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      If you’ve read my previous books, you’ll know the chapter names are all song titles. Music has been an integral part of my life and always sets the mood for my writing. Whether it’s the overall energy of a song, the lyrics, or even the title, that tone carries through into my written words on the page. The playlist and a link can be found at the back of each book, or you can find them on my website: www.amybookerauthor.com.
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        For everyone who believes in second chances⁠—

      

        

      
        In love, in life, in the moments we thought were lost but find their way back to us.

      

        

      
        For the hearts that never stop beating for each other, even when time and circumstance pull them apart.

      

        

      
        For the songs that never fade, the rhythm that always returns, and the love that was meant to last.

      

        

      
        This is for you.
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        "We are not the same persons this year as last; nor are those we love.

        It is a happy chance if we, changing, continue to love a changed person."

      

      

      
        
        - W. Somerset Maugham
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          WILL

        

      

    

    
      The Whiskey's packed despite this being a "secret" show. Another Angel hasn't played venues this small since their third album went gold, but breaking in a new drummer deserves intimacy – even if half of Blackmore Records' roster crashed the party. Twenty-eight years behind a kit and watching Lucas adjust the throne on my old DW still makes my hands twitch.

      He catches my eye as he checks the tension on the kick pedal. The same pre-show ritual I taught him on his first junior kit. His hands are steady as he tests the hi-hat, muscle memory I recognize in my bones. The continuous glucose monitor sensor peeks out from under his sleeve as he reaches for the cymbal - another kind of ritual we've learned to live with, one I never had to think about during my own shows.

      The band launches into their opener – one of the tracks that made them famous, but already transformed by Lucas's touch. Where their old drummer would have muscled through with showy fills, Lucas lets the groove breathe. He's got my ear for dynamics but his mother's instinct for space. When to push, when to pull back.

      The crowd surges forward as the chorus hits. Industry types who've seen it all still can't help moving when the hook lands. Lucas drives them there with a build-up I taught him years ago, but he's added his own flourishes. A subtle hi-hat pattern that wasn't there in rehearsal. A way of opening up the crash cymbal that makes the whole thing soar.

      I find myself cataloging every choice, every variation. The way he's modified the bridge pattern to better support their singer's tendency to rush. How he's worked out a completely new groove for the pre-chorus that somehow makes their old hit sound fresh. All the little tricks I've taught him over the years, now transformed into something entirely his own.

      From my spot near the sound booth, I can see the band's manager nodding along, phone forgotten in his hand. Even the label reps look impressed, and those guys wouldn't show excitement at the second coming. Lucas has done what every musician dreams of – he's made them forget they're working.

      Our Sunday afternoon practice sessions flash through my mind: Lucas banging on pots and pans at five. At ten, graduating to his first real kit. At fifteen, already better than half the pros I knew. Now, here he is, twenty-two, making one of LA's biggest bands sound better than they ever have. A far cry from the kid who used to sneak into my studio to practice when he should have been doing homework.

      A subtle mistake in the pre-verse transition – something probably only I would catch – and I see his jaw tighten just like mine used to. But he recovers smoothly, turning the stumble into an intentional variation that works even better than the original pattern. That's all, Raine – she could always spin any mistake into gold. Some talents skip a generation. Some get perfectly blended into something new.

      "He looks good up there."

      The voice stops my heart quicker than any drum fill. Raine. I'd know that tone anywhere – the slight rasp that made her harmonies legendary, earned her spots on countless platinum records. A long way from the club singer I fell for years ago.

      "Sounds good, too," I manage, not turning. Not yet. My fingers curl against my palm, an unconscious grip on phantom sticks. "Been practicing the new material for weeks."

      "Like father, like son."

      Now I turn. Mistake. She's standing closer than I expected, close enough that I catch the familiar scent of her perfume. Still the same after all these years. Her dark hair now has subtle silver streaks, but her hazel eyes are just as bright as the night she owned this stage.

      "Maya here?" I ask, desperate for safe conversation.

      "Running late. Client meeting." Pride colors her voice. "But she promised to catch the second set."

      Lucas launches into the opening of Another Angel's new single – technically still under wraps, but the label's hoping this "leak" will build buzz. His kick drum pattern is precise but not mechanical, adding ghost notes where I wouldn't have thought to. Raine's eyes drift closed, swaying slightly. She always did feel rhythm in her bones.

      "He's better than I was at his age."

      "He had a good teacher."

