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🎧 Immersion Experience

Music is part of the fabric of REWIND. When songs appear in the story, optional listening links or QR codes may be provided so readers can experience the moment alongside Cal.

The author does not reproduce song lyrics. All music remains the property of its respective rights holders and is referenced for immersive purposes only.

Experience the music connected to Rewind: Track Four Playlist

🎧 REWIND: TRACK FIVE — Immersive Playlist

(Available on Spotify — free listening supported)

As songs appear within the chapters, links (ebook) or QR codes (print edition) will be provided so you can listen as the story unfolds.
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Something Shifted

Cal woke with a start, the uneasy sense that something had shifted while he slept.

It took a few seconds for his body to catch up to the thought — heart ticking faster than necessary, muscles braced without knowing why.

He lay still, listening, trying to place the sound that had pulled him from sleep.

Now, nothing.

Just the house.

The low hum of the refrigerator. The faint tick of the wall clock down the hall. The soft settling noises of wood adjusting to morning air.

He exhaled slowly as the familiar rhythm returned. Whatever he’d heard hadn’t been loud or sharp — just different. Enough to register, then disappear.

Not the creaks or pops he had come to recognize as age settling into the house, but something steadier — the refrigerator humming, the clock ticking, the coffeemaker already at work — wait. The coffeemaker already at work?

For a moment, he did not move.

He lay still, staring at the pale wash of morning light on the ceiling, waiting for the other sensations to arrive — the static pressure behind his eyes, the sense of being watched, the residual vertigo that usually followed a rewind. None of it came.

The quiet stayed quiet.

He exhaled, only then realizing he had been holding his breath.

The house felt... ordinary. Not safe, exactly. But not wrong.

Cal swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat there, elbows resting on his knees, listening. The smell reached him a few seconds later — coffee. Fresh. Real. Not the phantom echo of it he sometimes imagined when the mornings blurred together.

Someone else was here... and awake.

That realization landed gently, without the spike of alarm it might have caused weeks ago. He stood, pulling on yesterday’s shirt, and padded barefoot down the hall.

The kitchen light was on.

Zoey sat at the table, one leg tucked beneath her, both hands wrapped around a mug. She was not looking at anything in particular — not the window, not the clock, not the door. Just sitting, as though she had been there for a while and had nowhere else she needed to be.

“Morning,” she said, without turning.

Cal stopped just inside the doorway.

She looked exactly as she always had yet completely different. Not out of place. Not intrusive. Like someone who had finally stopped pretending to be a guest.

“You make coffee now?” he asked.

Zoey smiled faintly. “I watched you do it enough times.”

He crossed the room and reached for a mug from the cabinet. His hands moved automatically, muscle memory filling in the gaps his thoughts had not yet caught up to. He poured, added a splash of cream, then sat across from her.

They drank in silence.

Outside, the morning had settled into itself. A car passed somewhere down the street. A bird landed on the fence and thought better of it.

Cal studied the surface of his coffee, the faint reflection staring back at him. “So,” he said. “This is new.”

Zoey tilted her head. “Is it?”

“You’re usually... elsewhere. Or you show up right before something happens.”

“Nothing’s happening,” she said.

He glanced up. “That’s what worries me.”

She met his eyes then, and there was something different there — not urgency, not caution, but resolve. The kind that came from deciding to stop withholding, not from knowing everything.

“I stayed,” Zoey said. “Because this part matters.”

Cal leaned back in his chair. The wood creaked under his weight, grounding him. “You’ve said that before.”

“Yes,” she agreed. “But you weren’t ready to hear it.”

That should have irritated him. Instead, it felt... accurate.

He nodded slowly. “Okay... what is it?”

Zoey took a sip of her coffee, then set the mug down carefully, aligning the handle with the grain of the table as if that detail mattered.

“You’ve been trying to figure out what you’re supposed to do,” she said. “And what this all is.”

“And you’re about to tell me?” Cal asked.

“I’m going to tell you enough.”

He waited.

“There’s a difference,” she continued, “between being shown something and being prepared to carry it. Your grandfather understood that.”

The mention of Will tightened something in Cal’s chest — not painfully, but with weight.

“Will didn’t just watch,” Zoey said. “He stood.”

Cal frowned. “Stood where?”

“Between,” Zoey replied. “Between what was happening and what needed protecting.”

Something clicked softly behind them.

Not loud. Not sudden. Just enough to be noticed.

Cal turned.

The radio sat on the counter where it always did — unchanged, unassuming, its dull face catching a sliver of morning light. He knew, without checking, that it had been off. He would have remembered if it was on.

He always remembered.

And Zoey had not moved.

Her hands were still wrapped around her mug. She had not reached for the dial. Had not leaned back. She hadn’t even looked at it.

The radio crackled once.

Cal’s pulse spiked. “Zoey—”

The static faded, resolving into the familiar thump of a steady bass line.
A gentle, unmistakable melody filled the kitchen — warm, steady, timeless.
His breath caught.
“Stand By Me.”
Zoey nodded, as if confirming something he had already guessed. “I didn’t turn it on,” she said. “I asked it to listen.”

Cal pushed back from the table, chair legs scraping softly against the floor. “That thing doesn’t—”

“It responds,” she corrected. “When the conditions are right.”

The song continued, warm and impossibly present in the quiet kitchen. Cal waited for the pull — the sharp disorientation, the collapse of space, the violent lurch of being somewhere else.

It did not come.

Instead, the air thickened.

Not heavy. Not oppressive. Just... attentive.

The kitchen stayed where it was. The table remained solid beneath his hands. The coffee steamed faintly between them.

And then the overlap began.

Not a rewind.

A convergence.

Cal felt it first behind his eyes — a pressure like standing too close to someone else’s memory. The edges of the room softened, not blurring, but doubling. As though another version of the same space was gently laid over the first.

Zoey’s presence sharpened beside him.

“Don’t fight it,” she said quietly. “This isn’t movement. It’s memory.”

Cal swallowed.

The song played on.

And then he saw him.

Will — younger than Cal had ever known him — standing in this very kitchen, hands braced on the counter, listening as Zoey spoke to him for the first time.

Not warning him nor commanding.

Asking.

The realization landed with a weight Cal had never felt before — not grief, not fear, but recognition.

The radio did not rewind him.

It introduced him.

The song carried on, steady and unbroken, as the past and present held together just long enough for Cal to understand:

This had never been random.
And he had never been alone.
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