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This is the first installment of an epic saga exploring the intertwined destinies of three chosen individuals tasked with protecting humanity from cosmic threats. Stay tuned for the sequels as the journey unfolds! 

-—
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IN A WORLD ON THE VERGE of destruction, a prophecy spoke of a savior—one girl whose very existence held the key to humanity's survival. Born under a unique alignment of celestial forces, she bore a mark of destiny, setting her apart from everyone else. 

Her name was Jamaica Cruz. Although she had always seen herself as ordinary, the whispers of an ancient fate revealed a different truth. The prophecy identified her as the one who would rise against the encroaching darkness, a beacon of hope amid the chaos of an impending apocalypse. 

As the harbinger of humanity's salvation, her journey was not just about confronting the forces threatening to end the world but also about discovering the untapped strength within herself—one powerful enough to challenge even the end of days. 

Can this seemingly ordinary girl, marked by fate, summon the courage to stand against cosmic forces and avert the apocalypse, or is humanity's fate sealed for good?  

Book One of the Celestial Guardians Series  

Note:  

This is the Second Edition. 
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VISIT MY WATTPAD:  

https://www.wattpad.com/user/incognitoxhinjo  

Buy my books here:  

https://books2read.com/ap/xdqY0J/Incognito-Xhinjo  

This work is protected under the copyright laws. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and specific other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, contact the author. 
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Chapter 1  

Jamaica's POV  

You wouldn't think I knew exactly what happened the day I was born, right? This may sound unbelievable, but I'm not lying. I didn't understand why I saw it. 

I thought I wasn't normal. 

Please don't judge me. 

Let me give you the whole story instead. 

The air was thick with a strange energy. I could feel it, even though I wasn't yet part of the world. Somewhere in the quiet dark, I knew something monumental was happening. My mom's body shook as she held onto my dad's hand, her breaths coming in shallow, uneven gasps, like she was clinging to something way bigger than herself. 

But what could it be? What was happening out there in the world? 

I felt her pain, every sharp wave of it, like distant thunder crashing through me. I didn't know what it meant, but I understood it wasn't just pain—it was a harbinger of something. Something that had been coming for a long time. Something that was finally here. 

I shifted within her, responding to the tension outside of me. A strange sensation thrummed through the air, a current that buzzed just beyond the surface, like the pulse of a heartbeat I couldn't quite understand. Was it me? Was it her? Or was it something more? 

"Maria, just breathe," the midwife said softly. "You're doing great." 

But I knew, even amid the pain, that this wasn't just an ordinary birth. It couldn't be. Something in the very fabric of the air told me this was different. This was my birth but also the birth of something far more significant. Responsibility! 

Mom's grip tightened on Dad's hand, and I felt her fear—tangible, raw, and pressing against me like an invisible weight. "Something's wrong," she gasped, her voice cracking, "something's wrong..." 

I couldn't tell her that she was right. I couldn't speak, but I knew that the pain she felt was tied to something I couldn't yet understand. 

I was almost there. 

Suddenly, the world shifted. I felt the air change around me as though the room had taken a breath. A wave of cold rushed through my mother's body, and she gasped, locking eyes with Dad. There was a profound, unspoken moment between them, something unuttered but understood—something older than time itself. 

She is coming.  

The voice was soft, almost a whisper on the wind. It wasn't in my mind—it was beyond it, outside of it. And yet, I heard it. I didn't know if it was the world speaking or something else, something that I knew I was about to be born. But it was a warning, a message. 

With that final push, the pain seemed to pull away, leaving a silence in its wake. Time stood still for a breath as the air hummed with anticipation. I could feel my mother's relief, but her body trembled as if she, too, understood what was to come. 

The midwife's hands shook as she held me, and I felt the warmth of my first breath. It was not just the warmth of the air. It was the warmth of a calling, of something that had been waiting for me—waiting for this moment. 

I cried out into the world, but my cry wasn't just the cry of a newborn. It was more than that. It was a call to everything—every person, star, and force woven into this universe's fabric. 

Mom held me close, her breath shaky, her arms trembling as though she could already sense it, too. The prophecy had been whispered for years in hushed tones— 

a girl, born to save them all.  

