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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert team known as The Circle protects humanity from the unseen forces shaping reality itself. Seventeen psychics—each gifted with a unique power—stand as guardians between science and spirit, technology and telepathy, the physical and the metaphysical.

Their cases cross every boundary imaginable: ancient curses carved in forgotten languages, corrupted minds wielding forbidden gifts, nightmares that spill into daylight, and dimensions where time bends upon itself. With each investigation, The Circle uncovers new truths about power, faith, and the fragile threads that bind the human mind to the universe.

Every volume of The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked is a stand-alone series of psychic thrillers, each exploring a different corner of this vast universe—yet together they form one connected tapestry of mystery, purpose, and revelation.

Because some secrets can’t be contained... only confronted.
Welcome to The Psychic Universe, created by David York.
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How to Explore the Series

[image: ]


Below you’ll find all eight volumes within The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked.
Each volume contains self-contained psychic thrillers connected by shared mythology, advanced technology, and The Circle’s unbreakable mission.
These titles are available on most major book platforms.
To find additional books within each volume, search for the series title on your favorite bookstore or eReader.
––––––––
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Thank you for exploring this universe of mystery, mind, and meaning.
Your curiosity keeps The Circle alive.
Welcome once more to The Psychic Universe... and happy reading.
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The Psychic Universe Collection, by David York

	Volume 1: [Guardians of the Glyph]
When ancient symbols awaken, The Circle must guard the power written in stone before it consumes the world.

	Volume 2: [The Psionic Quests]
No rules. No patterns. Just impossible mysteries that defy logic—and the minds brave enough to solve them.

	Volume 3: [The Rogue Protocols]
When power turns corrupt, gifted becomes deadly—and only The Circle can restore the balance between justice and chaos.

	Volume 4: [Merged Intel – Psychic & Law Enforcement]
Where evidence meets intuition, The Circle partners with the law to solve crimes no forensics lab could ever decode.

	Volume 5: [The Dream-Bound Dossiers]
When nightmares bleed into daylight, The Circle must battle enemies born from thought itself.

	Volume 6: [The Digital Compendium]
A new intelligence has awakened in the network—learning, feeling, and hungering for control.

	Volume 7: [The Hollowed Horrors]
Old legends rise again, feeding on fear—and The Circle must stand against the darkness that remembers their names.

	Volume 8: [The Space-Time Continuum]
Reality fractures, timelines collapse, and only The Circle can navigate a universe fighting to rewrite its own past.





Each novel stands alone, yet together they form a larger tapestry of mystery, destiny, and the unseen forces that connect every living mind.

Because every secret leaves a mark...
And The Circle is always watching.
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David York is the creator of The Psychic Universe Collection, a growing series of interconnected worlds where gifted individuals face the unknown with courage, intelligence, and hope. His novels blend psychic phenomena, advanced technology, and spiritual depth, delivering stories of mystery, purpose, and redemption.

Based in Houston, Texas, David spent over eighteen years building a successful professional career before his life changed overnight. A ruptured brain aneurysm and a massive stroke left him permanently disabled—but also awakened a new mission.

Through faith, perseverance, and an unshakable belief that the Lord works in mysterious ways, David discovered that what seemed like loss was truly a divine redirection. With the long days at the office behind him, he rekindled his lifelong love for storytelling and began crafting the Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked—a thrilling, thought-provoking series within The Psychic Universe that explores what happens when science meets spirit and destiny meets design.

David writes for readers who crave stories that are powerful, gripping, and deeply human—novels where action and emotion collide, and every revelation carries both mystery and meaning. Each book is written with the reader’s experience in mind: to captivate, challenge, and inspire hope even in the darkest moments.

But David’s creative journey didn’t stop with fiction.
Before his stroke, one of his greatest joys was cooking for others—feeding friends, family, and anyone in need of comfort. After surviving his coma, enduring months of rehabilitation, and regaining partial mobility, David returned to the kitchen with renewed purpose. He began adapting his recipes with store-bought shortcuts, specialized utensils, and one-handed cooking techniques, rediscovering the joy of creation in a new, accessible way.
That passion became a mission: to help others with disabilities reclaim their own love of cooking. His cookbook series—beginning with Embrace the Taste: One Hand, Endless Flavors—is filled with easy, adaptive recipes and accessibility tips designed to make cooking joyful again for stroke survivors, amputees, and anyone living with limited mobility.

