the community station, WBRG. To everyone else, he is the steady one, the reliable one, the one you ask to drive you home or help you move house. Only Eden knows how often he has almost left town and how many times he stayed for reasons he has never quite said out loud.

Sienna Clarke is Eden’s colleague at the station and the only person in Harborbridge who looks at Eden and Rowan together and does not immediately say the word friendship. She has a sharp kind of kindness, the type that asks difficult questions because she wants better answers for you, not because she wants gossip.

Jonah Hale is Rowan’s older brother, a paramedic who moved away years ago but remains stitched into Rowan’s life through late-night calls and brief, intense visits. He remembers Eden as the kid who once turned up at their house with a scraped knee and a stubborn chin, and he has quietly wondered for years how both of them have managed to stay so blind.

Harborbridge itself is almost a character of its own: a working harbor, a row of weathered clapboard houses, a pier that groans in the winter winds, and the small, slightly peeling building that houses WBRG, the station that gives lonely hearts and insomniacs a voice after midnight. This town holds their routines, their almost-confessions, and the second that will change everything.
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Introduction Scene
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The red “On Air” light flickered to life with its usual soft click, and Eden Brooks felt the familiar lift in her chest that always arrived a heartbeat before her voice did. For the next two hours there would be no unpaid bills, no cold laundry waiting in the machine, no tangled thoughts about futures and timelines. There would only be the small, padded room, the low hum of equipment, the faint hiss of the sea pressing against the Harborbridge pier two streets away, and the quiet knowledge that somewhere out there, people were listening.

“Good evening, Harborbridge,” she said, leaning in toward the microphone, her voice slipping into its nighttime warmth. “You are tuned to WBRG, and this is Eden with ‘Almost Said.’ If you are new here, welcome. If you are an old friend, you know what to do. Tonight we are talking about the second everything changed, even if you did not notice it right away. The second you realised that someone you thought you understood had become something else entirely.”

She heard her own words, felt the way they brushed against the edges of a truth she did not dare touch, and let them float outward, wrapped in the soft piano track that opened every show. Across the desk, Rowan relaxed back in his chair, the headphones framing his dark hair, his eyes half-closed as if he were listening from somewhere slightly outside his own body.

“You make it sound like the weather report,” he murmured once she had faded the music down for a station ID. “Chance of life-altering revelation, thirty percent.”

The corner of her mouth lifted. “With scattered confessions across the coastal region,” she replied.

It was an easy rhythm, the two of them slipping in and out of conversation as naturally as breathing. They had been co-hosting this late-night slot for a year, ever since Sienna had pulled Eden aside in the station kitchen, pushed a lukewarm mug of coffee into her hand, and said that listeners liked her, but they loved her when she bantered with someone. And there had only ever been one person who turned Eden’s words into something lighter, easier.

Rowan.

“Remind me again why we are doing this particular topic on a Thursday?” he asked, lifting his script notes, even though he rarely needed them. “I thought Thursdays were for ‘awkward encounters’ and ‘accidental texts to the wrong person.’”

Eeden shrugged, fingers grazing the faders in small, precise movements. “You can blame Sienna. She said we needed another angle. More heart, less second-hand embarrassment.” She glanced at the stack of printed messages beside her elbow. “And apparently, everyone was just waiting for permission. The inbox is full.”

They had a simple format. People could write anonymously about the things they almost said but never did: the apology they never delivered, the number they never dialed, the question they swallowed because the answer might hurt. Eden read the selected stories on air, Rowan played the skeptic and the soft landing both, and somewhere between the two of them, the callers found language for the knot in their chest.

Tonight’s theme had seemed harmless when she suggested it. The second thing changed. It was the kind of line that might have lived on a mood board or an old movie poster. But once she printed the emails, she realised how dangerous it felt.

Because as she read, she kept thinking of one very specific second.

The second had not looked like much when it happened. It was a moment in a school hallway eleven years earlier, when Rowan had stepped between her and a boy who thought that a joke about her father walking out was public property. Rowan had not raised his voice or his fists; he had only placed his hand, warm and steady, at the small of her back and said, quietly, to the boy, “Enough.”

Later she would tell herself she had already loved him long before that, in the way a child loves the first friend who sits with them at lunch. But something had shifted in that hallway, in the warmth of that hand and the sharp look Rowan sent the world on her behalf, and a new future had quietly sketched itself behind her ribs. She had not named it then. She still had not named it now.

“Eden.” Rowan’s voice pulled her back. “We are alive.”