      The compliment lands heavy. We stand in loaded silence as Another Angel tears through their set. Every A&R rep and producer in the room is watching Lucas, evaluating, judging. This isn't just any band's new drummer – this is their shot at breaking through, and everyone knows it. But Raine watches him like only a mother can, that mix of pride and worry I remember from his first-grade school talent show.

      The back of my neck prickles. Maya's arrived, hanging by the bar with that look she gets – too much like her mother's. Like she's reading every micro-expression, cataloging every almost-glance between us. Everything about her is like her mother, as if she’s a carbon copy; same long brown hair, same soft features, same doe eyes, except Maya’s are a warm brown. And they’re always calculating.

      "Heard you're doing backing vocals on their album," I say to Raine, just to break the tension.

      "Mmm. Both albums, actually. Blackmore's keeping me busy."

      Both albums. Right. Because Incendiary Ink is back in the studio next week. Because I'll be seeing her there, in that intimate space where we recorded our first album, where she was already my wife, already Maya's mom, already everything.

      "Dad!" Lucas bounds off stage during the break, high on performance adrenaline. His dark blonde hair like mine wet with sweat. "Mom! You made it!"

      He hugs Raine first – always did have a mama's boy streak. Maya slips through the crowd behind him, designer suit slightly rumpled from her rush to get here. When Lucas pulls back, she steals her own hug.

      "Sorry I'm late, little brother. That merger meeting wouldn't end."

      When Lucas hugs me, I catch Raine watching us, something soft in her expression. Maya hangs back, that knowing look in her eyes, again too much like her mother's for comfort.

      "You killed it, kid," I tell him, meaning it. "That new bridge⁠—"

      "Changed up the pattern like you suggested." His grin could power Los Angeles. "Trent says it's definitely making the album cut. Thanks for coming, all of you." He glances between us, too perceptive for his own good. "Means a lot."

      "Wouldn't miss it," Raine says softly.

      For a moment, we're just us – our little family, watching our son's dreams unfold. Then reality crashes back as the stage manager calls for Another Angel's second set.

      "Knock 'em dead," I tell him.

      "Make your old man proud," Raine adds.

      Lucas practically bounces back to his kit, adjusting his monitors with practiced ease. I drift toward the bar, needing distance from the way Maya's watching us, her head tilted close to Raine's as they whisper together.

      "He's really good, Will." Raine's voice follows me. "You did good with him."

      "We did good," I correct, turning back. "Both of us."

      She smiles – that genuine smile that still hits like a power chord – and returns to Maya. I lean against the bar, watching them together, trying to remember when our daughter got so grown up, so knowing. She’s got her wedding coming up, but she can’t help but meddle in the love lives of everyone around her. Always the romantic. Not sure where she got that from…

      Thirteen years since Raine and I divorced. Ten since my second marriage imploded. Six months since her second marriage ended.

      Not that I'm counting.

      The music starts up again, Lucas's drums driving the band forward. He's got something I never had at his age – the patience to play exactly what the song needs, no showing off. His kick drum locks in with the bass line, solid as bedrock, while his cymbal work adds just enough color to make it interesting.

      Maya catches my eye across the room, arching one eyebrow in a gesture so like her mother, it aches. Sometimes, I think our kids see right through us.

      Lucas launches into another fill – this one entirely his own. His moment. His future. I lean against the bar, letting the familiar pulse of drums and bass wash over me, and try not to count how many beats until I’ll get to talk to Raine again.
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          RAINE

        

      

    

    
      The second set kicks off with their latest single. I open my notebook, jotting down potential harmony points in the chorus – layered thirds in the hook, a descant line that could lift the bridge, subtle doubles to thicken the pre-chorus. The kind of polish that could take it from streaming hit to Grammy contender. Six other projects are due at Blackmore this week, but this one's personal.

      My phone buzzes with another text from the showrunner at Netflix – third revision request this week. Apparently, the temp track I sent for their opening credits "lacks emotional resonance." Translation: someone's girlfriend in the production office thinks she's a vocal coach. Fine. I'll redo it tonight, layer in some ethereal clusters, and add that breathy pop texture they're all chasing lately. That, plus the Morrison backing tracks and that Target commercial that needs modulating up a half-step. Being everyone's go-to session vocalist means never having to worry about empty evenings.

      "You should delegate more," Maya says, watching me type a quick response. "Isn't that why Blackmore gave you that corner office?"

      "Vocal Production Supervisor looks good on paper." I slip the phone away. "But they still want my voice on everything."