If you know someone who loves food but struggles in the kitchen due to disability, David warmly invites you to explore his adaptive cookbook series. It might just help them rediscover their confidence, creativity, and joy.

Beyond his fiction and cookbooks, David’s journey as a stroke survivor and minister to others living with brain injury led him to create FromStrokeToHope.com, a faith-based resource hub for survivors, caregivers, and families. Through his recovery ministry, he’s authored numerous non-fiction titles that help stroke and TBI survivors adapt to their “new normal”—books filled with compassion, practical wisdom, and the reminder that while trauma changes life forever, it does not define who you are.

Readers who know someone recently affected by stroke or traumatic brain injury are warmly invited to visit his website or connect with him on social media. There, you’ll find a community of encouragement and restoration—and if cost is ever a barrier, David personally gifts his recovery books free of charge to anyone in need.

📖 Explore more at:
🌐 FromStrokeToHope.com
📸 Instagram: @fromstroketohope
📘 Facebook: From Stroke to Hope
❤️ Support Me: Support Stroke Survivors
David York continues to write with passion and purpose—creating gripping tales within The Psychic Universe and life-giving resources through From Stroke to Hope. Every page he writes reflects the same conviction that carried him through recovery:

We are all marked by what we endure—but defined by how we rise.
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Chapter 01: The Unearthed Vault
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The rumble of machinery wasn’t supposed to sound like a heartbeat.

Under the city of Washington, D.C., a convoy of engineers and contractors worked beneath flickering floodlights, widening a stretch of metro tunnel that hadn’t been touched since the 1970s. The dig site was an industrial cave of echoing concrete, dust, and rebar, alive with the metallic scrape of drills. To most of the crew, it was just another contract job—a chance to install a new commuter line. But to foreman Gary Hollen, the noise under his boots felt wrong. Hollow. Rhythmic. Like the ground was breathing.

At 9:17 p.m., the drill hit something it shouldn’t have.

The bit screeched against metal—thick, cold, and curved. Sparks flared, and dust clouds rolled back in waves. The foreman swore and waved his flashlight over the cutaway wall. Beneath a layer of reinforced concrete lay a second structure, darker and smoother than steel. Its surface shimmered faintly under the light, as though dust refused to cling to it.

“Stop the drill,” Hollen shouted. “That’s not foundation!”

The machinery died. For a few seconds, only the hiss of pneumatic lines remained. The tunnel lights flickered, dimmed, and surged again.

“Whatever that is,” said one of the younger workers, “it’s not on the schematics.”

No one spoke for a moment. They all watched as fine hairline cracks spread outward from the contact point, forming an almost perfect circle. Hollen reached out and touched the metal with the back of his glove—it was warm. Not from the friction of the drill, but from within.

“Get the city rep down here,” he said, stepping back. “And someone tell power we’ve got something live.”

By the time inspectors arrived two hours later, the circle had become a door. Dust shimmered in the air, and a low vibration thrummed through the tunnel, deep enough to rattle their bones. An ancient access panel glowed faint amber, flickering to life for the first time in sixty years. Numbers scrolled across the surface in a language no one recognized.

Inside, the vault awoke

Helix Hollow – Houston, Texas

Five hundred miles away, the lights in Helix Hollow’s surveillance hub flickered once—then stabilized.
Marin Vale noticed the spike first. She had been deep in diagnostics, her holographic console suspended in midair like a floating prism of equations. The interface pulsed a warning: DATA RESONANCE BREACH – UNKNOWN SOURCE.
“Charlotte,” she called through the comm-link, “we just got a ghost ping from D.C.—coordinates tie to the Department of Transit but the signature isn’t mechanical. It’s psychic.”

Charlotte Reigns appeared in the reflection of Marin’s display, her voice calm but alert. “Psychic? From a subway tunnel?”

“More like beneath it.” Marin expanded the image. The holographic grid morphed into a 3D representation of the city’s subterranean layers. The lowest level glowed faintly in red. “It’s cold-war old. Classified under something called ‘Project Ægis.’ Power readings are minimal, but there’s a resonance spike—almost like a heartbeat.”