She blinked at the timecode ticking in the corner of the console and forced her lungs to fill. “Right,” she said, and smiled into the microphone again. “Our first story tonight is from someone who signed up as ‘Almost Brave.’ The subject line reads, ‘The second my best friend turned into something else.’”

Her throat tightened. She hoped the mic did not catch it.

She unfolded the page, the paper soft against her fingers, already creased from the number of times she had read it. Handwritten emails are rare now. Most of their messages arrived in neat digital fonts, but this one had been scanned in from lined paper, the ink looping and hesitating in ways that made it feel more like a voice than text.

“I met him when we were nine,” she began, reading slowly, letting the cadence settle. “He was the new kid with the bad haircut and the backpack that still had the store creases. I was the girl who had already decided that letting people in was dangerous work. We sat together at lunch once because there were no other seats, and for ten years after that, we never really stopped.”

Across the desk, Rowan lowered his notes, watching her instead of the console. Eden did not meet his eyes.

“We did everything friends do,” she continued. “Homework, movie nights, shared secrets about things that felt too sharp to hold alone. I told him about the night my parents stopped pretending they were not already finished. He told me how he never felt good enough next to his older brother. We were, as people love to say, only friends. We were so proud of that. We thought it made us above all the drama.

“The second everything changed did not even look romantic. We were standing at a bus stop in the rain. I was tired and angry about a grade that felt like a verdict on my whole future, and my umbrella had just turned inside-out like a bad punchline. I made some stupid joke about the universe hating me. He laughed, took the broken umbrella out of my hands, and shifted so that his body was between me and the wind.

“He did not say anything grand. He just said, ‘You know I am not going anywhere, right?’ and for the first time in a decade, I believed someone when they said it. That was the second. That was when my best friend became something else. I still have not told him. I am still standing in that rain, pretending I do not know what my own heart is saying.”

Silence hung in the studio for a beat after she stopped reading, longer than usual. Eden let the quiet sit there, then eased up the piano track again, giving listeners somewhere soft to land.

“That one hits a little differently,” Rowan said, his voice lower than before. “I like that the moment is so small. People always think it has to be fireworks, but often it is just someone standing between you and the cold.”

Eden swallowed. “Do you think she should tell him?” she asked, grateful that the script framed her questions in second person. It gave her a way to speak without admitting why her palms were damp.

There was a rustle of paper on Rowan’s side of the desk, the sound of him buying a breath. “I think,” he said slowly, “that if a single second has been living rent-free in your head for years, you owe it to yourself to find out what else that moment might have been trying to give you. Even if the answer scares you.”

The studio felt suddenly smaller, the air thicker. Eden shifted, tugging the sleeves of her cardigan down over her wrists. Out in the dark, the harbor wind pressed itself against the old brick walls, making the window glass hum.

They moved through the rest of the segment, reading stories about job offers accepted on a whim, about babies’ first cries, about the seconds before and after saying goodbye to someone you loved. The show found its rhythm again, but the first email stayed lodged beneath Eden’s breastbone. It did not help that when she glanced up, she always seemed to find Rowan watching her, his expression somewhere between curious and cautious, as if he could hear the parts she was not reading aloud.

Between songs, while an acoustic track carried the listeners for three minutes, Eden pulled off her headphones and leaned back. “You are quiet tonight,” she said lightly. “Did the debate team exhaust all your opinions?”

He smiled, but it did not quite reach his eyes. “Maybe I am just thinking.”

“Dangerous habit.”

“Occupational hazard.” He fiddled with his pen, rolling it between his fingers. “Do you remember that terrible storm our senior year?”

The question caught her off guard. “The nor’easter? The one that knocked out power for two days?”

“That is the one,” he said. “I keep thinking about how we sat on my porch with those candles, telling each other all the things we were absolutely sure about. Like you going to New York, me leaving for Boston, how we would both be out of Harborbridge by twenty-five.”

Her chest tightened. They had been so certain, both of them, backlit by candlelight and teenage bravado. They had listed their futures like items on a menu, not yet aware of how life could say no.

“Why are you thinking about that now?” she asked.

He studied her for a moment. “Because this whole episode is about the second thing changing, and I cannot help wondering if maybe we got the second wrong. Maybe it was not when we left or stayed. Maybe it was before that.”

The song in their headphones swelled, the last chorus rising. Eden glanced at the countdown, saw they had ten seconds left, and slid her headphones back on as if they were armor. “We are back in five,” she said, voice brisk. “You can get philosophical off air, Hale.”

