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CHAPTER 1 DREAM REQUIEMS

Both dreamed that night.

Separate beds, separate cities, separate hours—

Yet the moment they closed their eyes, the world beneath the world unfolded in perfect symmetry.

—-
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THE CATHEDRAL WAS IN ruins.

Ash clung to stone. The once-stained glass hung in jagged fragments, like the teeth of a forgotten god. Moonlight bled through cracks in the vaulted ceiling, pale and cold. Ivy choked the pillars. The altar had crumbled, yet something sacred still pulsed in the walls—not holy, but haunted.

They stood back-to-back.

Neither turned at first. They could feel each other—not in touch, but in presence. Gravity. Their breath is synchronized, shallow. Their hearts beat not in fear but in recognition. The flames rose in a circle around them, licking higher, yet never burning. The fire was not of this world.

Frost clenched his fists. He felt her behind him—the way a song could feel near before it’s sung. He turned—

And she was gone.

The air was heavy with ash and her absence.

He called out. No voice came.

—-
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AT THE SAME MOMENT, Nikita turned.

She knew he had been there—his presence soaked into the shadows, his silence still echoing like reverb through the shattered nave.

But she saw only emptiness. A flicker of light where he had once stood. Smoke shaped like a name.

> “Frost...”

––––––––
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HER VOICE CRACKED, unheard.

The fire surged—but didn’t consume. Instead, it whispered.

In a language she almost remembered.

—-
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IN BOTH DREAMS, THEIR sigils pulsed—hers on her back, his over his heart—glowing like molten brands. The fire curved around those marks like it knew them. Like it answered them.

And then the sky above the cathedral split open—not with lightning, but sound.

A low, ancient chord.

Part music. Part grief.

A note not sung, but carried.

One neither had written, but both had heard before—in dreams, in distant stages, in the haunted silence after the final chord.

—-
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THEY AWOKE AT THE SAME time.

Gasping.

Nikita clutched the sheets, drenched in cold sweat. Her candle had burned out completely, yet her journal lay open—filled with symbols she hadn’t written.

Frost sat up, spine rigid, hand over his heart. The mark still pulsed beneath his palm like a second heartbeat. His window was fogged from the inside, a single rune drawn into the condensation by a hand that wasn’t his.

Neither spoke of it.

But they both felt it—

> A hunger.

Not of the flesh.

Not of lust.

But of recognition, of incompletion.

The aching gravity of something just out of reach—but eternally known.

––––––––
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THEY WEREN’T JUST DREAMING of each other.

They were remembering.

And something was beginning to remember them back.
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Chapter 2.The On the Edge of Sight
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Prague, cloaked in dusk and electric with the pulse of a hundred thousand souls, throbbed with anticipation. The city had become a symphony of boots on cobblestones, laughter echoing through Gothic arches, and basslines vibrating across rooftops.

The Eclipse Festival had descended like a fever dream—three nights of fire, sound, and moonlight-drenched madness, drawing the world’s most mysterious and magnetic acts.

On this night, both Velvet Halo and 13 Saints would share the same sky for the first time.

Different stages.

Different times.

Same city.

Same orbit.

—-
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HIGH ABOVE THE CROWD, Nikita stood on the balcony of an old stone tower—originally a watchpost, now part of a converted artist’s villa. From there, she could see the river split the city like a scar, lights flickering like dying stars on the surface. The air smelled of smoke and sweat and sweetness.

She had come up for air, a moment of quiet before they were due on stage.

But her breath caught in her throat.

Below, moving through the masses like a ripple in gravity, she saw a figure: tall, clad in black, shoulders tense, his head just turning.

His hair was long, dark, and caught in the breeze.

But it was the eyes.

Even from a distance, even through the chaos—she saw the storm in them.

Storm-churned.

The color of smoke and memory and rain-soaked dreams.

> It’s him, she thought.

––––––––
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BUT AS SHE LEANED FORWARD—HE was gone.

Swallowed by the press of bodies. Disappeared like mist.

—-

[image: ]


ACROSS THE SQUARE, weaving through alleys painted in graffiti and glowsticks, Frost moved like a man hunted by something inside himself. His heartbeat had changed tempo hours ago. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was about to rupture—not outside, but within.

He stopped near a vendor stall, about to light a cigarette, when his gaze snagged on a poster half-torn and fluttering.

Velvet Halo.

A promo image. Their faces blurred by design, cloaked in aesthetic.

But her eyes—her eyes—punched the air from his lungs.

> "I’ve seen these eyes," he muttered.

––––––––
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NOT HERE. NOT NOW.

In dreams. On fire. In the ruins of some cathedral that didn’t exist.

He reached out, fingertips brushing the paper, the static curling his skin.

But behind him, the crowd surged—and he was pulled away like driftwood in a rising tide.

—-
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THEY WERE 15 FEET APART.

