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CHAPTER 1 THE AWAKENING of Sound

The stage was soaked in midnight light, electric blue, and ghostly white beams

slicing through fog as the crowd roared. The name—13 Saints—had already begun

to echo like a prophecy through the underground and mainstream alike. No one

could quite say why, but everyone agreed: there was something otherworldly

about them.

Frost stood at the front of the stage, a towering presence at 6’5”, blue eyes piercing

through the haze, black hair swept back except for the few strands that always fell

over his brow. The crowd screamed his name, but he barely heard it. Music wasn’t

just his escape; it was his haunting, his church.

Behind him, his bandmates played like men possessed:

Reign, lead, and rhythm guitarist stood tall with a silent fire in his green eyes.

With long black hair flowing and fingers slicing across the strings, he played like a

prophet channeling divine rage. From Asheville, NC, Reign brought dark soul and

Appalachian heat.

Lucian, a rhythm guitarist, blue-eyed and athletic, stood like a storm waiting to

break. Hailing from Waynesville, NC, his darker riffs brought contrast to Reign’s

sharp brightness.

Shade, their bassist and backup drummer, long blond hair cascading like a golden

veil, crafted melodic grooves like whispers from the abyss. Born in Pigeon Forge,

TN, he played with his whole soul.

Sinn, the drummer and master of vocals and keys, sat like thunder behind the kit.

A short wall of muscle from Louisville, KY, his beats cracked like whip lashes and

pulled everyone into submission.

Raven, tall and commanding on keyboards, with cascading black hair and fierce

hazel eyes, orchestrated melodies like a high priestess conducting a storm. Her

harmonies bound the band’s chaos into ethereal beauty.

The first show of the tour had ended in madness—cheers, chants, and an encore

demanded by fans who swore they had seen the impossible. Faces changed in the

strobe lights, shadows moving against logic, something unspoken twisting behind

the music. The media began to whisper what the fans screamed: They’re not just a

band—they’re Vampyres.

Backstage, the air was thick with adrenaline and sweat.

“First kill of the tour,” Reign grinned, slapping Frost on the back.

“We lit them up,
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Chapter Two: Blood and Thunder
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The stage was soaked in midnight light, electric blue, and ghostly white beams

slicing through fog as the crowd roared. The name—13 Saints—had already begun

to echo like a prophecy through the underground and mainstream alike. No one

could quite say why, but everyone agreed: there was something otherworldly

about them.

Frost stood at the front of the stage, a towering presence at 6’5”, blue eyes piercing

through the haze, black hair swept back except for the few strands that always fell

over his brow. The crowd screamed his name, but he barely heard it. Music wasn’t

just his escape; it was his haunting, his church.

Behind him, his bandmates played like men possessed:

Reign, lead, and rhythm guitarist stood tall with a silent fire in his green eyes.

With long black hair flowing and fingers slicing across the strings, he played like a

prophet channeling divine rage. From Asheville, NC, Reign brought dark soul and

Appalachian heat.

Lucian, a rhythm guitarist, blue-eyed and athletic, stood like a storm waiting to

break. Hailing from Waynesville, NC, his darker riffs brought contrast to Reign’s

sharp brightness.

Shade, their bassist and backup drummer, long blond hair cascading like a golden

veil, crafted melodic grooves like whispers from the abyss. Born in Pigeon Forge,

TN, he played with his whole soul.

Sinn, the drummer and master of vocals and keys, sat like thunder behind the kit.

A short wall of muscle from Louisville, KY, his beats cracked like whip lashes and

pulled everyone into submission.

Raven, tall and commanding on keyboards, with cascading black hair and fierce

hazel eyes, orchestrated melodies like a high priestess conducting a storm. Her

harmonies bound the band’s chaos into ethereal beauty.

The first show of the tour had ended in madness—cheers, chants, and an encore

demanded by fans who swore they had seen the impossible. Faces changed in the

strobe lights, shadows moving against logic, something unspoken twisting behind

the music. The media began to whisper what the fans screamed: They’re not just a

band—they’re Vampyres.

Backstage, the air was thick with adrenaline and sweat.

“First kill of the tour,” Reign grinned, slapping Frost on the back.

“We lit them up,e venue vibrated beneath their boots, a living beast made of concrete, metal, and screaming souls. Frost stood center stage beneath a cathedral of light and smoke. The roar of thousands surged toward him, yet he barely flinched. His black boots were planted, body rigid, but his mind drifted—always reaching beyond, into something distant and unnamed.