I had heard these words even before I was born. I didn't know if they were true or just the desperate hope of people who feared the unknown. 

But as I lay in my mother's arms, staring up at her with eyes that already seemed too old for my face, I knew I was more than just a girl. I was the one they had all been waiting for. 

"Jamaica," my father whispered, his voice filled with awe and wonder. His hands gently brushed my tiny fingers. "What will she become?" 

Mom's eyes locked onto mine, and I saw the truth there—flickering in the shadows of her gaze. "She's going to save us," she whispered, her voice low and steady. "She is the one." 

I couldn't speak or tell them what I knew, but I felt the weight of it—the weight of destiny woven into my very soul. I was more than just a child. I was a force. And this fragile world was waiting for me to rise and claim my place in it. 

The pain of birth had faded, but the weight of the future rested upon me now, as heavy as the night sky outside. 

The first chapter of my life had begun. But it wasn't just the start of my journey. It was the beginning of something much, much more significant. 

And I wasn't sure if I was ready. 

But it was too late. 

I had been born. The world had been warned. 

And soon, they would all know that the Celestial Guardians were here. 

End of Chapter One  
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Chapter 2  

Nel's POV  

The first thing I remember is the darkness. A weightless abyss that held me in its embrace, neither cruel nor comforting. I felt no pain, no fear. I was... nothing. Just a presence, a spark of life waiting to take form. 

Like a bolt of light breaking through the darkness, I felt a call—a pull, a force beyond understanding, guiding me forward. 

A warm glow enveloped me, and before I knew it, I was falling, tumbling through a tunnel of light at a speed I had never felt before. I could feel the air around me that seemed electric but fresh. 

And then I was there. 

I opened my eyes to a world I didn't know, overwhelmed by the scent of Earth and the sound of a stream nearby. My first breath was sharp and cold, but I couldn't move or speak. My limbs felt weak, and everything was blurry as the world above me came into focus. I was turned into a baby. 

I saw a woman's face, her eyes filled with awe and fear. Her expression twisted in confusion as she looked down at me. Why did she look at me that way? I didn't know. 

"Another child...?" she whispered, her voice trembling. 

I should have revealed who I was, but memory eluded me. The vast knowledge I once had—the ancient wisdom and celestial truths—had vanished, leaving me like a helpless infant in the arms of someone unaware of my true identity. I truly was. 

But there was a flicker—a fleeting sensation, like a distant echo, reminding me of my purpose. I was sent to Earth for a reason. She sent me to protect the savior of the whole universe. The Celestial Mother had sent me—no, 

me—to Earth to Earthect her—the savior, the girl who would save us all. 

Jamaica. 

Her name flashed in my mind like a candle flickering in the wind. There were so many memories and truths, yet they felt like fragments of a dream I couldn't remember. I was supposed to protect her. I had sworn an oath that tied me to her in ways I couldn't fully grasp. But all of that faded as soon as I arrived, leaving only whispers of what I had been. 

"Nel," the woman spoke again, her voice softer this time. She was not my mother, but she would be the one to raise me. And though I couldn't explain it, I knew she would love and care for me, just as the Celestial Mother had intended. I could feel her affection already, deep within my chest. 

But I wasn't just a baby. 

I had been sent to Earth as Earthild, knowing my memories would be wiped clean. I had been prepared for this, told that when I arrived, the past would be sealed away until Jamaica turned eighteen. Only then would I remember who I was, and only then would the memories flood back. 

I wanted to scream, but I couldn't. All I could do was let out a soft cry, as helpless as the baby I now was. 

The woman's hands were gentle as she held me, rocking me slowly as I calmed. I could feel the warmth of her body, the steady rhythm of her heartbeat, and the safety she provided. It wasn't completely safe. It was temporary, just like the form I now wore. But it was enough—for now. 

"You'll be safe here," she whispered, though I could tell she wasn't just speaking to the infant in her arms. She was talking to 

—to the memories I had lost. "And when the time comes, I will protect you, Nel. I will keep you safe until you can remember." 

