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The world didn’t pause when Frost and Nikita vanished —but the music did.

Day One: Static

Neco paced the halls of the 13 Saints’ hotel in Berlin, her phone pressed to her ear, her voice razor-thin with tension.

“No, I don’t know where the hell he is. No one’s heard from him. The last ping from his phone was near the Swiss border, then nothing. Vanished.”

Sinn sat nearby, tapping out a frustrated rhythm on the edge of his boot. “Frost doesn’t just ghost,” he muttered. “Not unless there’s a reason.”

Reign leaned against the wall, silent, arms crossed. His green eyes flickered. “Unless something got to him.”

“Or someone,” Raven added, voice low. “Like a red-haired singer with too many secrets.”

Neco didn’t flinch. “Velvet Halo’s missing her too.”

—-
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DAY TWO: VELVET SILENCE

Velvet Halo’s rehearsal studio in Prague stood dark. The manager, a wiry woman named Adrienne, slammed her laptop shut.

“They’re not answering. Orelle’s already sensing something. Said her dreams feel... heavy.”

Rowan didn’t say much, but her fists were clenched. Vira strummed her cello softly, eyes closed, as though trying to tune herself to wherever Nikita had gone.

Sable tossed her wild curls and kicked over a mic stand . “What if she’s with him?”

“Then she’s not lost,” Orelle whispered.

Kallias added, “Or she’s finally found.”

—-
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DAY FOUR: STORM BREWS

The press was a hurricane.

"VAMPYRE ROYALTY ELOPE?!"

"IS THIS A PUBLICITY STUNT?"

"NIKITA AND FROST—LOVERS, CULT LEADERS, OR DEAD?"

Clips of their last separate performances flooded social media. Fans posted side-by-side edits of lyrics, glances

, dreams. Hashtags trended: #FindFrost #NikitaWhereAreYou #13HaloConspiracy Rumors multiplied like spores.

Some said they were kidnapped. Others claimed they were in hiding. A fringe few whispered that they'd ascended—become something not of this world.

—-
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DAY SIX: FRACTURES

Sinn snapped during a press briefing.

“You want answers? So do we. But don’t pretend like they owe you an explanation for being human.”

Shade tried to calm him, but the strain was everywhere. Their rehearsals fell apart. Reign played too hard. Raven kept writing lyrics she couldn’t explain.

In Velvet Halo’s camp, things weren’t better.

Nikita’s journal had been left behind in a hotel room. A page torn, a single lyric written in blood-red ink: > “The sky remembers where we ran.”

Adrienne read it and shivered. “She’s with him.”

—-
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DAY SEVEN: THE PAUSE Before the Return

Neco stared out the window of the tour bus, arms crossed tightly over her chest. Behind her, the band sat in a weighted silence. She’d stopped returning calls from labels and venues.

Something told her—deep in her bones—they weren’t gone forever.

Just... elsewhere.

“Let them have this,” she murmured to herself. “They’ve given the world everything. Maybe this part... maybe it’s just for them.”

In the Velvet Halo camp, Adrienne said nearly the same thing to Sable, eyes soft.

“If she’s with him... she’s safe. Maybe even happy.”
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The fire in the hearth crackled, casting golden light across the wooden walls and their bare skin. Outside, the forest whispered beneath the moon’s glow, but inside, the silence was sacred.

Frost sat on the floor, legs outstretched, his back against the couch. Nikita nestled between his legs, her back to his chest, her fingers tracing idle circles on his arms. The only sound was the soft hum of an old vinyl record playing something slow and jazz-blurred, like time itself had lost its urgency.

They hadn't spoken much that day. They hadn't needed to.

This night, their last alone, didn’t ask for words—it asked for presence.

Frost lowered his head, nuzzling into the side of her neck. His breath was warm against her skin. “I don’t want to lose this,” he whispered.

“You won’t,” Nikita murmured. “We built something in here... no one can touch.”

He wrapped his arms tighter around her, his lips brushing her collarbone. “It’s more than that. You’ve gotten under my skin, into my veins. Like a spell... or maybe like a song I’ve been waiting my whole life to write.”

Nikita turned in his arms, straddling him now, her fingers brushing the dark strands of hair back from his face. “Then sing me,” she whispered, “with your body, with your breath, with everything you are.”

What followed was not just physical—it was devotional.

They made love slowly, as if savoring every breath was a sacred ritual. Eyes locked. Hands memorizing skin. She arched beneath him like a flame drawn to oxygen, and he moved within her like a poem unfolding.

It wasn’t about urgency—it was about worship.

About giving all they had without reservation.

When they collapsed into each other, slick with sweat and silence, the fire had dimmed to embers. Frost pulled her into his chest, heart pounding beneath her ear, and she listened to it like a rhythm only she could hear.