But she thought about his words all the same as she turned the faders and smiled for the invisible room of listeners. Maybe they had been misreading their own story for years, marking milestones on the wrong calendar. Maybe the second they became something more had already come and gone and they were only now starting to feel its ache.

When the show finally ended, the “On Air” light winked off, leaving the studio in a softer half-dark. It always felt like waking up from a shared dream. Eden gathered her notes, straightening them into a neat stack, trying not to notice that her hands were still unsteady.

“That was a good episode,” Rowan said, unplugging his headphones. “You pulled strong stories.”

“They pulled themselves,” she replied. “Apparently everyone has one second they cannot stop touching in their mind.”

He propped a shoulder against the doorframe as she powered down the equipment. “Do you?” he asked. He tried to sound casual. He did not quite manage it.

Eden hesitated, then reached for humor the way she always did when the floor felt unsteady. “I have several,” she said. “Most of them involve spilling coffee in deeply public places.”

He did not smile. “You know that is not what I meant.”

The narrow room seemed to shrink by another inch. Outside, she could hear the nighttime receptionist answering the ringing phone, the low rumble of a late-night delivery truck passing by. Inside, it was just the two of them and the question she had been outrunning for eleven years.

“Rowan,” she said quietly, “we are tired. It is past midnight. Ask me the philosophical version of that question when I am holding a cup of tea and not an armful of anonymous heartbreak.”

For a moment, she thought he would push. Instead he nodded, stepping back into the hallway. “Tea, then,” he said. “Tomorrow. My place. We can renegotiate the entire history of the universe over mismatched mugs.”

Her heart stumbled in her chest, but she only rolled her eyes in the way he expected. “You cannot renegotiate the universe,” she said, slipping past him, feeling the brush of his sleeve against her own. “You can only negotiate your bedtime.”

Still, as they walked down the stairs and out into the cool Harborbridge night, Eden felt something new humming beneath the familiar flicker of the streetlights. It sat there, between them, quiet and persistent, like the moment before the song starts. She did not know it yet, but the second when everything finally stepped out of hiding was already walking toward them, waiting at a point in time neither of them had reached.

For now, the town slept, the harbor breathed, and two best friends moved along the cracked sidewalk side by side, one half step out of sync in their stride and in their understanding of what they already were.
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Chapter One – Tea, Static, and the Space Between
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Rowan’s apartment always smelled faintly of roasted coffee, old paper, and something warm that Eden had never been able to name. It was not a candle or a specific detergent; it was simply him, layered over years of evenings spent grading essays at the dining table and early mornings clutching a mug while the kettle screamed itself hoarse. When she stepped inside the next day, carrying a brown paper bag from the bakery and a tired smile, the familiar scent folded around her like a cardigan she had borrowed so many times it might as well have been her own.

“You are five minutes late,” he called from the tiny kitchen, over the angry whistle of the kettle. “For someone who speaks about time for a living, this feels off-brand.”

Eden closed the door with her heel and leaned against it for a second, letting the quiet of the apartment soak into her bones. The world outside had been all noise and motion; morning deliveries clattered along Harborbridge’s main street, gulls shrieked over the water, and a delivery truck had leaned on its horn for a full thirty seconds at a stalled car. In here, there was only the soft ticking of a wall clock and the rustle of Rowan moving around a space he knew intimately.

“Harbor traffic,” she said, lifting the bag. “There was a jogger who refused to accelerate and a woman who decided the crosswalk light was more of a suggestion than a rule. I am lucky I made it alive. I brought peace offerings.”

“Are the peace offerings edible?”

“Cinnamon knots.”

“Then all is forgiven.”

He appeared in the doorway, sleeves already pushed up his forearms, hair still damp from a hurried shower. There was a crease at the corner of his mouth, the kind that showed up when he slept badly or thought too much. Last night, she suspected, had been involved in both.

He took the bag from her and brushed past, close enough that the warmth from his skin reached her through her sweater. It was a small, ordinary contact, the kind they had been trading for years without comment: shoulders bumping in doorways, knees knocking under tables, hands passing mugs back and forth. It should have been nothing. Today, after two hours of talking to strangers about their one life-changing second, it suddenly felt too bright, as if someone had turned up the contrast on her entire world.

“Sit,” he said, nodding toward the old sofa. “I will pour. You look like you got hit by a freight train made of other people’s feelings.”

“That is an accurate description of working the phones after midnight,” she replied, sinking into the cushions. “Sienna said the call log was the longest she had seen since that Valentine’s special where half the town tried to apologize to exes live on air.”

“Ah yes,” Rowan mused from the kitchen, clattering mugs. “The night of ill-advised honesty. A classic.”