Reign flanked him, fingers poised above his guitar strings like a gunfighter ready to draw. Shade hunched low over his bass, pulsing the air with frequencies that thudded in listeners' hearts like ancestral drums. Sinn sat like a coiled god behind the drum kit, arms twitching with anticipation. Lucian adjusted his stance, one eye squinting toward the balcony shadows. Raven, wreathed in an eerie violet backlight, stood by her keys with the calm of a priestess at the edge of ritual.

The stage dimmed. For a split second, the crowd held its breath.

And then—

Thunder.

The opening riffs of “Blood and Thunder” detonated into the night. It was a new anthem—unreleased, unexpected, and unforgettable.

Frost's voice sliced through the chaos:

> “We are the shadows in your mirror,

The pulse beneath your sins.

Our names are carved in silence,

But we sing where it begins.”

––––––––
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THE CROWD WENT FERAL.

The song built like prophecy—each verse swelling into a storm. The chorus hit like a whip crack in slow motion:

> “Raise your fists. The veil is thin,

Let blood and thunder wash your skin.

Saints don't kneel—they rise in flame,

The myth you chant becomes our name.”

––––––––
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REIGN AND LUCIAN’S guitars clashed and danced, dueling like angels with broken wings. Shade’s bass lines slithered beneath them, dark and intoxicating. Sinn’s drumming was war itself—measured destruction. And Raven’s haunting harmonies stretched across it all like a banshee lullaby.

For ten unrelenting minutes, “Blood and Thunder” consumed the room.

When the final note shuddered into silence, the entire venue stood stunned, breathless. Not a single phone screen was raised. Not one voice spoke. Only awe.

Then, a scream—followed by another—and then the roof blew off with applause so loud it shook dust from the rafters.

—-
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BACKSTAGE

Reign threw a soaked towel over his shoulder and grinned. “That was different.”

“Did you feel it?” Raven asked, voice low. “Like something... woke up?”

Shade leaned against the wall, eyes narrowed. “We didn’t just play that. We summoned it.”

Frost didn’t answer. He sat at the edge of the couch, drenched in sweat, hands clenched into fists, eyes unfocused. He wasn’t with them—not entirely.

He had felt something during the bridge. A heartbeat not his own. A presence.

It was far away... but it called to him.

—-
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ACROSS THE WORLD – Kyoto, Japan

Nikita stood on the rooftop of a historic recording studio, her silhouette lit by the temple lanterns below. The wind pulled at her long red hair as she looked up at the full moon.

Inside, Velvet Halo’s rehearsal echoed faintly—ghost notes dancing through the air. But she wasn't listening. Not with her ears.

Something had pulled at her. A sound. A surge. It wasn’t music.

It was someone.

Nikita closed her eyes and whispered:

> “There’s a voice I’ve never heard...

but I know it’s meant for me.”

—-
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MEDIA FRENZY

The next day, music blogs exploded.

> “13 Saints Debuts Blood and Thunder — and Possibly Summons a Storm.”

“Are These Just Musicians... or Something Else?”

“Vampyre Rumors Swell After Apocalyptic Tour Kickoff.”

––––––––
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MEANWHILE, IN THE UNDERCURRENTS of fan forums, a new thread rose like wildfire:

> "13 Saints aren't just performing... they’re awakening something."

––––––––
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DEEP IN THE COMMENT sections, someone posted a blurry screenshot taken during the climax of the performance—a strange mist curling around Frost’s feet - though no fog machines were active at the time.

The caption read:

> "Is this even real anymore?"
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Chapter 3: Shadows Between the Spotlight
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The buzz around 13 Saints was global, but a haunting hum was building across the Atlantic—Velvet Halo was rising like a whispered prophecy in the night.

––––––––
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THEIR SOUND WAS A SIREN call. Ethereal, sharp, and aching. Fronted by Nikita, whose haunting vocals seemed to echo from another realm, Velvet Halo had begun to captivate the underground circuits of Europe. Their shows were bathed in shadow and candlelight, and the audience always left with chills crawling down their spines.

––––––––
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EACH MEMBER ADDED TO the enigma:

––––––––
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VIRA, HER TWIN-SOUL on cello and backup vocals, with storm-grey eyes and a soft-spoken savagery.

––––––––
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ROWAN, THE DRUMMER, all tattoos and stillness before the storm.

––––––––
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KALLIAS, THE BASSIST, with a gaze that looked through people instead of at them.

––––––––
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SABLE, THE LEAD GUITARIST, with wild raven curls and fingers that moved like smoke.

––––––––
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