Her words were the only thing that kept me grounded. They were a promise, a reassurance that, though I had forgotten who I was, my purpose hadn't been erased. I had been sent to guide and protect the Savior Jamaica, which was my mission and responsibility, and no matter how long time passed, that truth would never change. 

The stars had seen it, the Celestial Mother had willed it, and I had sworn to protect her, even if it costs my life. 

But now, as a child, as someone who couldn't even speak his name, I was powerless. I had no memories of the celestial realms or knowledge of the forces I had once commanded. All I had was the whisper of a name— 

—and the promise that I would regain my purpose when the time came. 

I closed my eyes, the warmth of the woman's arms cradling me as I drifted into a restless sleep. Tomorrow would be another day, and maybe the memories would begin to return. But for now, I was nothing more than a baby. And in that moment, I clung to the only certainty I had: 

End of Chapter Two  
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Chapter 3  

Kevin's POV  

I felt the emptiness in my heart. I didn't know why! Something was missing in me, but I couldn't remember. I tried to reach my mind, but it was pure blank. 

I had no power or energy. I did not know why I was here, and I didn't even know if I had a family like the others. 

Maybe, I had one? 

I opened my eyes to a world that was too bright, too overwhelming. The colors seemed strange, as though the world itself was mocking me. I wasn't supposed to be here—not like this. But I was in the middle of a bustling city, surrounded by people I didn't know, faces I couldn't recognize, and a feeling of profound emptiness that clawed at my chest. 

I had no answers—just fragments, like puzzle pieces scattered and lost in time. There was a weight in my chest, a tightness in my throat like there was something important I should remember, but it was just beyond my reach. 

I had been cast down and stripped of my powers, of my memories—a punishment. 

I didn't understand it, but I knew it had something to do with my failures, something I had done—or maybe something I hadn't done. 

I rubbed my eyes and sat up. I couldn't manage the noise in the city. Cars honked, people shouted, and the world moved relentlessly. It was nothing like the serene calm I had known or where I once belonged. I used to be someone—someone with purpose, with power. For now? Now, I was nothing—just a normal person in the crowd. 

But why? 

I tried to look around and comprehend this strange new reality. This new home. The ground beneath me felt real and solid, and the breeze against my skin felt real. Everything felt real, but I wasn't sure I belonged in it. 

I tried to speak, to call out, but my voice came out weak, unfamiliar. Who was I supposed to be? What was I supposed to do? 

the words echo through my mind like a distant whisper. It was the only thing I could hold onto, the only clue I had. 

But how could I do good if I didn't even remember what good was? 

I stood up, feeling the weight of my situation press down on me. I had no guidance, no direction, no idea what to do next. Everything felt so foreign. 

I wandered like a leaf caught in the wind, hoping something would come to me. I passed by a group of children playing in the street. Their laughter was light and carefree, and I envied them. They had a purpose, a world they knew. Me? I was lost, adrift. 

I tried to focus. I tried to find anything that could trigger the memories I had lost. 

That was the key. The only thing I knew. But how could I do good when I didn't know what was good? 

My thoughts were interrupted when I saw an older woman struggling to carry a heavy bag of groceries. Without thinking, I stepped forward, offering to help her. Her eyes met mine, and I felt something stir inside me for a moment—something faint but warm, like the spark of recognition. 

"Thank you, young man," the old woman said, her voice full of gratitude. "You're a kind soul." 

Her words didn't mean much, but something inside me clicked. I wasn't sure why, but it felt like I had done the right thing. She smiled up at me as I helped her carry the bags, and with each step, I felt a little less empty, a little more... 

When we reached her doorstep, I handed her the groceries, and she patted me on the shoulder. 

"You'll find your way," she said softly, as if she knew more than she was letting on. "Just keep doing good, and you'll remember who you are." 

Those words lingered in my mind, repeating over and over. 

Nevermind. I had to keep going. But where? 

It was the only path I had. I wasn't sure where it would lead, but it had to lead somewhere. 

I turned and walked away, but as I did, something shifted. I felt it, like a faint pulse of energy that surged within me. Not much, but enough to remind me that I wasn't lost. There was still hope. 