He moved with the efficiency of someone who did not own many things and knew exactly where each one belonged. Eden watched him over the back of the sofa, head tipped to one side. He poured hot water over tea bags in mismatched mugs, the steam curling up around his face and softening the lines of concentration there. Sunlight from the single small window cut across his profile, catching in the rough stubble on his jaw.

A year ago, she would have looked at him and thought, as she always had, that he was the safest thing in her life. Today, the word felt too small.

He brought over the mugs and the bag of pastries, setting them on the battered coffee table he had rescued from a curb when they were twenty. The tabletop still bore the faint ring of a long-ago spilled beer and the scratch marks from the time they had tried to build a puzzle with seven missing pieces. Rowan handed her the mug with the chipped handle, the one with the faded illustration of a cassette tape. She had claimed it as hers years ago.

“There,” he said, settling at the other end of the sofa. “Now we can renegotiate the entire history of the universe. Or complain about the latest copy machine malfunction. Dealer’s choice.”

She wrapped her hands around the mug, letting the heat seep into her cold fingers. “You said last night that maybe we got the second wrong,” she reminded him. “You do not get to drop a line like that and then go make tea as if you were talking about weather patterns.”

He tore a cinnamon knot in half, the fragrant sugar flaking onto the napkin. “I said I was thinking about it,” he corrected. “Thinking does not always equal having an answer.”

“You always have an answer.”

“That is demonstrably untrue. Ask any of my eleventh graders about nineteenth-century trade policies.”

“Rowan.”

The way she said his name—quiet, steady, threaded with a demand she rarely voiced—made him wince slightly, as if she had pressed a thumb against a bruise. He sank deeper into the cushions and let his head tip back, eyes on the ceiling.

“Fine,” he said after a moment. “Last night we listened to strangers talk about the exact second their lives changed. And I kept remembering moments with you that could have been that second. The time you fell asleep on my shoulder on the bus back from Boston and drooled on my jacket. The time we danced in your kitchen in our socks because the floor was too cold. That storm on the porch. A hundred others.”

Her heart pulsed hard against her ribs. “And?”

“And I realised I could not pick just one,” he admitted. “I do not have a neat timestamp for when you become the person I plan routes around, the person I text first when something goes wrong or right. It feels like trying to pin down when dawn starts. You only notice once the sky is already different.”

Eden stared into her tea, watching the thin string of the bag drift lazily with each small movement of her hand. She had expected a joke, a deflection. He had chosen honesty instead. The air between them shifted, infinitesimally.

“That is very poetic for someone who grades essays about the Industrial Revolution,” she managed, because her instinct to lighten heavy things was as automatic as breathing. “Are you sure one of your students did not ghostwrite that answer?”

His mouth curved, but his gaze stayed steady on her. “Deflection noted.”

“I am not deflecting.”

“You are making a joke instead of answering.”

“Well, you did not actually ask a question.”

Silence settled, but it was not comfortable in the way their shared quiet usually was. It felt watchful, waiting. She could feel his attention on her like a physical weight, could sense the space in which she might say something true if she was reckless enough.

She thought of the email from “Almost Brave,” of the girl standing in the rain with a broken umbrella, frozen in a second she had never stepped beyond. Eden had read those words aloud, told millions of invisible ears that the writer deserved to find out what that moment had been trying to give her. It had been safe, then, framed as advice for someone else.

Now the same question sat in her own chest, louder, stripped of the comfort of distance.

She took a careful sip of tea, searching for language. “Sometimes,” she said slowly, “I think I remember every second with you too vividly to separate them. It feels like a long, continuous line instead of a sharp dot on a timeline.”

“That is not an answer either,” he said gently.

“It is the only one I have without a dissertation-length footnote,” she replied. “Do you really want me to unpack eleven years before you finish your tea?”

He studied her face for a beat, then let out a breath that was almost a laugh. “No,” he admitted. “I suppose not. I have lesson plans to write. The Civil War waits for no man.”

Relief and disappointment twisted together in her stomach. Part of her wanted him to push, to hold the question open until she could not wriggle away from it. The other part was terrified of what might spill out if he did.

“Thank you for last night,” she said after a moment, tracing a finger along the mug’s rim. “For the way you answered callers, for the way you did not make fun of me when my voice cracked midway through that email.”

“You read with your whole chest,” he said simply. “It would be cruel to mock that.”

“She signed ‘Almost Brave.’ It felt like a dare.”

“To her,” he agreed. “Not to you.”