      Hard to complain. I've built this life carefully – the consistent studio work, the production credits, the reputation for delivering exactly what's needed, when it's needed. Years of saying yes to every session, every request, every chance to prove I could be both reliable and exceptional. Now, I'm the name producers drop when they want to impress new clients. The voice on a dozen diamond records. The final call on vocal arrangements for half the releases coming out of LA.

      The irony doesn't escape me – becoming the expert on perfect arrangements while my personal life dissolved into chaos. Twice. First with the demands of Will's touring schedule, then with Eric's total disconnect from my world. At least the studio makes sense. Notes either work together or they don't. Harmonies either lift a song, or they fall flat. No gray areas, no messy emotions, no lawyers dividing up art collections and vacation homes.

      My latest divorce barely made the industry gossip channels. Just another brief in the LA Times: "Vocal producer Raine Sheridan splits from entertainment attorney Eric Matthews." Not like when Will and I ended – that was on the front page of Billboard, complete with speculation about Incendiary Ink's future and quotes from "sources close to the band." Amazing how twenty years can change your definition of scandal.

      Maya leans against the bar beside me, a frown creasing her brow. "You're still working, though? At your son's show?"

      I tuck the notebook away. "Force of habit."

      "You know..." She takes a careful sip of her drink. "The wedding planner asked about music. Like, who's handling the reception performance."

      Great. Another wedding detail I'm not ready to think about. "Maya, honey⁠—"

      "Relax. I told her we have plenty of time." She checks her phone. "Though speaking of time, how's the studio schedule looking next week? Dad mentioned⁠—"

      "Don't start."

      She gives me that look – the same one she used to give the judge when she was interning at the courthouse. Like she's already ten steps ahead in an argument I don't even know we're having.

      On stage, Lucas guides the band through a perfect build-up, his long blonde hair flying. He's adjusted his patterns since rehearsal last week when I stopped by with groceries – finally giving the vocalist room to breathe in the bridge. The kind of subtle adjustment that separates session players from stars. Every hit lands with intention, each ghost note purposeful.

      "How's the new place?" Maya asks quietly.

      "Getting there." Three months since I moved out of Eric's house. The new condo still feels like a hotel, but at least I don't wake up reaching for someone who isn't there anymore. "Lots of space for my home studio setup."

      "You're still keeping the Neve console?"

      "Your father's wedding gift?" I manage a small smile, though it aches. "Best piece of equipment I own. Set it up yesterday, actually. Between that and the new monitors..."

      I let the sentence trail off. Eric never understood why I needed professional-grade equipment at home. Why I'd spend nights tweaking vocal arrangements instead of attending his firm's dinner parties where entertainment lawyers discussed music like it was just another asset to divide. Why music wasn't just a job I could leave at the studio. Maybe that's why it was easier to pack up my gear than my clothes – at least my equipment always made sense.

      "I drove by the old house last week," Maya says carefully. "They're repainting."

      "Good." I keep my voice neutral. "It needed updating."

      "Mom..."

      "I'm fine, honey. Really." I squeeze her hand. "The condo's closer to the studio anyway. And your brother's place. Speaking of which..."

      "And the Morrison project?"

      "Delivered yesterday. They want me back for overdubs next month." I'm good at this part – talking about work. Safer than discussing empty condos or failed marriages or how Will still stands exactly like he did twenty-four years ago, right down to the way he keeps time with his fingers against his leg when he's thinking.

      He's by the sound booth now, studying Lucas with that laser focus that used to drive Incendiary Ink's producers crazy. Those piercing dark blue eyes of is narrowed with concentration. Nothing gets past him – not a single flubbed note or rushed fill.

      "Room sounds good." His voice is suddenly closer. Right next to me. I surprisingly hadn’t noticed him move towards us. "They've improved the monitors since our day."

      Our day. When I sang backup on their first album. When we thought we could balance everything – tours, sessions, midnight recordings, little kids who needed more than musician parents could give.

      "They've improved everything since our day." My smile stays professional. Studio polite. It’s hard, but I manage. "But the room still has magic."

      Maya's phone buzzes – probably her office. She silences it without looking, watching the space between Will and me like she's calculating distances.

      I should check my own messages. Should focus on Lucas. Should think about the Morrison vocals, the backing tracks for that new Netflix show, the commercial jingle due Thursday. Blackmore keeps me busy for a reason – I deliver, I'm reliable, I don't complicate things. I should be doing anything, but thinking about Will standing right next to me now.