Nikita, one level above, stepping back from the edge.

Frost, just beyond the corner, pausing once more to glance up at the old stone tower before vanishing into the pulse of neon and noise.

They didn’t see each other.

But the air between them tightened.

Time held its breath.

And somewhere, the sigils burned—beneath cloth, beneath skin.

A wall of fate, invisible and ironclad, kept them blind.

But it wouldn’t hold much longer.

Not now.

Not here.

Not when their songs were already bleeding into one another behind the veil.

––––––––
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CHAPTER 3 INSTRUMENTS of Fate

Backstage.

The air buzzed with electricity—not from the stage, not from the crowd, but from something else.

Something older.

Something waiting.

In a shadowy corner behind racks of lace, velvet, and leather, Kallias sat cross-legged, her bass across her lap, fingers dancing across the frets. I'm not playing. Not quite. Just... listening through the strings.

She stopped. Tilted her head.

> “She’s dreaming again,” she murmured—half to herself, half to the veil between worlds.

––––––––
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THE ROOM FELL SILENT. Even the low hum of Orelle’s violin amp seemed to hush.

Sable, hunched over a pedalboard, didn’t look up. She just nodded slowly, like she'd been waiting for the moment to be named.

> “And he’s answering,” she said. “They don’t even know it.”

––––––––
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VIRA SET DOWN HER BOW, frowning slightly, the weight of something invisible pressing on her shoulders.

> “It’s like their blood’s singing to each other. Through us.”

––––––––
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THE ATMOSPHERE TURNED heavy. Not dark—charged. As if the backstage was no longer a room but a pressure chamber. A waiting womb. The moment before a ritual completes.

Outside, Velvet Halo’s crowd roared.

Inside, none of them moved.

—-
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ACROSS THE FESTIVAL grounds, in another dressing room carved beneath ancient brick and industrial scaffolding, 13 Saints readied in near silence.

Gear checked. Lights green. Sound levels are good.

But stillness lingered like an unspoken countdown.

Sinn crouched near his boots, lacing slowly, his brow furrowed—not with stress, but with something like recognition he couldn’t place.

> “We’re on a collision course,” he said quietly.

“Do you feel it?”

––––––––
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LUCIAN, SEATED NEAR a cracked mirror, stopped adjusting his rings. His gaze flicked toward Reign, who leaned against the wall with arms crossed.

Reign didn’t speak right away.

He was staring into space, not seeing the room—but the pressure inside it, the pull beneath the skin, the ripple of something unfolding just outside the veil of what could be understood.

Then, a breath.

> “It’s not just them,” he said.

“Whatever this is... it’ll change all of us.”

––––––––
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NO ONE LAUGHED. NO one rolled their eyes.

Because they felt it too.

Not like frost. Not like fire.

But like gravity shifting.

As if the world had already turned a corner without telling them—and the music, the symbols, the dreams were only the first symptoms.

—-
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IN BOTH ROOMS, SILENCE returned.

But it wasn’t silent anymore.

It was tense.

Recognition.

Reverence.

Because something was coming.

And none of them would leave this night unchanged.

––––––––
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CHAPTER 4  GHOST NOTES

The soundcheck was routine.

Or it should have been.

Velvet Halo was on stage first, beneath the arched ironwork and red spotlights of the Eastern Courtyard stage. Nikita adjusted her mic. Orelle tightened her bow. Vira’s fingers danced across keys. Kallias checked her pedalboard, and Sable hovered near the sound booth, monitoring for feedback.

The usual thrum of reverb pulsed once. Twice.

Then, the monitors glitched.

A shimmer of static. A flick. The briefest interference.

And then—a voice.

Not Nikita’s.

Low. Rough. Carved in smoke and moonlight.

Singing beneath her melody like it had always belonged there.

> “What the hell—?” Vira turned sharply.

––––––––
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NIKITA FROZE. HER MIC slipped slightly in her grip.

The melody she’d just finished singing had harmonized with another.

One she hadn’t written.

One that shouldn’t be there.

But it fits.

Perfectly.

Like it had always belonged.

> “That’s him,” Nikita whispered.

Her breath caught. “From the dream. That’s his voice.”

––––––––
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ORELLE DIDN’T FLINCH. She stepped toward her, calm and unshaken. Eyes intense.

> “It wasn’t a glitch,” she said softly.

“It was a message.”

––––––––
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NIKITA TURNED TO HER, chest rising with a slow panic.

> “A message from who? He doesn't know me—this isn’t possible.”

––––––––
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ORELLE SIMPLY STARED.

> “He does know you. Not here.” She tapped her temple. “Here. And deeper.”

“That voice found yours before either of you could speak.”

—-
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ACROSS THE GROUNDS, on the cathedral stage carved between spires and scaffolding, 13 Saints were halfway through their own check.
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