She did not answer. He watched her for another moment, his expression softening. Then he set his mug down and leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

“Look,” he said quietly. “We do not have to solve anything today. We do not even have to name it. But I need you to know something, Eden.”

Her breath hitched, barely audible. “What?”

He turned his head to meet her gaze. His eyes were darker in the morning light, flecks of green caught in the brown. “There is no version of my life, present or future, where you are not in it somehow. Whatever shape this has, whatever we call it, I am not going anywhere.”

The sentence landed in her chest with the same weight the email’s umbrella moment had carried. A small, ordinary phrasing. A tectonic shift beneath it.

She swallowed, throat thick. “You say that like you are making a contract.”

“Maybe I am,” he said. “Verbal agreement. Witnessed by cinnamon knots.”

A laugh burst out of her then, sharp and wet around the edges. “We are adults who know how contracts work. You cannot seal one with pastries.”

“I think you will find that food has been binding humans to terrible decisions since the beginning of time.”

“Terrible?”

“Sometimes wonderful,” he allowed. “Sometimes terrifying. Sometimes both.”

He reached for another piece of pastry, and the moment eased, sliding into their familiar banter. But the words he had spoken did not retreat. They stayed, tucked somewhere beneath her ribs, alongside a memory of a hallway hand on her back and a candlelit porch soaked in stormlight.

Later, when the mugs sat empty and the bag on the table held only sugar flecks, Eden rose, smoothing down her sweater as if she could press herself back into her usual shape. Rowan walked her to the door out of habit. It was one of the many small, unspoken courtesies they had developed over years of moving in parallel.

At the threshold, she hesitated. The hallway beyond looked harsher, the overhead light unflattering after the soft morning of tea and honesty.

“You will be at the station by four?” she asked. “Sienna wants to run through the listener statistics for last night.”

“I will be there,” he said. “I have a staff meeting until three. If they start another debate about whether we can show the war documentary in class, I might never escape, but I will do my best.”

“You know you like arguing with your colleagues.”

“I like historical accuracy,” he countered. “It is not my fault the two are mutually exclusive.”

He reached for the doorknob, then paused. “Eden?”

“Yeah?”

“About last night’s topic,” he said. “And this morning. If it ever feels like too much, you can say so. You do not owe me any answers you are not ready to give.”

The gentleness in his tone undid something inside her. For a second, she let herself see them the way callers must, listening through their speakers: the easy rhythm, the layered history, the way his gaze softened when it landed on her. It was not an ordinary friendship, not in the way people meant when they used that phrase casually. It had its own weight, shape.

“I know,” she said quietly. “But I owe myself something. I just have to figure out what that is.”

He nodded, the crease between his brows deepening for a heartbeat, then smoothing as he pulled the door open. “Call me if the station lights flicker again,” he said. “You always look like the building might swallow you whole when that happens.”

She rolled her eyes, grateful for the lighter line. “It is an old wiring issue, not a haunted studio.”

“You say that now,” he replied. “Wait until the next winter storm.”

She stepped out into the hallway and turned back, walking backward for a few steps just to keep him in view a moment longer. “Thanks for the tea, Hale.”

“Anytime, Brooks.”

The door clicked shut between them. Eden stood there for another second, staring at the chipped white paint, feeling the echoes of the conversation press around her like another set of walls. Then she shook herself, tucked her hands into her jacket pockets, and headed down the stairs, out into the thin, cold sunshine.

Harborbridge in late autumn always looked like it was holding its breath. The tourist-heavy days of summer had thinned, leaving behind locals who knew the streets by heart and moved through them with worn familiarity. The harbor was a dull steel under a sheet of cloud, the boats rocking gently as if humming to themselves. The radio station building sat two streets up from the waterline, a squat brick structure that had seen more storms than most of its occupants.

Eden stopped, as she often did, across the street from it. In daylight, WBRG looked smaller, almost unremarkable. The peeling blue paint around the door, the faded sign with a seagull someone had painted in a rush years ago, the narrow windows streaked from salt air. At night, when the world outside turned dark and the “On Air” light glowed red in the front window like a heartbeat, it became something else entirely.

She crossed when the road emptied and let herself inside, greeted by the familiar chime of the bell over the door and the murmur of some daytime talk show drifting from the speakers in the lobby. The receptionist, a woman in her sixties with a perm so tight it could have been classified as a helmet, waved a pen in Eden’s direction without looking up from her crossword.

“Boss is in Studio B,” she said. “Has been pacing for twenty minutes. Either ratings are through the roof or we are all getting fired, I cannot tell which.”

“Comforting,” Eden said dryly. “Thank you, Nora.”