      How close he is. And how I still don’t hate it.

      Lucas guides the band through another new track – one I heard him practicing in their rehearsal space last week. He's completely restructured the groove, opening up space the original drummer never found. The vocalist finally hits that bridge cleanly, probably because he can actually hear himself. Lucas has pulled back the cymbal work, adjusted his dynamics. Musicians twice his age still haven't learned that sometimes the best thing you can do is get out of the way.

      He's learned other lessons, too - I notice the quick sip of juice between songs, the practiced check of his monitor. Some rhythms become second nature, whether they're drum patterns or diabetes management. Though, I still catch myself watching, counting the minutes between checks like I did when he was first diagnosed.

      The crowd's responding – even the A&R reps have stopped checking their phones. The band's manager is nodding along, probably already mentally revising their touring rates. Lucas has done what every musician dreams of – he's made them forget this is business.

      I find myself marking mental notes: where to stack the harmonies, which phrases need doubling, how to lift the chorus without overwhelming the lead vocal. Things I'll need to know when we start tracking next week. The guitarist hits a slightly sharp note in the bridge, and I see Lucas adjust instantly, shifting the dynamics to cover it. That's all Will – that instinct for musical problem-solving mid-performance. Though the way he handles it, keeping everyone's confidence intact - that's a different kind of inheritance.

      It's a long way from the teenager who used to sneak into my home studio, playing along to session tracks with headphones on, thinking I couldn't hear him through the walls. Who absorbed everything – Will's technical precision, my ear for arrangement, even Eric's business sense. Who called me in tears after his first failed audition, then spent six months woodshedding before trying again.

      The other session players see it, too. That perfect blend of rock star energy and session player reliability. The same combination that kept me employed when my marriages fell apart, that built my reputation gig by gig, note by note. Lucas watched me rebuild myself twice through music.

      The band launches into their closer. Lucas drives them home with a confidence that makes my chest tight. My baby boy, owning that stage like he was born to it.

      I have three more sessions tomorrow. A call about Maya's wedding. A stack of contracts to review.

      But right now, in this moment, I just listen to my son play.

      The band hits their final chorus. Maya's hand finds mine, squeezing gently. Will's back by the sound board, but I feel his presence like a bassline – steady, constant, despite everything. Or, maybe because of everything.

      Tomorrow, I'll be back in my office, juggling projects and deadlines. I'll review Maya's wedding arrangements, try to ignore the empty condo waiting at night, probably field another dozen requests for vocal arrangements that needed to be done yesterday.

      But right now, watching Lucas own that stage, I remember why music grabbed me in the first place. Why I kept singing in clubs even while pregnant with Maya. Why I agreed to do backing vocals for an up-and-coming band called Incendiary Ink, even though I'd sworn off dating musicians. Why I built a career that let me stay in this world, even when it cost me everything else.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Ghost of Days Gone By

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          WILL

        

      

    

    
      "One more pass on the bridge." Raphael's voice crackles through my headphones. "Little rushed on the turnaround."

      Twenty-five years we've been working together, and he still catches every microsecond of imperfection. That's why he's got a million Grammys on his shelf and a waiting list two years long. Though these days, most of his clients are pop stars looking for credibility, not aging rockers staging a comeback.

      I adjust my throne, eyeing the constellation of microphones surrounding my kit. Joe's been tweaking their placement for three hours, chasing that elusive perfect drum sound. Some things never change – even with pro plugins and digital processing, getting the right mix of room sound and close mics is still an art form. Especially in Studio A, where the acoustics have captured everything from our first album to last year’s Rock Hall tracks with Indigo King and Murderous Crows.

      "Need anything shifted?" Joe ducks in, brandishing another drum mic. "That low tom's fighting me."

      "Lower angle might help." I tap the rim. "It always did in the old days."

      Joe grins. "Back when we had to get it right in one take?"

      "Kids today don't know how good they have it." I return his smile. "Though some of us still prefer doing it right the first time."

      "You good?" Chase catches my eye through the control room window. Translation: are you distracted because she'll be here next week?

      I tap my snare twice. Good to go. Through the glass, I notice Mark staring at his guitar, fingers hovering over the strings without playing. He's been quiet all morning – more than usual, even for him. But before I can think too much about it, the click track counts in.