I walked for hours, doing what I could and helping where needed. I didn't know if I was doing it right, but I had no other choice. No matter how small, each act seemed to bring a flicker of something back—a fragment of power, a memory I couldn't quite grasp, but one that kept me going. 

When the day finally ended, I found myself standing by the edge of the city, looking out at the vast expanse of the horizon. The sky was painted in hues of orange and purple, and for the first time, I felt something stir within me. It wasn't much, but it was something—a feeling of purpose, a faint pull towards something... necessary. 

And then it hit me. 

There was someone out there who needed me, someone whom I was meant to protect. I didn't know who they were, but I could feel it. They were waiting for me, and I had to find them. 

I lost everything. I lost my memories. But I had to continue doing good even if I couldn't remember. By doing so, I might be able to regain my memories. 

And maybe in the process, I'd remember. 

But for now, I had a job to do. 

And I would find her. Whoever she was. 

End of Chapter 3  
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Chapter 4  

I've always been... different. 

Growing up, I learned how to blend into the background and make myself invisible. It was easier that way—less attention, less trouble. But no matter how much I tried, there were always whispers. 

"She's weird." 

"Stay away from her." 

"Freak." 

I didn't mind the labels. They were just words, after all. But there was something about how people stared at me like I didn't belong - like I was something they couldn't understand. It hurt more than I let on. 

That day started like any other. I had my head down. My books clutched tightly to my chest as I made my way through the crowded halls of St. Claire's Academy. The air buzzed with the chatter of students, the scrape of sneakers against the tiled floor, and the occasional burst of laughter. 

I didn't laugh much. 

"Hey, Cruz!" 

I froze. My heart sank. 

I knew that voice. Regina Lopez, the queen of torment. She and her followers were constantly circling, looking for their next victim. And today, it seemed, I was their target. 

"Didn't your mom teach you it's rude to ignore people?" Regina's voice was sickly sweet, dripping with malice. 

I turned slowly, forcing my face into a neutral expression. "What do you want, Regina?" 

She smirked, flipping her perfect hair over her shoulder. "Oh, nothing. I just wanted to ask if you're still talking to your imaginary friends." 

The girls behind her snickered. My cheeks burned. I clenched my fists, nails digging into my palms. "Leave me alone." 

"Aww, is the little freak upset?" Regina stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Face it, Jamaica. No one wants you here. You're just a—" 

I don't remember what she said next. 

All I remember is the anger. It bubbled up inside me like a storm, a force I couldn't control. My vision blurred, and all the noise in the hallway faded into silence. 

Then it happened. 

Regina's books shot out of her grasp, flying across the hall and slamming into the lockers with a deafening 

. Gasps filled the air as students turned to stare. 

"What the hell?" Regina stumbled back, her eyes wide with fear. 

I didn't move. My heart raced, and my hands buzzed with an inexplicable energy. 

"Did you... did you do that?" someone whispered. 

"I—" My voice cracked. I didn't know what to say. 

Regina's fear twisted into something uglier. "You freak! You're a freak!" she screamed, her voice echoing through the hallway. 

The crowd around us grew, their eyes boring into me like lasers. Whispers turned into murmurs, then into full-blown accusations. 

"Did you see that?" 

"She didn't even touch it!" 

"What kind of monster is she?" 

I couldn't breathe. My chest tightened as panic set in. The walls felt like they were closing in, and all I wanted to do was disappear. 

I ran. 

I didn't stop until I was outside, the cool air hitting my face like a slap. My legs ached, my lungs burned, but I didn't care. I collapsed onto a bench, my hands trembling as I tried to understand what had happened. 

What was wrong with me? 

The rest of the day was a blur. The principal called my mom, and before I knew it, I was sitting in the backseat of our car, staring out the window as we drove away from St. Claire's for the last time. 

"Mom," I finally said, my voice barely above a whisper. "What's happening to me?" 

She didn't answer right away. Her grip on the steering wheel tightened, her knuckles turning white. 

"It's going to be okay, Jamaica," she said eventually, but her voice was shaky. "We'll figure this out." 

I wanted to believe her. But deep down, I knew that whatever was happening to me wasn't normal. 