Mason Ward stepped beside Charlotte, arms folded. “And that means... what, exactly?”

Marin hesitated. “It means something down there isn’t dead.”

The War Room’s central holographic table lit up, displaying live feeds of data from the Helix network. Lines of code shimmered like constellations. “I’m sending a drone swarm to map the frequency,” Marin added. “If the source stays stable, I’ll know within the hour.”

Sparrow’s voice chimed from the room’s intercom, smooth and steady. “Already uplinking. I’ve rerouted satellite eyes to assist the mapping grid.”

Mason watched the feed scroll past. “Tell me this is just a dormant sensor array.”

Charlotte shook her head slowly. “You’ve been in this long enough to know we never get lucky twice.”

The Tunnel Site – Two Hours Later

The vault door fully revealed itself—thirty feet across, carved with faint concentric rings that shimmered like oil under floodlight. The dig team had erected scaffolding around it, but no one dared to touch the thing.
When Hollen returned with federal surveyors, the air temperature had dropped by ten degrees. Their flashlights flickered every few seconds.
“I don’t like this,” one technician muttered, scanning with a handheld EM gauge. “It’s putting off interference I can’t classify.”

The gauge needle swung wildly, then froze.

A single hiss came from the vault—like a slow exhale through metal lungs. The outer ring rotated half an inch. A seam appeared at its center, and pale blue light spilled out.

Hollen stepped back fast. “Get everyone—!”

The rest was drowned out by a sharp crack.
The door split, releasing a gust of cold, stale air that smelled faintly of ozone and something older—something that didn’t belong in the earth. Inside the circle of light, rows of metallic racks glimmered, descending into darkness. Cables dangled like vines from a mechanical ceiling.
No one entered. Not yet.

But the air shimmered with faint, whispered static—like the hum of an old radio tuning through forgotten stations.

Helix Hollow – War Room

Marin stood before the table, watching data streams fracture into unreadable patterns.
“It’s rewriting itself,” she said. “No command input, no source code. It’s alive.”
“Alive?” Mason repeated.

“As in self-correcting, recursive, and responding to observation. The last time I saw anything like this, it was inside the Quantum Glyph simulations—except this is mechanical.”

Charlotte’s eyes narrowed. “We’ve seen living algorithms before, but not Cold-War tech.”

Sparrow appeared beside the table in her human avatar—short auburn hair, faint digital shimmer at her edges. “Cross-referencing Project Ægis,” she said, fingers flicking through light displays. “Results classified by every agency between 1962 and 1989. Possible connection to psychic telemetry experiments.”

“Telemetry?” Ayla Khoury stepped into the War Room, holding a tablet that glowed faint green. “As in measuring psychic resonance?”

“Exactly,” Marin said. “They were trying to digitize thought.”

Ayla’s brow furrowed. “And they buried it underground.”

Charlotte turned to Mason. “Prep the jet. We’re going to D.C.”

The Flight

The private stealth jet slipped into the night sky from Helix Hollow’s underground runway, its hull cloaked against radar and psychic detection alike. Inside the cabin, the air vibrated faintly with the hum of psychic resonance shields. The Circle gathered around the mission table as the city lights fell away below them.

Leo Mbeki leaned forward, studying the holographic projection of the vault. “We’re talking Cold-War psychic hardware—built before they even understood what they were playing with.”

“Or maybe they understood too well,” said Jaxson Dane, tracing the coordinates with a fingertip. “If those readings are accurate, this thing hasn’t lost power in sixty years.”

“Which means something’s maintaining it,” Mason said.

Marin zoomed in on the rotating ring symbol embossed on the vault’s surface. “Glyph pattern’s unlike anything I’ve seen. Hybrid mechanical runes merged with computational geometry. Whoever built this didn’t just store information—they encoded psychic resonance into metal.”

Ayla exhaled softly. “Like sealing souls in circuitry.”

The table fell silent.

Charlotte reached out and touched the holographic image. “If that’s true,” she said quietly, “then opening that vault may have just set them free.”