      I sink into the groove. The bridge passage is tricky – lots of subtle dynamic shifts, ghost notes that need to float just behind the beat. Added complexity isn't usually my style, but Lucas's performance at the Whiskey last week got me thinking. Sometimes the best way to support a song is to get out of its way.

      "That's the one." Raphael's approval fills my headphones. "Come listen."

      Mark's already setting his guitar down when I enter the control room, his blue mohawk slightly wilted after six hours of tracking. His hands have a slight tremor I've never noticed before – probably from the marathon session.

      "Killing it, old man," he manages, but the usual energy behind his teasing is flat. "Almost makes up for that disaster at rehearsal."

      "Disaster?" I grab a bottle of water. "You mean when your amp caught fire?"

      "Technical difficulties." He waves a hand, but doesn't meet my eyes. "Besides, Eliza got us all new gear after that."

      Something's off in his tone. Mark's never cared about gear or label politics. Before I can probe deeper, Chase jumps in from the couch.

      "Speaking of killing it, heard your kid murdered it at the Whiskey."

      "Word travels fast." I try to keep my tone light, watching Mark drift toward the door.

      "Everything travels fast when you're marrying the label president." Chase's grin widens. "Though I hear you weren't the only proud parent in attendance."

      "Can we focus on the drums?" I gesture to the console where Joe and Raphael are making minute adjustments to EQ levels. The same console where we recorded our first album. Where Raine used to perch during playback, making notes about harmony placement while Maya slept in her carrier.

      Mark's hand slips on his guitar case – another uncharacteristic fumble. Chase notices too, his expression shifting from teasing to concerned.

      "Just saying." Chase holds up his hands in mock surrender, but his eyes follow Mark. "Some of us finally figured out what we wanted."

      Right. Because Chase Avery, who spent twenty years pretending his relationship with Eliza Kerr was just casual fun, is now the expert on matters of the heart. Though watching him with Eliza's son lately, playing instant stepdad like he was born for it... maybe he's earned some wisdom.

      "Complicated's different than confused." I keep my voice low, though Mark's already heading for the door, guitar forgotten. "And we're not having this conversation."

      "Fine." Chase stretches, joints popping, but his eyes are on Mark's retreating back. "But you might want to figure it out before she gets here next week. Studio's smaller than the Whiskey."

      The playback starts before I can respond. My drums fill the room, each hit precisely placed, every ghost note exactly where it should be. Different from our early records – more nuanced, more controlled. Back then, it was all power and flash, trying to prove something. Now, it's about serving the song. Growth, Raphael would call it. Or maybe just age.

      "Nice work with the dynamics," Joe says, tweaking a fader. "The way you're leaving space in the verses – really opens up room for⁠—"

      "The vocals," I finish. "Yeah."

      Chase snorts softly behind me. So many years of friendship means he knows exactly where my mind went. To outro harmonies on our first album, to late-night recording sessions when Maya was still small enough to sleep between takes, to the way Raine used to watch me from the control room with that look that made me play better, made me want to be better.

      "One more for the verses?" Raphael asks, professional as ever. He's watched enough band drama unfold in these rooms to write a book. Hell, he was here for our first album, watched Raine and me fall in love between takes. Watched us fall apart during the third album's sessions. "Then we can break for lunch."

      Through the window, I catch Mark in the parking lot, just sitting in his car, head in his hands. Chase follows my gaze.

      "Let's nail it." He picks up his bass to accompany me, covering Mark's missing guitar parts. "I've got a gear fitting at three. Apparently, being Rock and Roll Hall of Famers means we can't look like we buy our own equipment anymore."

      "You mean your fiancée can't handle another amp explosion?" But the usual banter feels hollow with Mark's empty spot in the mix.

      Back behind my kit, I try to focus on the click track, on the way the overhead mics catch my cymbal work, on anything except the fact that in five days Raine will be standing in that iso booth, laying down the kind of harmony parts that turned our first album gold. Or the way Mark's hands shook on his strings, the silence where his riffs should be.

      The verses flow easy – straight ahead groove, nothing fancy. Twenty-five years of muscle memory. My mind drifts to Lucas's showcase, to the way she marked notes in her book even while watching him play. Always working, always perfecting. Some things never change.

      But some things do.

      "Perfect," Raphael's voice breaks through my thoughts. "That's lunch. Back at two to tackle the outros?"

      I start going over my kit, cataloging what needs adjusting for the afternoon session. Easier than thinking about next week, about small studios and scratch vocals and the way some harmonies never quite leave your head. Easier than wondering why our guitarist is sitting alone in his car instead of rehearsing.