We pulled up to a small building with a faded sign that read 

. My new school. A fresh start, my mom called it. 

But I couldn't shake the feeling that I was running from something I couldn't escape. 

As I walked through the gates of North Ridge, I made a silent promise to myself: No one could know what I could do. No one. 

Because if they did, they'd see me for what I was. 

A freak. 

A monster. 

And I wasn't sure I could handle that. 

-—
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THE FIRST DAY AT NORTH Ridge High was supposed to be a clean slate—a chance to fade into the background and start over. But as I walked through the gates, I realized something unsettling: no matter where I went, the weight of who I was would always follow. 

The stares began almost immediately. A few kids whispered behind their hands, curious gazes darting toward me before quickly looking away. They probably hadn't heard the whole story yet, but rumors travel fast, and I knew it wouldn't be long before everyone here learned what happened at St. Claire's. 

I tried to keep my head down, but my thoughts betrayed me. Over and over, the scene replayed in my mind—the books flying, Regina's scream, the terrified looks on everyone's faces. I clenched my fists, willing the memory to disappear, but it clung to me like a shadow. 

I didn't want to admit it, but a small part of me had felt... powerful. And that scared me more than anything else. 

The bell rang, jolting me out of my thoughts. I shuffled into my first class, choosing a seat in the back corner near the window. The teacher droned on about something I didn't bother to catch; I was too busy counting the minutes until I could escape. 

Halfway through class, a girl with curly hair and bright green glasses leaned over. "You're new, right?" she whispered. 

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. 

"I'm Tessa," she said, flashing me a grin. "Welcome to North Ridge, home of mediocre lunches and endless boredom." 

Despite myself, I let out a small laugh. "Jamaica," I said quietly. 

"Cool name," she said. "What's your story?" 

My stomach twisted. What was I supposed to say? 

"Not much to tell," I said, shrugging. 

Tessa raised an eyebrow but didn't push. "Well, stick with me, and you'll survive this place. Barely." 

I wanted to believe her, but the weight of what I'd done pressed down on me like a boulder. 

The rest of the day passed in a blur of unfamiliar faces and forgettable conversations. By the time the final bell rang, I was ready to collapse. I grabbed my bag and headed toward the exit, weaving through the crowd of students flooding the hallways. 

Then it happened again. 

I don't know what triggered it—maybe it was the jostling bodies, the overwhelming noise, or the weight of keeping everything bottled up. But as I reached the front doors, my bag suddenly slipped from my shoulder. 

I bent down to pick it up, but the bag flew upward before I could touch it, landing perfectly in my arms. 

My heart stopped. 

I glanced around, praying no one had seen. Most kids were too busy chatting or rushing to get home, but one boy stood frozen near the lockers, staring straight at me. 

He was tall and broad-shouldered, with dark, messy hair that fell into his eyes. Something about him felt... familiar, though I couldn't place why. 

For a second, I thought he was going to say something. But instead, he turned and walked away, disappearing into the crowd. 

I stood there, clutching my bag like a lifeline, my pulse racing. 

What was happening to me? And who was that boy? 

The questions swirled in my mind as I walked home, my feet moving on autopilot. When I reached our house, the sun was setting, casting long shadows across the yard. 

Mom was waiting for me at the kitchen table with a worried look. 

"How was your first day?" she asked, her voice strained. 

"It was fine," I said, dropping my bag onto the floor. 

She didn't look convinced. "Jamaica..." 

"I don't want to talk about it, Mom." 

Her shoulders slumped, but she didn't press further. "Dinner's in the fridge," she said softly before retreating to her room. 

I wasn't hungry. I went straight to my room, locking the door behind me. 

As I sat on my bed, staring at the ceiling, I felt a strange pull in my chest—like something deep inside me was waking up. 

I didn't know what it was, but one thing was clear: whatever happened at St. Claire's, whatever made that bag move today, wasn't a coincidence. 

Something was changing. 

And whether I liked it or not, I couldn't run from it anymore. 

End of Chapter Four  
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Chapter 5  

I woke up drenched in sweat, my heart pounding like I'd just run a marathon. The remnants of a vivid and unsettling dream clung to me. 

