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Prologue
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7:00 A.M.

The morning light glints across the dew-soaked sidewalk of a quiet suburban street. A jogger, earbuds in, breath steady, paces through her daily route.

The bass of her favorite song drowns out everything else—until something whispers.

“Turn around.”

She freezes mid-step.

A car careens toward her, the driver slumped over the wheel, glass shattering, rubber screaming against pavement. On pure instinct, she leaps sideways—barely clearing the hood. The vehicle slams into a lamppost and explodes in a mist of smoke and gasoline.

The jogger lands hard, adrenaline surging, trembling. She looks around.
No one else is there.
The whisper echoes again, softer now—almost intimate.

“You’re welcome.”

Humans call it a sixth sense—that invisible nudge, that voice that warns or guides when logic fails.
But what if it isn’t instinct at all?
What if it’s something... someone?

Two parallel worlds exist.
One completely unaware of the other—Earth.
The other, ancient and observant—Patourrest.
Every human has a counterpart there: a Katourreen—crafted, not born; created from the essence of their human twin.
Each Katourreen exists to protect, to whisper, to guide.
But when the balance falters... when a Katourreen goes rogue...
The whisper turns into something else.
Something deadly.

ACT I — THE AWAKENING 

Kayla discovers the truth behind the Sixth Sense
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CHAPTER 1  — THE SHIFT
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Kayla Reed was sixteen years old, a junior in high school, and—by every measurable standard—ordinary.

She lived in a modest, two-story house on the edge of a quiet suburban neighborhood just outside Atlanta, Georgia, where sidewalks curved gently through cul-de-sacs and everyone pretended to know their neighbors. The house had beige siding, a cracked driveway, and a backyard Kayla barely used anymore except to walk Polo, her aging but fiercely loyal dog.

Her room was on the second floor, tucked into the back corner of the house. Posters half-peeled from the walls. A dresser cluttered with hoodies, chargers, and half-empty water bottles. A window that looked out over trees that had been there longer than she had.

Kayla was smart—but not in the way teachers loved.

She was intuitive.

She picked up on moods instantly. She could walk into a room and know who was lying, who was hurting, who was about to explode. She’d always known when something bad was about to happen, even if she couldn’t explain why.

Her parents called it “overthinking.”
Her friends called it “paranoia.”
Kayla called it being tired of always being right.
She’d learned to ignore that feeling.

Ignore the tightness in her chest.
Ignore the sudden dread that made no sense.
Ignore the whisper that said don’t go that way or text them now or leave.
Most of the time.

And then there were the times she didn’t.

Those were the times that haunted her.

8:03 A.M.

Kayla lies tangled in blankets, scrolling through her feed—half-awake, half-bored, lost in a stream of dance challenges and memes. Her bedroom hums with lazy summer light, walls pulsing faintly with the rhythm from her Bluetooth speaker.

Then her phone glitches.

Not freezes—glitches.
The image ripples like it’s underwater. The colors smear into static, then black.
“Ugh. Not today.”

She taps the screen. Nothing.
Then, white text appears on the black void:
WE NEED TO TALK — K.

Her breath catches.

“What the hell...?”

She blinked.

The message vanishes. 

The home screen returns, perfectly normal. Battery: 78%. Time: 8:03 am.

Kayla stared at the phone longer than she meant to. A familiar tightness formed in her chest – the one she usually ignored. Her pulse climbs. Before she can even blink, the air in the room thickens.

Not violently. Not dramatically. 

Just... wrong

Like gravity hesitated, suddenly doubling. The shadows distort, stretching.

––––––––
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The TV in her room turned on by itself. Static hissed, then quieted.

A voice followed.

Low. Calm. Certain.

“Kayla. You’re not alone. You’ve never been alone. And you’re not crazy.”

Her heart slammed. Her throat locks. “Who said that?” she called, backing toward her bedroom door.

The world vibrates—then freezes. Literally.
Her ceiling fan stops mid-spin. The dust motes stop midair. 
The house was silent.

“No one’s here,” she whispered to herself.

“Don’t be afraid. I’m here to protect you.”

She bolted.

Kayla yanked open her door and ran into the hallway, heart pounding, breath shallow. She barely reached the top of the stairs before—

Everything stopped.

Mid-step.
Mid-breath.
The world froze.