She headed down the corridor, passing framed black-and-white photographs of previous station hosts. Some of them had gone on to bigger markets; others had melted back into town life, remembered only by the handful of people who still owned old cassette recordings of their shows. Eden wondered occasionally which category she would fall into.

Sienna’s pacing was audible before Eden even opened the studio door. A dull thud, a quick turn, another thud. It was the soundtrack of Sienna’s brain working overtime. When Eden stepped inside, she found her friend holding a stack of printed charts, dark curls pulled into a messy knot on top of her head, eyeliner smudged in a way that suggested she had rubbed her eyes while reading something surprising.

“You are late,” Sienna said without preamble. “Again. Is this a new personality trait or should I be concerned?”

“You are the second person today to accuse me of temporal crimes,” Eden replied, dropping her bag in the corner and sliding into one of the chairs. “What is going on?”

Sienna slapped the papers down on the console, the pages fanning out like a deck of cards. “What is going on,” she said, “is that last night did not just go well. It exploded.”

Eden blinked. “That sounds dangerous.”

“In a good way,” Sienna added, waving a hand. “Look at this.”

She shoved a chart toward Eden, jabbing at the jagged line printed across it. Even with her limited tolerance for data, Eden could see the spike. Their usual nighttime audience was small but loyal, a soft hum of listening that barely registered on most advertisers’ radars. Last night, the line had leaped up, doubling and then nearly tripling during the second half of the show.

“Maybe people just could not sleep,” Eden said, though her heart knocked harder in her chest. “There is a lot of anxiety in the world. Late-night radio is cheaper than therapy.”

“It is not just the local feed,” Sienna said. “We had online streamers from three neighboring counties, plus a weird cluster from Boston. Someone clipped one of your segments and posted it. The link came through at about eleven forty-five, and the numbers jumped right after.”

“Oh,” Eden said faintly. “What segment?”

“The one where you read the ‘Almost Brave’ letter,” Sienna replied. “And Rowan did his thing, sounding like a human version of a weighted blanket. People are talking about it this morning. The comments are full of listeners dissecting their own seconds.”

Heat crawled up Eden’s neck. The idea of strangers listening in on her voice was not new; it was the nature of the job. But the intimacy of that particular segment, combined with Rowan’s quiet, steady response, felt suddenly exposed.

“Comments where?” she asked.

“Everywhere,” Sienna said. “The station’s social media, some random local community forums, a podcast host who wants to talk about collaboration... and, more importantly, in my inbox.”

She reached for her phone, tapped a few times, and then held it out. On screen was an email header from an address that did not belong to any of their usual contacts. The subject line read, “Syndication Conversation – ‘Almost Said.’”

Eden’s heartbeat stuttered. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Depends,” Sienna said. “Do you think it is a polite way of firing you? If so, no. If you think it might be a regional network content director who happened to stream the show last night and would like to talk about developing your little midnight feelings corner into something bigger, then yes.”

“A network.” The word felt foreign in her mouth, like something borrowed from someone else’s dream. “As in, more stations.”

“As in, more listeners, more money, and more pressure,” Sienna said frankly. “I am not going to pretend it is all fairy lights and applause. But it is a real interest, Eden. They heard you. They heard both of you.”

Eden’s instinctive reaction was a tangled knot of elation and fear. There was the obvious thrill of it: the idea that the stories she coaxed out of the dark could travel beyond Harborbridge, that the voice she had sculpted over years of late shifts might meet more ears. But behind it, another voice whispered practical questions. What would it mean for her schedule? For the station’s autonomy? For Rowan, who had signed up to do a small-town show with his best friend, not to be part of some polished, marketable brand?

“What does Rowan know?” she asked, voice carefully neutral.

“He knows nothing, because I wanted to talk to you first,” Sienna said. “Also because he was at school when the email came in, and I did not feel like having a serious business conversation in a staff room that smells like old coffee and dry-erase markers.”

Eeden pressed her fingers against her temples, trying to massage clarity into her thoughts. “What does the email actually say?”

Sienna scrolled. “They heard the show, loved the concept, and thought the ‘second everything changed’ angle could be expanded into a series. They want to know more about you and your co-host, your content library, your availability, whether you are open to... and I quote... ‘framing the show around your undeniable on-air chemistry as an authentic, slow-burn friendship-to-something-more dynamic.’”

Eden’s stomach dropped. “They think we are...”

“Yes,” Sienna said. “They think you are that caller’s letter, but with microphones.”

“Well, that is... mortifying.”