      "You know," Chase leans in the doorway, "some of us wasted a lot of years pretending we were fine with complicated."

      "This is different." I focus on adjusting my kick pedal tension. "You and Eliza weren't married. Didn't have kids. Didn't get divorced and marry other people."

      "No," he agrees. "We just spent twenty years scared of ruining what we had by admitting what we wanted. Real smart." He glances at his phone – probably another text from Eliza about wedding details or her son's band showcase. "Now I'm pushing fifty and learning how to be somebody's stepdad. Makes you think about what really matters."

      His eyes drift to the parking lot, where Mark's car still sits.

      "Chase."

      "I'm just saying." He shrugs. "Life's short. And none of us are getting any better at hiding what we need."

      I think about Maya's knowing looks at the Whiskey. About Lucas watching us both like he's solving a puzzle. About Mark's trembling hands on familiar strings. About the way my own hands still remember every rhythm of me and Raine.

      "Let's just get the drums done," I say finally. "One track at a time."

      Chase nods, knowing when to back off. "Whatever you say, drummer boy." He pauses at the door. "But you might want to work on your poker face before next week. It still fucking sucks. And we all know this studio has history."

      And memories, I think, but don't say. Every booth, every corner haunted by late-night sessions and perfect takes, and the way her voice made everything soar. By all the things we try to hide until we can't anymore.

      Joe pokes his head in. "Need help repositioning anything before we break?"

      "Nah." I stand, stretching. "But maybe we should track the outros in Studio B next week. Better sound for vocals."

      He gives me a look that says he's not buying it. "Studio B's booked. Some Netflix show needs their temp tracks redone."

      Of course it is. Because that's exactly how this is going to play out.
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      "Let's run it again from the bridge." I mark another note in the margin of my chart. "Chase, try dropping to the third instead of staying on the fifth. Will, you've got the root."

      Just another session. That's what I keep telling myself. I've done a thousand of these, built a career on being the voice that makes good tracks great. Professional. Reliable. Completely unfazed by working with my ex-husband and his best friend on their comeback album.

      "Like old times," Chase grins through the control room window, his grey eyes sparkling. He looks better than he has in years – clear-eyed, steady. Amazing what love and sobriety can do. "Except you're on that side of the glass now."

      "Some of us evolved." I adjust a fader, watching the meters dance. The pre-delay on Chase's vocal needs tweaking – just enough to let Will's harmony sit in its own space. "Speaking of evolution, try not to strain for that high harmony. It's not 1999 anymore."

      Will's quiet laugh carries through the headphones. He's been watching me all morning with that steady drummer's focus, like he's trying to anticipate my next move.

      "Ready?" Raphael asks from his spot behind the board. He's got that look he always gets when he knows he's capturing something special. "Take six."

      The track starts, and I close my eyes, letting the familiar pieces fall into place. Chase's bass holding the foundation, Will's drums precise but fluid. Different from their early sound – more mature, more controlled. The kind of music that comes from knowing exactly who you are.

      Their voices blend on the chorus just like they used to, Chase's raw edge and Will's steady tone. My part floats above, finding the spaces that need filling. Muscle memory. Like riding a bike, or falling in love, or⁠—

      No. Professional thoughts only.

      "That's the one." Raphael's voice breaks through my concentration. "Raine? Thoughts?"

      "Chase's pitch was better." I open my eyes, focusing on the console. "But Will, you rushed the pickup into the final chorus."

      "Timing critique?" Will raises an eyebrow, but his smile is warm. "Times really have changed."

      "Learned from the best." I keep my tone light, not letting those dark blue eyes get to me like they used to. "Again, from the chorus?"

      "Actually," Raphael glances at the clock, "let's take a break. Joe's doing a coffee run."

      "The usual?" Joe pokes his head in, notepad ready.

      "God, yes." Twenty years and he still remembers – double shot vanilla latte, extra hot. "Thanks, Joe."

      "Black for me," Will adds. "And⁠—"

      "Green tea, I know." Joe rolls his eyes. "Chase's new health kick is the talk of the studio."

      "Hey, I'm trying here." Chase stretches. "Eliza's got me eating kale."

      I busy myself with the console while they place orders, tweaking effects settings that don't need tweaking. Easier than watching Will in the iso booth, the same booth where he used to watch me record harmonies for their first album. Where he'd tap rhythms on his leg while I
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