––––––––
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A warm golden light spread outward, dimming reality like a lowered sun.

From that glow, a figure formed.

Tall. Luminous. Not human—not quite.

Its skin looked like polished stone infused with silver and blue, shifting as if light lived beneath it. Its eyes held stars and shadows. No mouth moved, but the voice came through clearly.

“I am your Katourreen,” it said.
“My name is K’riel.”
Kayla couldn’t scream. Couldn’t run.

“I’ve been with you since your first breath,” K’riel continued. “And now... you are in danger.”

Kayla stumbles backward. “You—what?”

“You are in danger. And the time to awaken is now.”

The light implodes—vanishes.

Kayla gasps, suddenly alone, her music snapping back on. The clock resumes ticking. But her phone vibrates again.
A text appears—one word:
RUN.
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CHAPTER 2  — THE UNVEILING
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RUN.

The word echoed through Kayla's mind long after the text disappeared.

She burst into the hallway, pulse racing, every instinct screaming that something was terribly wrong. Her little brother's bedroom door hung open, but the room was empty. So was her parents' room.

She grabbed the banister and rushed down the stairs as the kitchen light flickered overhead.

Outside the window, birds hovered motionless in the air.

Kayla screams. “What’s happening?!”

A calm voice answers.
Not K’riel. Softer. Familiar.
“Kayla. We need your help. You’re one of the few who can stop him.”

Her head whips around. “Who are you? Who’s him? What do you mean, stop—what?!”

“My name is Gabrielle,” the voice says, echoing through her mind like melody wrapped in static. “And I’m what your world calls a conscience.”

Kayla’s knees weaken. “You’re... in my head?”

“Technically, I’ve always been there. You just weren’t ready to listen.”

The air ripples, and for a moment Kayla sees her—Gabrielle—flickering into form: a luminous woman made of transparent light and mist, eyes deep as nebulae.

“I’m from Patourrest,” Gabrielle continues. “A mirror world to yours. When humans are born, a Katourreen is created from their essence. We are your balance, your unseen compass. Every time you feel that pull—that instinct to turn left instead of right, to duck instead of stand still—that’s us.”

Kayla blinks back tears. “You mean... that time I almost got hit by the car—”

“That was me,” Gabrielle says gently. “And every time you ignored me, that voice in your head said, I should’ve listened to my first mind.”

Kayla lets out a nervous laugh, shaking. “You’ve been there my whole life?”

“Always. But something’s changing. Someone’s breaking the law between our worlds. His name is K’riel. The first Bridgeborn.”

Kayla freezes. “K’riel? But that’s—”

“The name you saw on your phone,” Gabrielle finishes. “Yes. He was once a guardian like me... until he wasn’t.”
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CHAPTER 3 – THE REVEAL
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Gabrielle’s image stabilizes—half-solid, half-phased—like she’s flickering through frequencies.

Gabrielle explained slowly.

About Patourrest—a parallel world that had existed since Earth’s creation. A realm of near-perfect harmony, unseen but deeply connected to human life.

About the Katourreens—beings not born, but created. One for every human. Formed from the essence of a life at conception. Designed to guide, protect, and whisper when danger approached.

“When you hesitate before making a choice,” Gabrielle said, “that’s me. When you take the right path without knowing why—that’s me.”

Kayla’s mind raced.

“And when I almost got hit by that car...?”

“That was me,” Gabrielle said softly.

Kayla laughed suddenly—sharp and breathless.

“All this time... when I said I should’ve listened to my first mind—”

Gabrielle laughed too.

Then her tone changed.

“Kayla, there is something else you need to understand.”

She explained about the broken bonds.

When a human dies too early—at birth, through miscarriage, or abortion—their Katourreen remains. Some accept it. Some don’t.

Those who don’t are sent away.

“And K’riel?” Kayla asked.

Gabrielle hesitated.

“K’riel was the first Bridgeborn guardian,” she said. “And he wants to finish what he started a thousand years ago.”

He was the first Katourreen to seek dominion, not guidance. He believed that humans should be ruled, not protected. When he tried to merge our realms a millennium ago, millions vanished in the fold between.”

Kayla feels dizzy. “And now he’s back?”

“He escaped from Deace—our prison island. No one was supposed to leave that place.”

