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13 Saints lit candles at the edge of the Danube River. Midnight painted the water black, and the fog rolled in thick, swallowing the distant lights of Budapest. Incense burned in slow curls from iron thuribles set into the riverbank stones, the scent heavy with myrrh, wormwood, and something older.

They stood in a circle—silent, bare-headed, no stage lights, no fans. Just the river, the dark, and something none of them would name aloud.

Frost stepped forward first. He knelt at the water’s edge , lips moving with a whisper too low to catch, even for the others. But they could feel it—the weight in his voice, the way the mist bent toward him, as if listening.

He dipped two fingers into the Danube and drew a symbol on his chest in water—one that none of them recognized but all understood.

Sinn crouched beside him and began tapping out a rhythm on the cold stone—bare hands slapping flesh and rock in a pattern older than language. A ritual heartbeat, uneven and raw. His knuckles bled before the third verse.

Shade stepped into the center of the circle. He didn’t look at anyone as he pulled a worn scrap of parchment from his coat—a torn page from his lyric journal, stained at the edges with what looked like rust... or dried blood. The wind almost took it from his hands, but he held it firm.

He read, voice low and cracked:

> “This is not prayer.

This is offering.

This is what we are when the masks fall.

Unwritten. Unmade. Unafraid.”

Each line struck like a hammer against something invisible. Even the river stilled.

Behind them, Raven moved without a word, black velvet coat trailing through the dew-wet grass. She opened a small glass vial—ancient-looking, etched with runes—and held it high. Inside, silver ash shimmered, restless, almost alive.

She whispered something in a tongue no one could translate. Then, she opened the vial.

The ash leapt—not fell—into the wind, scattering in a sudden burst that hissed like steam, catching the candlelight and momentarily forming symbols in the air before vanishing.

One symbol lingered. A burning eye inside a broken violin.

Frost looked up, and his eyes shimmered—not with tears, but with knowing.

Whatever they had just done... it had been received.

And somewhere across the water, a mirror cracked.
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Velvet Halo played “Requiem for the First Live” in Kraków.

The venue was an abandoned cathedral lit only by candlelight and the flickering blue of forgotten stained glass. The crowd stood shoulder to shoulder, silent—not out of reverence, but out of some primal instinct. They sensed this wasn’t just a concert.

This was a rite.

Vira’s cello opened the piece with a haunting, wavering melody—one that didn’t rise so much as unfold, like a memory surfacing from centuries ago. It sounded like someone remembering their own death... slowly, painfully, with acceptance. The kind of memory buried in bone.

Rowan’s drumming entered next. Slow. Tribal. Funereal. It wasn’t a beat—it was a summoning. Her eyes were closed, lips parted, as if she were listening to a distant voice that only she could hear.

Kallias stood center-left, her bass slung low, fingers barely brushing the strings. She didn't look at the audience or the band. Her head was bowed. A trance had taken her—she swayed like someone sleepwalking through ash.

Sable’s guitar followed. Not a solo. Not a riff. A cry. A scream buried beneath centuries of silence. Her amp buzzed with feedback between phrases, but it didn’t feel like a mistake—it felt like resistance, as if the world itself didn’t want this music to be played.

And then Nikita stepped to the mic.

She didn’t sing.

She chanted.

No known language passed her lips. Not Latin. Not Greek. Not anything that could be pinned down. The syllables came like breath through stone, thick with weight and sorrow. Her voice vibrated in the walls, in the bodies of everyone present. Something inside the audience began to remember, and they didn’t know what.

Some wept without knowing why. Others dropped to their knees, trembling.

The lyrics wove through them, carried by sound more than meaning. But everyone understood.

It wasn’t what she was saying—it was what she was returning to them.

Midway through the song, the temperature dropped. 

Candles flickered wildly. A pane of stained glass cracked—not from heat, but from pressure.

Someone in the back gasped. Others turned.

There were figures in the glass—faint outlines of bodies standing behind the colors, like reflections not quite their own. As if those listening were being watched... or remembered.

Nikita opened her eyes.

They were white.

Glowing—not with power, but with absence, as if she had stepped aside and something older had taken her place.

Vira’s cello arced upward into a discordant cry, and Nikita’s voice climbed with it—not in pitch, but in intensity, vibrating deeper than the floorboards, rattling the brass organ pipes, calling something through the veil.

The final chant hit like a wave through the crowd. A single word—spoken in that strange tongue, but etched forever into the memory of everyone present.

Later, many would try to spell it, translate it, and decipher it.

None could.

But everyone knew what it meant:

“We were more before.”

And just like that, the song ended.

No applause. No movement. Just stunned silence and the faint echo of something leaving the room.

Backstage, Nikita collapsed into Sable’s arms, trembling . “It wasn’t just a song,” she whispered.

Sable looked down at her, pale and shivering.

“I know,” she said. “It was a door
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Frost collapsed on stage during the final crescendo of 13 Saints’ show in Hamburg.

One moment he was roaring into the mic, drenched in sweat and fire, the next—his body arched backward, eyes wide, and he fell.

Not staggered. Not fainted.

Fell.

Like he’d been pulled from within.

The lights cut. The crowd screamed. Sinn dropped his sticks mid-beat. Shade was at Frost’s side in seconds, followed by Raven, who cradled his head and whispered his name like a shield.

But Frost wasn’t gone. He was breathing—perfectly. Heart strong. Temperature normal.

Medics found no cause.

No drugs. No exhaustion. No seizure.

He just lay there, eyes closed, mouth murmuring one line over and over:

> “The interval between heartbeats... it bled.”

He said it like he was mourning something. Like he felt time rupture between two pulses and something had leaked through—a song, a memory, a name no one knew.

Then, still unconscious, Frost raised his right hand slowly. Fingers trembling, he drew something into the air—burning the shape into the minds of everyone who saw it.

A burning eye inside a broken violin.

The same sigil Nikita had tattooed onto her arm just days before. A sigil she had dreamed.

When Frost awoke hours later in the dressing room, he didn’t ask where he was. He didn’t ask what happened.

He only said, “I need paper.”

They handed him a notebook and pen. He didn’t speak. Didn’t write words. Just notes.

He covered the page in measures and rests, markings clean and precise, as if he wasn’t writing, but remembering.

The room was silent as he finished. He handed the notebook to Shade.

“This came from the space between,” Frost said. His voice was hoarse, like he’d been singing in another dimension.

Shade looked down at the page. Then up at Frost.

“You’ve never written like this.”

Frost shook his head. “I didn’t.”

Two days later, they would learn that Nikita—miles away , in a studio in Prague—had recorded a new melody at the exact time Frost collapsed.

The band shared the files privately.

The notes matched. Not just in key or tempo.

Exactly.

Chord for chord. Rest for rest. Breath for breath.

It was the same music.

Played through different bodies.

Born from the same source.
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Orelle rarely spoke.

Even among the members of Velvet Halo, her silence was sacred—more presence than absence. She communicated in glances, in movements, in the way her bow dragged across strings like it was summoning the dead.

But one night, deep in a pine forest in Finland, under skies smeared with auroras and cloud-veiled moonlight, she spoke.
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