“It is also not surprising,” Sienna noted. “I have been telling you for months that listeners are not stupid. They hear you talking to each other. The way you know each other’s breaths.”

“We are friends,” Eden said, too quickly.

“I did not say you were not,” Sienna replied. “But if you keep insisting that is all you are, while your voices tell an entirely different story, people are going to draw their own conclusions.”

Eden sank back in the chair, the cushion squeaking under her weight. “What does a network want with us, specifically?”

“Authenticity,” Sienna said. “They are drowning in polished content that sounds like it was workshopped by committee. You and Rowan feel unscripted. Genuine. You let callers hang in the silence for a second instead of rushing to fill it. You laugh at the wrong moments. You disagree without turning it into a performance. That is valuable. And rare.”

“It is also our actual friendship,” Eden said. “Not a brand.”

“Do you want this?” Sienna’s tone gentled, the station manager persona momentarily slipping to reveal the friend underneath. “Not attention or buzz." The work. The chance to build something bigger. To take what you do here and let it grow.”

Eden thought of nights alone in her small apartment before she took the job, of the way silence had pressed against her then, heavy and unyielding. She thought of how different it felt now, knowing that when the “On Air” light blinked on, she could reach into the dark and feel thousands of invisible threads respond.

“Yes,” she said, the word slipping out before she could drown it in doubt. “I think I do.”

Sienna nodded, satisfaction flickering across her face. “Then we figure out the rest. We talk to them. We see what they want, what they are offering, and we decide what we will not compromise on.”

“What if Rowan does not want it?” Eden asked quietly. “He has a whole life outside the station. A job, students, a deeply unhealthy attachment to the school debate team.”

“Then we listen to him too,” Sienna said. “We do not bulldoze him into anything. But I've seen his eyes light up here. He pretends he is doing it as a favor to you, but do not let him fool you. The man loves a captive audience.”

Despite herself, Eden smiled. “He pretends the microphones are just very patient students.”

“Exactly,” Sienna said. “Let me handle the logistics. I will reply to this email, set up a preliminary call, no commitments. You and Rowan can figure out what you want to tell them about who you are.”

The phrase sat heavily in Eden’s mind. Who you are. She had spent years carefully defining that for herself: sound engineer, nighttime host, daughter of a woman who had survived leaving, friend to a man who had stayed. Adding any new label felt dangerous, like nudging a tall stack of books that had taken too long to balance.

The studio door creaked open, and Rowan stepped in, bringing with him a gust of cold air and the faint scent of chalk dust. His tie was loosened, his hair slightly mussed from running his fingers through it one too many times. He looked from Sienna’s charts to Eden’s wide-eyed expression and raised a brow.

“Did someone die?” he asked. “Should I have brought flowers?”

“Good,” Sienna said briskly. “You are both here. Saves me repeating myself. Shut the door, Hale. We have to talk about your entire future.”

“My what now?”

As the door clicked shut behind him, Eden felt the world tilt, just a little. This, she would realise later, was not the second they became forever. It was another kind of second: the one where the life they had built in quiet, comfortable loops began to open, showing them corridors they had never considered walking.

For now, she straightened in her chair, smoothed her hands over her jeans, and braced herself. Whatever this was, whatever came next, she knew one thing with sudden clarity. If she was going to step into any new version of herself, she would rather do it with Rowan in the room, even if they still did not have all the words for what they already were.
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Chapter Two – The Offer On The Table
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Rowan did as he was told, closing the studio door with a soft click that sounded louder than it should have in the cramped room. He shrugged off his jacket and hung it on the back of a chair, eyes moving between Sienna’s wild stack of charts and Eden’s carefully composed face. He knew her expressions the way he knew the Harborbridge tides, could read the difference between a teasing squint and the narrow-eyed focus she wore when the sound board misbehaved. Today, her gaze was too steady, her shoulders a fraction too tight. It made something in his chest brace without conscious thought.

“Is this the kind of ‘we have to talk’ that ends with cupcakes or cardboard boxes?” he asked, sliding into the chair beside her. “I need to know whether to start panicking or carb-loading.”

Sienna blew a breath, fluffing the fringe on her forehead. “Not fired, not moving,” she said. “If anything, the opposite of cardboard boxes. More like... more rooms in the same house. Just—look.”

She thrust a page at him, one of the charts with the jagged line Eden had already seen. Rowan scanned it quickly, his brow furrowing as he tracked the spike. He was used to numbers in the context of grades and historical dates, not audience demographics, but even he could tell that something unusual had happened.

“Did we accidentally swear on air?” he asked after a beat. “Is this the spike of collective outrage?”