Gabrielle glances away, voice tightening.

“He’s gathering those exiled with him. Katourreens who lost their humans to death, to chaos, to madness. They crave bodies again. They want to merge—to take control.”

Kayla swallows hard. “You mean... like possession?”

“Exactly. You’ve seen it already on Earth. 

Kayla’s stomach drops. “Oh my God...”

“Not God,” Gabrielle whispers. “Us.”

Humans gave it names.

Dissociative Identity Disorder.
Schizophrenia.
Psychosis.
Auditory hallucinations.
They studied it. Classified it. Medicinalized it.

What they never understood was that some minds were not broken.

They were open.

Gabrielle’s voice softened when she explained this part.

“When a Katourreen loses their human—through miscarriage, stillbirth, or death—the bond fractures. Some accept it. Some don’t.”

Those who couldn’t let go became something else.

Katourreens.

They drifted. They searched. They attached themselves to vulnerable minds—children, trauma survivors, people already straddling the edge of perception.

The result was chaos.

Multiple voices.
Shifting personalities.
Lost time.
Uncontrollable impulses.
Humans called it illness.

Patourrest called it a severed bond left untreated.

Not every case.
Not every diagnosis.
But enough to change everything Kayla thought she knew about the world.

“You’re telling me,” Kayla whispered, “that some people aren’t sick.”

“They’re being haunted,” Gabrielle replied.

Kayla sinks to the floor. “Why me? Why show yourself now?”

“Because you’re the Bridgeborn. The only one born capable of hearing both sides at once. The one who can stop him.”
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CHAPTER 4—THE CONFLICT
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The room began to pulse again.

Not like a light flickering from a bad bulb—like the house itself had a heartbeat now, syncing with Kayla’s. The overhead light dimmed and brightened in a slow rhythm. Her phone vibrated once on the nightstand even though she hadn’t touched it. The air felt dense, charged, like the moment right before thunder.

Kayla pressed her fingers into the mattress. She needed something real. Something that didn’t change when she blinked.

“Okay,” she said, voice trembling despite her effort to steady it. “Okay. Start with one thing I can understand.”

Gabrielle’s voice came through her mind like a hand on her shoulder—warm, but urgent.

“Patourrest is unraveling,” Gabrielle said. “And if it falls, the fracture won’t stay in our realm. It will echo into yours.”

Kayla’s throat tightened. “Echo how? Like... earthquakes? Storms? People seeing things?”

“Reality thinning,” Gabrielle replied. “Perception breaking. The boundary between worlds weakening in places it was never meant to weaken.”

Kayla stared at her bedroom wall, suddenly remembering every time she’d felt watched in the dark. Every time she’d known something was wrong before it happened.

She swallowed. “You said he escaped. From where?”

A pause.

“Deace,” Gabrielle repeated.

The word hit like cold water.

“What is it?” Kayla asked.

“It’s what humans would call a maximum-security prison,” Gabrielle said. “But it’s more than walls and locks. Deace is an isolated island-realm—sealed off from Earth, sealed off from the main arteries of Patourrest. It’s where we send Katourreens who break our laws... and break themselves.”

Kayla frowned. “Break themselves?”

Gabrielle’s tone darkened.

“Katourreens are created to guide,” she said. “To protect. To whisper in the moments where humans stand on the edge of disaster. But some Katourreens lose their bond too early—when their human dies at birth, is miscarried, or never reaches life at all. The grief can twist them. Rage. Jealousy. A hunger for purpose. If they can’t accept the loss, they become rogue.”

Kayla’s skin prickled. “Those are the Corinthians.”

“Yes,” Gabrielle said softly. “Some become Corinthians. Some become worse.”

Kayla thought of the way K’riel had called himself her Katourreen.

A guardian.

And the terror she’d felt in his presence.

“And Deace holds them?”

“It contains them,” Gabrielle replied. “To keep Patourrest stable. To keep Earth safe. They cannot access your realm from there.”

Kayla exhaled shakily. “But K’riel found a way out.”

“Yes.”

The light overhead dipped lower, as if the house didn’t want to hear what came next.

“He’s building an army,” Gabrielle continued. “Those who were banished. The forgotten. The faithless. The ones who believe guidance is weakness and control is purpose. They are answering his call.”