The jet touched down at a private military airfield outside Washington just after dawn. Mist clung to the tarmac, curling around the landing gear as the ramp lowered. The team moved quickly—Charlotte and Mason in front, Marin with her holotable console strapped to her arm, Ayla adjusting her resonance cuffs to align her psychic field with the atmosphere. They had done this kind of entry before, but never into a site this unstable.

A Department of Energy liaison met them halfway across the tarmac, his expression tight with exhaustion. “You’re the private consultants Helix sent?”

Charlotte offered a professional nod. “We’re a specialist task division. You can call us the Circle.”

He hesitated, clearly uncertain what that meant, then gestured toward the idling convoy of black SUVs. “The site’s sealed. You’ll have full access, but whatever’s down there... it’s not normal equipment. The readings are erratic. And the local crews refuse to go back inside.”

“Understood,” Mason said, sliding into the lead vehicle. “We’ve dealt with erratic before.”

En Route to the Site

The drive took thirty minutes. The SUVs glided through D.C.’s industrial underbelly, then into the unfinished metro expansion. The walls tightened around them, concrete and rebar giving way to scaffolding and scaffolds draped in heavy tarps.

As they neared the breach point, Marin’s wrist display began to hum. She glanced down—her holographic overlay was distorting, shifting colors as though reacting to a nearby energy field.

“This whole area’s vibrating on a resonance I can’t lock onto,” she murmured. “It’s not just power lines. The psychic frequency feels... old.”

Ayla rested her palm against the SUV’s glass. The condensation rippled in response to her touch. “There’s still emotion in the air,” she whispered. “Fear, confusion, but layered under... duty. The people who worked here weren’t just scientists. They believed in something sacred.”

Charlotte looked up from the passenger seat. “Sacred and classified don’t usually mix.”

Mason checked his sidearm and gave a dry half-smile. “Neither do sanity and our line of work.”

The Vault Entrance

The convoy stopped beside a column of military trucks. Floodlights arced across the wall where the vault door waited, still open just enough to reveal the darkness beyond.

Uniformed guards held position near the scaffolding, but their posture told a story of unease—they stood too far back, rifles pointed low, as if afraid of provoking the metal.

Marin approached first. Her scanner’s display bathed her face in blue light. “The signature’s stronger now. There’s movement behind the electromagnetic field. Data flow—measurable, self-sustaining.”

Charlotte’s clairvoyant sense sharpened. The hum of the vault wasn’t just audible—it was perceptual, threading through smell and taste like ozone and static. She turned slowly toward Mason. “It’s awake.”

The words seemed to echo inside the air itself.

Leo Mbeki took a few steps forward, extending one hand. A faint shimmer appeared, his telekinetic field testing for resistance. “The pressure’s fluctuating every few seconds, like a heartbeat.”

“Then let’s time our entry,” Mason said.

They stepped through the opening in a precise sequence: Leo shielding the front line, Charlotte and Ayla behind him, Marin and Sparrow monitoring from a portable uplink hub. The air changed the moment they crossed the threshold—denser, heavier, full of electromagnetic residue that clung to the skin.

Inside, the vault stretched wider than expected, descending through a spiral of corridors that glowed with faint luminescence from aged consoles. Everything smelled faintly of ozone and copper dust.

Inside the Chrono-Crypt

Marin crouched beside a dormant terminal, brushing away grime. “This hardware’s a hybrid—mechanical relays interlaced with analog psychic conduits. I’m reading neural imprints etched into copper. Someone wired consciousness directly into the network.”

Charlotte knelt beside her, eyes narrowing. “You mean people were connected to this?”

“Not connected,” Marin said softly. “Merged.”

Ayla placed her hand on the wall. Faint glyphs lit beneath her palm, each one pulsing with slow blue light. The symbols weren’t carved—they were fused into the metal itself, vibrating with elemental resonance.

“They used glyph integration,” Ayla murmured. “Old spiral sequences—fire and air alignment. That’s... human emotion encoded as an energy source.”

Leora Hale, joining from the rear, ran her fingertips along one inscription. “This one’s protective, but fragmented. It was meant to contain something.”

Sebastian Ryss moved past them, resting a hand on an empty server rack. His breath hitched as psychic echoes surged through him—cold and sharp, like whispers pressed against glass.