In the dream, I was standing in a field under a sky that shimmered with colors I couldn't name. Figures made of light surrounded me, their faces indistinct but their voices clear. They spoke a language I didn't understand, yet somehow, I felt like I should. 

And then there was the symbol—a glowing mark on my palm that pulsed with otherworldly energy. It burned, not with pain but with a strange, electrifying warmth. 

I looked at my hand now, half expecting to see the mark. But my skin was bare, just like always. 

The dream felt too real to dismiss, but there was no time to dwell on it. I had to get ready for school—another day of trying to blend in and not lose control. 

As I walked into North Ridge High, the memory of the flying bag haunted me. I told myself it was a fluke, a trick of the light, anything to convince myself it didn't mean what I feared. But deep down, I knew better. 

I tried to focus in class, but my mind wouldn't cooperate. The teacher's words blurred into white noise, and my thoughts drifted to the boy who had seen me yesterday. 

Who was he? And why did he look at me like he knew something I didn't? 

Tessa plopped her tray across from me at lunch, snapping me out of my daze. "You look like you've seen a ghost," she said, biting into an apple. 

"Rough night," I mumbled. 

"Tell me about it," she said, leaning in conspiratorially. "I heard some first-year student tried to sneak a hamster into their locker this morning. Can you imagine the drama if it got loose?" 

I managed a weak smile, but my mind was elsewhere. 

After lunch, I headed to the library, hoping for some quiet. The shelves stretched high, filled with books that smelled of dust and paper. It was comforting, in a way—safe. 

I wandered until a book caught my eye. It was old, its leather cover cracked and faded, but something about it drew me in. 

The title read: 

. 

I picked it up, my fingers tingling as I flipped through the pages. The text was dense, with diagrams and symbols that looked eerily familiar. 

One symbol, in particular, made my breath catch. 

It was the same mark I'd seen in my dream. 

My hands trembled as I traced the outline on the page. How could this be here? How could a random book hold the same image as my dream? 

"Interesting choice," a voice said behind me. 

I spun around, clutching the book to my chest. 

It was him—the boy from yesterday. He stood there, hands in his pockets, a crooked smile on his face. Up close, his dark eyes gleamed with something I couldn't quite place—curiosity? Recognition? 

"What do you want?" I asked, my voice sharper than I intended. 

He raised his hands in mock surrender. "Relax, I'm not here to cause trouble. I just... noticed you're into some heavy reading." 

"It's just a book," I said, sliding it behind my back. 

"Sure," he said, his smile widening. "And I'm just a guy who happens to notice things. Like, say, a flying bag." 

My stomach dropped. "I don't know what you're talking about." 

"Right," he said, drawing the word out. "Look, I'm not here to out you or anything. I think maybe... we're not so different." 

I frowned, my pulse quickening. "What do you mean?" 

He hesitated, glancing around to make sure no one was listening. Then he leaned in closer, his voice barely above a whisper. 

"Let's just say you're not the only one trying to figure things out." 

Before I could respond, he turned and disappeared into the maze of shelves. 

I stood there, clutching the book and trying to understand what happened. 

Who was he? And how did he know? 

As the day passed, the questions piled up, each heavier than the last. By the time I got home, my head was spinning. 

That night, as I lay in bed, the dream returned. The field, the figures of light, the mark on my palm—it all felt sharper, more urgent. 

And this time, I heard words. 

"Jamaica Cruz, you are chosen. The time has come to awaken." 

I woke with a gasp, my hand burning as if the mark had indeed been there. 

Whatever was happening to me, it wasn't a coincidence. The dreams, the symbols, the strange boy who seemed to know more than he let on—all connected. 

And for the first time, I realized there was no escaping it. 

The question wasn't 

I was changing. 

It was 

. 

I woke up again to the sound of my alarm. The burning sensation in my hand was gone, but a dull ache lingered. I stared at my palm as I sat on the edge of my bed, half-expecting something to appear. It looked normal, but I couldn't shake the feeling that something was hiding beneath the surface. 

The words from my dream echoed in my mind: 

Awaken to what? 