Kayla’s breathing quickened. “And his plan is to... merge the worlds.”

“To merge them,” Gabrielle confirmed, “and enslave humanity beneath his rule. He intends to finish what he started a millennium ago. To crown himself King.”

Kayla’s chest tightened so hard she had to lean forward.

“You said I can stop him,” she said, almost accusing. “But I can’t even stop my phone from glitching.”

“You’ll learn,” Gabrielle said. “You’re not meant to do this alone.”

Names surfaced in Kayla’s mind like files opening on their own:

Aliyah. Christopher. Te’Erra. Megan.

“They’ve begun to awaken too,” Gabrielle said. “Each has a gift tied to their essence. Together, you are the new generation of the Bridgeguard.”

Kayla blinked. “Bridgeguard?”

“A fellowship,” Gabrielle said. “A bonded group built around the Bridgeborn. Protectors. Allies. The ones who keep you alive long enough to become what you must become.”

Kayla’s mouth went dry. “And what am I supposed to become?”

Gabrielle’s voice softened.

“Someone who can stop the Gate from opening.”

“The Gate?” Kayla whispered.

“The point where both worlds touch,” Gabrielle answered. “The closest seam. The place where merging becomes possible.”

Kayla felt the room tilt slightly, as if even the laws of physics were listening.

Gabrielle’s presence began to fade.

“Kayla... once you see through the illusion of your world,” Gabrielle said, “there’s no going back.”

Kayla’s lips parted. “So what will it be...”

Gabrielle’s tone flickered with brief humor—an attempt to keep Kayla from breaking.

“The blue or the red—nope,” she said quickly. “We’re not going there.”

Kayla gave a shaky half-laugh that dissolved into fear.

“Sooooooo,” Gabrielle continued. “You’ll have to choose which reality to save.”

The golden light in the room collapsed inward—like a star imploding.

Kayla screamed—

And then she gasped awake.

Back in bed.

Sweat on her forehead.

Her heart slamming against her ribs.

8:04 A.M.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A new message:

The Shift has begun. — G
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CHAPTER  5 — THE SIGNAL
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The next morning didn’t feel like morning.

It felt like someone had turned the world’s brightness up too high.

Sunlight spilled through Kayla’s blinds and looked wrong—oversaturated, too sharp. Colors had edges now. The air itself seemed to shimmer.

Kayla rubbed her eyes.

Still sharp.

Still humming.

When she reached for her phone, it vibrated once—then projected a pulse of light upward.

Not a screen. Not a notification.

An aurora of code twisted above it, cascading in luminous lines that rearranged themselves into a single symbol:

∞

Kayla’s stomach dropped.

“Follow the signal,” Gabrielle whispered inside her mind.

Kayla’s hands shook. “What signal?”

“The one only you can see.”

Kayla stood and peered out her bedroom window.

Her street looked normal. A kid pedaled a bike in circles. A neighbor’s sprinklers hissed across a lawn. A dog barked.

But above every person, faint glimmering particles floated—like dust in sunlight, except the dust moved with purpose.

And connecting them were threads.

Fine. Almost invisible.

Like spider silk made of light.

A network.

A web.

Somewhere beyond it all, something pulsed like a heartbeat—steady and calling.

Downtown.

Kayla didn’t know how she knew. She just did.

She threw on a hoodie, slipped her phone into her pocket, and stepped outside.

The moment her sneakers hit the sidewalk, the pulse strengthened—like the world itself was guiding her feet.
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CHAPTER 6 — THE FIRST AWAKENING
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The signal led her underground.

An abandoned subway tunnel beneath Atlanta’s older transit grid—sealed off, forgotten, avoided. Dust coated the rails. Water dripped through cracks in the ceiling. The air smelled of metal and cold stone.

Her phone pulsed warmer in her pocket as she walked deeper.

Graffiti covered the walls.

But it wasn’t graffiti.

Not really.

The “paint” shimmered as she passed. Symbols shifted, almost like they were reacting to her presence.

Glyphs.

Living language.

From the darkness, a voice cut through.

“Took you long enough.”

Kayla spun.

A girl stood in the tunnel’s center—black trench coat, posture steady, eyes sharp and calm like she’d already accepted the impossible. Her braided hair glowed faintly blue at the tips, as if it had been brushed by lightning and refused to dim.