“This is the spike of people caring,” Sienna said flatly. “Your second half last night pulled almost triple our usual live stream. Replay numbers this morning are even higher. And before you ask, no, they are not bots or your students playing a prank. I checked.”

Rowan glanced sideways at Eden. She stared at the table, a small vertical line etched between her brows. He recognised it as the look she got when she realised her work had rippled beyond the safe, contained space she liked to imagine around it.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “That is... good? Unless there is a station rule against people listening to us, in which case I apologise for my charisma.”

Sienna snorted. “Your charisma is a separate HR issue,” she muttered, then reached for her phone again. “No, listen. Some network people heard the show. They have an eye on regional content, like ours, that could scale. They sent an email this morning.”

She read it aloud, skipping over the formal greetings and landing on the phrases that mattered. “Compelling premise,” she quoted. “‘Authentic emotional conversations.’ ‘Listeners respond strongly to the hosts’ connection.’ They mention your “undeniable on-air chemistry” three times, by the way. I would get that printed on a mug but then you would both refuse to drink from it.”

Eden’s cheeks flamed. Rowan felt the heat rush to his own face in a sympathetic echo. He cleared his throat. “People will make up narratives about any two voices they hear regularly,” he said. “It is basic projection. They hear what they want to hear.”

Sienna arched her brow. “Do you honestly think this is just projection?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it again. The truth was, he did not know what they sounded like from the outside. He only knew what it felt like inside his own skin when Eden’s laugh wrapped around his sentences, when her silences reached for him without trying. That feeling was so familiar it had become the ground on which he walked. He rarely stopped to consider how it might look to other people.

“Regardless,” Sienna continued, “they are interested. They want to talk about syndication, about maybe building ‘Almost Said’ into a bigger thing. It would still be rooted here, at WBRG. No one is trying to turn you into glossy city people. But it would mean more stations, more ears, more expectation.”

Rowan leaned back, letting the frayed chair cushion take his weight. The idea landed somewhere behind his ribs, heavy and electric at once. He enjoyed the show more than he had expected to when Eden first asked him to guest, then co-host, then stay. There was something about the intimacy of late-night radio that reminded him of the best moments in his classroom: when a student forgot the test and instead asked a question they had actually been carrying. He liked having a place where adults did that too.

He also liked the way Eden came alive in the studio, the way her voice smoothed out when she settled into her role, the way she listened to callers with her whole body. The idea of more people hearing that did not feel like a threat. It felt, if he was honest, like something she deserved.

“What would it actually look like?” he asked quietly. “Practically.”

Sienna perched on the edge of the console, swinging one foot. “At this stage, a conversation,” she said. “They will want to know who you are, what the show means to you, what boundaries you are not willing to cross. They might float ideas about adding segments, maybe recording some episodes in advance. There would be contracts, but that is later. Right now, it's about possibilities.

“And they want both of us?” Eden asked, finally lifting her gaze. Her voice was steady, but Rowan could hear the faint tremor underneath.

Sienna softened. “Yes,” she said. “They are very clear about that. The email specifically mentions how you two react to each other. They do not want an Eden-only show or a Rowan-only show. They want whatever this is.”

She gestured between them, fingers cutting through the charged air.

Eden’s hand moved almost unconsciously to the necklace she wore, fingers worrying at the small silver pendant that had become her tells for nerves. “And if we say no?” she asked.

“Then we say no,” Sienna replied. “You keep the show as it is, the numbers settle where they will, and life goes on. I am not going to shove you into something you hate. I care about this station, but I care about the people in it more. Mostly. On good days.”

A small laugh escaped Eden and some of the tightness in her shoulders loosened. Rowan watched the change and felt a quiet relief.

“It is not that I do not want more,” she said slowly. “It is just... whenever something in my life starts to look bigger than the room it is in, I instinctively imagine the ceiling collapsing.”

Rowan looked at her sharply. The comment was tossed out lightly, but he knew her well enough to see the shadow behind it. He had been there when her father left, had watched her mother sit at the kitchen table and make scaled-back plans as if she were physically cutting pieces off their future. Eden had learned early that expansion often came with a cost.

“The ceiling in here is already falling apart,” he said, glancing up at the water stain in the corner. “If it collapses, it will not be because of your success. It will be because maintenance has been ignoring my emails for six months.”

Sienna made a face. “If network money comes in, maybe we can finally fix that leak and the ancient coffee machine in one decade,” she muttered. Then she looked at them with an expression that was less boss and more friend. “Look, you do not have to decide right now. I told them we would get back to
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