“I would burn it all down,” he said into the crown of her head, “just to keep this.”

Nikita smiled faintly, eyes closed. “Then let’s light a new world... just for us.”

—-

[image: ]


LATER THAT NIGHT

Wrapped in a single blanket, they stepped out onto the porch. The air was cool and crisp, stars scattered like glitter across the black sky. Frost held her from behind, arms locked around her waist.

“Tomorrow, it changes,” Nikita said softly.

Frost kissed her temple. “Then let tonight be everything

.”

She turned in his arms and placed her hand over his heart. “It already is.”
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The sun had not yet broken through the tree line when Frost loaded the last of their bags into the black SUV. A thin mist curled over the mossy ground, and the silence between the trees was sacred—like the woods themselves knew this was the end of something holy.

Nikita stood on the porch, one hand resting against the wooden frame. Her red hair glowed like fire in the grey dawn, and her expression was unreadable. In her eyes was every word they hadn’t spoken, every moment that had melted between them in the quiet sanctuary of the cabin.

Frost looked back at her, his voice low. “You sure you’re ready?”

She gave a soft, bittersweet smile and descended the steps. “No. But it’s time.”

As they pulled away, neither looked back. The past week had changed them—deepened something between their souls, something ancient and unspeakable. Though they never named what they were becoming, both felt it rising in their blood: a power , a knowing, a hunger sharpened by love.

—-
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LOS ANGELES – THAT Same Morning The world hadn’t slept.

Headlines screamed speculation. Fans flooded forums, demanding answers. Rumors flew—abductions, meltdowns, secret elopements. Velvet Halo had postponed two European shows. 13 Saints had canceled a major television performance. Adrienne and Neco had nearly come to blows on a press call.

In an upscale lounge near Sunset Strip, Adrienne slammed her phone down.

“She turned off her location tracking!” she barked. “No posts. No sightings. It’s been eight damn days.”

Neco, cooler but no less fierce, folded her arms. “Frost doesn’t vanish unless it’s serious. I trust him.”

Adrienne shot her a look. “So you think this isn’t serious?”

Their teams, now reluctantly allied by necessity, exchanged glances. Their two brightest stars had vanished like smoke—and the industry was on fire.

—-
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THE ARRIVAL

The black SUV pulled into a hidden driveway behind the Chateau Marmont.

They didn’t emerge right away.

Inside, Nikita adjusted the mirror, running her fingers over her lips. Frost watched her in silence before reaching over to gently tilt her chin toward him.

“No matter what happens out there,” he said, voice thick with certainty, “we don’t hide what this is.”

She nodded. “We don’t break.”

Hand in hand, they stepped out.

Paparazzi weren’t there yet. But word would spread within the hour. They moved through the lobby like spirits returning from some otherworld.

And the moment the elevator doors closed behind them, the spell of their retreat shattered.

—-
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UPSTAIRS – PRIVATE Suite

Adrienne and Neco were already waiting.

Both women stood as the doors opened, a volley of relief, anger, and curiosity surging in their faces.

Adrienne got there first. “Where the hell have you been?

!”

“Together,” Nikita said evenly.

Neco raised a brow at Frost. “You good?” “Better than I’ve ever been,” he replied.

They sat. Questions flew. Explanations were vague. But the energy between Frost and Nikita was undeniable. Something had fused them together—untamed and unbreakable.

Adrienne rubbed her temples. “Do you two have any idea what’s coming now? The press... the fan theories... the backlash?”

Nikita smiled. “Let them talk.”

Frost leaned back, arms crossed. “We’ve got a plan.”

Neco’s eyes glinted. “Oh yeah?”

Frost nodded slowly. “We’re going to burn down everything they thought they knew—and rise together.”
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The studio was an industrial cathedral—vaulted ceilings , exposed brick, and the scent of old vinyl and sawdust hanging in the air like memory. It had been the site of legendary albums, breakdowns, breakthroughs, and once, a spontaneous wedding. But this morning, it was quiet. Tense. Waiting.

Adrienne stood by the console, arms crossed, scanning her watch every other minute. “They’ll be here any second.”

Neco leaned against the soundproofed wall, sipping coffee. “Let them stew a little. Adds tension. Artists thrive on it.”

The two managers hadn’t told a soul what they were planning. Just urgent texts, veiled with urgency:

> “Emergency creative summit. Both bands. Be there. No questions.”

13 Saints arrived first, dragging in slowly, most still shaking off the silence of their own confusion.

Shade dropped his bag with a grunt. “Okay, what’s the deal? We were supposed to be off-grid another week.” Reign glanced around the studio. “No gear setup. No Frost. Just us?”
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