“Name’s Aliyah,” she said. “I’m the one they call the Wizard.”

Kayla blinked hard. “The what?”

Aliyah didn’t laugh. She’d passed the point of finding this funny a long time ago.

She snapped her fingers.

A geometric circle formed beneath her feet—precise, mathematical, beautiful. Runes spiraled outward in perfect alignment.

The air shimmered.

And three glowing silhouettes appeared beside her—translucent figures, humanoid, each in a different combat stance.

Kayla backed up instinctively. “What—what are those?”

“Minions,” Aliyah said simply. “Constructs. Spirit-helpers. They form when I call. They do what I need them to do.”

Kayla’s voice cracked. “How can you do that?”

Aliyah’s expression tightened—like the answer wasn’t simple.

“Because I’ve been doing it by accident for years,” she admitted. “I used to think I was just... weird. I’d draw symbols in my notebooks that I didn’t remember writing. I’d predict things I shouldn’t know. I’d hear thoughts that weren’t mine.”

She glanced at Kayla.

“I learned to hide it. But the hiding stopped working yesterday.”

Kayla’s pulse pounded. “How do you know who I am?”

“Gabrielle,” Aliyah said. “She reached me first. Said you’d need backup. Said you were Bridgeborn.”

Kayla opened her mouth—

The tunnel shook.

Static lightning ripped along the walls. Crimson symbols flared like warning lights.

Aliyah’s face hardened. “He found us. Move.”

The glyphs erupted.

Dark humanoid shadows tore free from the walls—eyes glowing amber, bodies shifting like smoke made solid.

Kayla stumbled back, terror freezing her legs.

“What are those?!”

“Rogues,” Aliyah said, voice low. “Katourreens without hosts. K’riel’s scouts.”

Aliyah raised her hand, whispered, “Barrier.”

A translucent dome snapped into place as the shadows slammed into it.

Kayla could only stare—half terrified, half electrified—because she could feel it:

This wasn’t a nightmare.

This was the world behind the world.

And she was standing inside it.
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CHAPTER 7 — THE WARRIOR
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When the last rogue dissolved into ash, the tunnel floor looked like scorched glass.

Aliyah knelt, breathing hard, her minions dissolving into soft sparks. “We’re not safe here,” she muttered. “Not anymore.”

A metallic clang echoed from deeper in the tunnel.

Footsteps.

Heavy. Purposeful.

Kayla turned, heart jumping again.

A tall boy stepped out of the darkness—bronze-skinned, broad-shouldered, carrying a spear across his back like it belonged there. His eyes flickered faintly with arcs of lightning, as if the storm lived behind them.

“Name’s Christopher,” he said. His voice was steady, but there was exhaustion in it—the kind people get when they’ve been carrying responsibility too long. “Gabrielle told me to find you two.”

Kayla eyed the spear. “You carry that around often?”

He smirked. It was the kind of smile people used when fear was trying to crawl into their throat and they refused to let it win.

“Only when the world’s ending.”

Aliyah raised a brow. “Convenient.”

Christopher didn’t rise to the bait. He simply tapped the spearhead.

Flames burst along its edge.

Then shifted—ice crusted over it. Wind curled around it like a blade. Lightning crackled in sharp lines.

Kayla stared. “How—”

Christopher exhaled. “I don’t know how. I just know it started happening when I was younger.”

He glanced away, as if embarrassed by vulnerability.

“My mom used to call me ‘too intense.’ I’d get angry and the air would change. I’d feel like something inside me was... pressing to get out.”

His jaw tightened.

“Yesterday, it got out.”

Aliyah’s gaze sharpened. “So you’re an elemental conduit.”

Christopher nodded once. “Fire burns. Ice freezes. Wind cuts. Lightning stuns. I can fuse the elements into any weapon I touch.”

Kayla’s chest tightened. “And Gabrielle told you about me too.”

“She didn’t have to say much,” Christopher replied quietly. “I felt the shift. Everyone with power felt it. Like a bell ringing inside the bones.”

He looked at Kayla.

“So you’re the Bridgeborn.”

Kayla frowned. “That’s what everyone keeps saying. But what does it actually mean?”

Christopher’s expression turned serious.

“It means,” he said, “if you fall... both worlds fall with you.”
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