I tucked the thought away as I got ready for school, trying to pretend the weight on my shoulders wasn't growing heavier. The walk to North Ridge High felt like trudging through quicksand. I barely paid attention until I reached my locker—and saw 

again. 

The boy from the library. 

He was leaning casually against the wall, his arms crossed, as if he had all the time in the world. His eyes locked onto mine the moment I entered the hallway. 

"You've got to be kidding me," I muttered. 

I tried to ignore him, but as I opened my locker, I felt his presence like a shadow creeping closer. 

"Good morning," he said, his voice smooth and low. 

I slammed my locker shut and turned to face him. "What do you want?" 

He tilted his head, a sly smile playing on his lips. "Straight to the point. I like that." 

"Answer the question," I snapped. 

"Alright, alright," he said, holding up his hands. "I just thought you might want to know a little more about that book you were reading yesterday." 

I froze. The book. 

"What about it?" I asked, keeping my voice steady. 

His smile faltered, and he looked almost... severe for a moment. "It's not just a book. It's a warning." 

A warning? My stomach twisted, but I forced myself to look unimpressed. "You expect me to believe that?" 

"Believe what you want," he said, shrugging. "But I'm guessing you've been feeling... different lately." 

I clenched my fists, my pulse quickening. "You don't know anything about me." 

"Maybe not everything," he admitted. "But I know you've been having dreams. Strange ones. I know you've felt things you can't explain. Like how you moved that bag without touching it." 

My breath hitched. "How do you—" 

"I told you," he interrupted, leaning in closer. "We're not so different." 

I wanted to argue, to tell him he was crazy, but the truth was staring me in the face. He knew things no one else could. And that scared me. 

"I don't have time for this," I said, brushing past him. 

But before I could get far, he said, "You can't run from it, Jamaica." 

I stopped dead in my tracks, my heart hammering. Slowly, I turned back to him. 

"How do you know my name?" 

He smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. "I know a lot of things." 

The bell rang, cutting through the tension like a knife. I wanted answers, but I wasn't sure I could handle them. 

For the rest of the day, I couldn't focus. His words replayed in my mind over and over. 

When the final bell rang, I didn't head straight home. Instead, I wandered back to the library. The old book was still on the shelf where I'd seen it. 

I hesitated before pulling it down, my hands trembling. Flipping through the pages, I searched for the symbol from my dream. 

There it was, glowing faintly on the page as if it were alive. 

And beneath it was a single sentence that made my blood run cold: 

A chill ran down my spine, and the room seemed to close around me. 

"What does this mean?" I whispered to no one. 

Suddenly, the lights flickered, and a gust of wind rushed through the library, scattering papers and books. I clutched the book tightly, my heart racing. 

Then I heard it—a voice, faint but unmistakable. 

"Jamaica, you must prepare." 

I spun around, but the library was empty. 

The book felt hot in my hands, and when I looked down, the symbol on the page was now glowing brighter. My palms tingled, and I realized it wasn't just the book. 

The same mark was now etched into my skin, burning with a light that pulsed with my heartbeat. 

Panic rose in my chest as I stumbled backward, the weight of the revelation crashing down on me. 

The dreams. The voice. The boy who seemed to know too much. 

It wasn't a coincidence. 

End of Chapter Five  
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Chapter 6  

The world felt... wrong. 

I couldn't explain it, but every morning, I woke up with the same gnawing emptiness in my chest, like something important had been stripped away. I'd learned to ignore it—most days, anyway. But sometimes, in the quiet hours of the night, the emptiness felt like a scream I couldn't silence. 

I wasn't anyone special. Just Kevin Quiamco, who worked odd jobs and kept his head down. No big dreams, no grand ambitions. I was trying to make it through life without too many scratches. 

But lately, strange things have been happening. 

I'd been dreaming—vivid, disjointed dreams that left me gasping for air when I woke. Faces I didn't recognize. Places that didn't feel real. And always, always the same voice, whispering, 

The problem was I didn't know what I was supposed to remember. 

This morning, the emptiness was sharper, like a shard of glass lodged in my ribs. I rolled out of bed, rubbing my temples. The dream from last night was still fresh in my mind—a girl's face, framed by a blinding light, and the sound of her screaming my name. 

Who was she? 

I shook it off as I got dressed. There was no use obsessing over things that didn't make sense. My shift at the diner started in half an hour, and I needed to focus. 

The walk to work was uneventful until I passed the old bridge. That's when I saw him—the kid with the backpack who couldn't have been older than ten. He was leaning over the railing, staring at the rushing water below. 

Something about the way he stood made my stomach twist. 

"Hey, kid!" I called out, quickening my pace. 

He didn't answer. 

When I reached him, tears streamed down his face. His tiny hands gripped the railing like it was the only thing keeping him from falling. 

"Hey," I said again, softer this time. "What's going on?" 

He sniffled but didn't look at me. "I messed up." 

"Everyone messes up," I said, leaning against the railing beside him. "Doesn't mean it's the end of the world." 

He shook his head violently. "You don't understand. My mom's going to hate me forever." 

My chest tightened. I didn't know what he'd done, but the despair in his voice hit me like a punch to the gut. 

"What's your name?" I asked. 

"Luis," he mumbled. 

"Okay, Luis," I said. "Listen to me. Whatever happened, it's not worth giving up. You can fix it. You have to take the first step." 

He finally looked at me, his broad, tear-filled eyes searching mine. "You think so?" 

"I know so," I said firmly. 

He stared at me for a moment like he was trying to decide whether to believe me. Then, slowly, he nodded. 

I helped him climb down from the railing and sat on the curb, listening as he poured out his story. It wasn't anything earth-shattering—he'd accidentally broken his mom's favorite vase while playing soccer in the house. But to him, it felt like the end of the world. 

By the time I walked him home, the weight in my chest had lifted just a little. 

And that's when it happened. 

As Luis ran inside, I felt a strange warmth in my chest. It started small, like a spark, but then it spread through my body. For a moment, I thought I was having a heart attack. 

But then, flashes of something—memories?—flooded my mind. 

I saw a massive, glowing throne surrounded by stars, a figure bathed in light, and the sound of a voice, soft yet commanding: 

My knees buckled, and I grabbed the fence to steady myself. What was happening to me? 

Then, as quickly as it started, it stopped. The warmth faded, leaving behind a strange sense of... clarity. 

I didn't understand everything, but one thing was clear: I had done something right. 

The emptiness in my chest wasn't gone, but it didn't feel as suffocating anymore. It was like a tiny piece of the puzzle had clicked into place. 

The rest of the day passed in a haze. I couldn't stop thinking about what had happened with Luis—or the strange warmth that had flooded my chest afterward. It felt like... recognition like the universe had nudged me in the right direction. 

But what was I supposed to do now? Was this just a fluke, or was it something more significant? 

By the time my shift at the diner ended, my head was pounding. I grabbed my jacket and stepped into the cool evening air, hoping a walk would clear my mind. 

The streets were quiet, the city humming softly around me. A sharp noise caught my attention as I turned down an alley shortcut I always used—a muffled yell. 

I stopped, my heart pounding. 

The sound came again, this time clearer—a voice, desperate and scared. 

Without thinking, I sprinted toward it, rounding a corner to find a man and a woman struggling near a dim streetlamp. The man had her pinned against the wall, his hand gripping her purse while she tried to fight him off. 

"Hey!" I shouted, my voice echoing off the brick walls. 

The man froze, his head snapping toward me. I thought he might run. But then he sneered, pulling a knife from his pocket. 

"Walk away," he growled, pointing the blade at me. "This doesn't concern you." 

My pulse thundered in my ears, but I didn't back down. Something inside me—a voice I couldn't quite place—whispered, 

"You're not walking away with her stuff," I said, forcing my voice to stay steady. 

He stepped toward me, the knife glinting in the dim light. "You got a death wish, pal?" 

Maybe I did. Or perhaps this was what I was supposed to do. Either way, I didn't move. 

"Let her go," I said again, this time louder. 

The man hesitated, his gaze darting between me and the woman. Then, with a frustrated snarl, he bolted the purse to the ground. 

I exhaled sharply, my hands shaking as the adrenaline started to wear off. 
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