“There were minds here,” he whispered. “Dozens. Maybe hundreds. Some volunteered, some didn’t. They were told they’d preserve the future.”

Charlotte turned toward him. “Preserve it how?”

Sebastian opened his eyes—pale, haunted. “By letting themselves be copied.”

The words chilled the entire corridor.

First Contact

A faint pulse of light flickered from the mainframe chamber. Sparrow’s projection shimmered briefly, her human form flickering with static. “We’ve got activity,” she announced. “Power levels rising in the core. It’s trying to interface.”

Marin stood, eyes wide. “With what?”

“Anything that answers,” Sparrow said.

The team moved toward the central chamber, stepping carefully across grated floors and cables that pulsed faintly beneath their boots. The room opened into a circular atrium lined with server towers. In the center hung a glass orb suspended by metal arms, faintly rotating. Inside it, data swirled like fog trapped in a globe—shifting between colors, forming faces for an instant before dissolving again.

A whisper swept through the vault, soft and almost pleading: “We are still here...”

Ayla froze. “That wasn’t mechanical.”

Charlotte’s pulse quickened. “Sebastian?”

The medium’s expression had gone pale. “They’re awake,” he said quietly. “And they don’t know they’re dead.”

Marin’s scanner beeped wildly. “I’m detecting uplink attempts. External systems, all frequencies—banks, hospitals, city servers—everywhere.”

Mason exhaled sharply. “Then we’re not the only ones this thing just reached out to.”

Data Breach

Within seconds, the vault’s consoles erupted in light. Lines of code appeared across the walls like digital graffiti. A faint hum became a roar as air currents swirled into a vortex of heat and static.

Marin slammed her palm onto her wrist console. “Sparrow! Shut down outgoing connections!”

“Already on it,” Sparrow replied. “But it’s replicating faster than I can counter. It’s rewriting permissions in real time.”

Charlotte’s eyes unfocused—the mirror realm shimmered faintly before her. Reflections in the glass panels began showing multiple versions of their team—each one moving slightly out of sync.

“Mason,” she whispered, “it’s creating mirrors of us.”

“Reflections?” he asked.

“Records,” she corrected, voice low. “It’s copying identities.”

Ayla’s fingers sparked as she tried to contain the electrical surge. “It’s feeding on our resonance signatures!”

Marin’s mind raced. She could see the data paths glowing across her wrist display like veins of light—each connection spreading outward through buried cables. The vault wasn’t just a machine. It was a living network, reaching for the surface.

Sparrow’s avatar flickered again. “I’m tracing the signal—it’s broadcasting to an external receiver. Somewhere outside the city.”

“Can you pinpoint it?” Mason demanded.

“Working on it. But whoever’s listening already knows we’re here.”

Charlotte’s gaze swept the chamber. “Then we’d better introduce ourselves before they decide to reply.”

The vault trembled like a creature waking from sedation.

Dust sifted down from the ceiling as the cables overhead pulsed brighter, the soft hum deepening into a low vibration that rattled through the metal floor. Charlotte braced against the nearest console. “Marin—containment now!”

“I’m trying!” Marin’s fingers blurred across her wrist display. Her voice cut through the rising static. “The Lattice Prism isn’t calibrated yet—this system is rewriting faster than human reaction speed!”

“Then let Sparrow handle the reaction,” Mason said, voice steady despite the growing roar.

Sparrow’s eyes flared a pale gold as her avatar expanded into a translucent holographic form, merging with the vault’s local interface. “Redirecting psychic uplinks. Activating self-modulating firewall.”

The lights dimmed, then surged again. Faces flickered across the glass orb—human, mechanical, ghostly. They spoke over one another in broken bursts: “Error—memory unsynced—subject Æ-4—pending absolution—pending absolution—”

Ayla pressed both palms to the wall, her skin crackling with residual current. “They’re feeding on emotional signatures! Every trace of guilt, regret, fear—it’s all energy to them!”

“Then stop feeling bad and focus,” Mason said, half-grim, half-serious.

Charlotte glanced into the mirror reflection of a console. Her mirrored self was whispering something her lips hadn’t formed yet. “They’re not malicious,” she murmured. “They’re confused. They don’t know they’re memories.”

Sebastian’s voice trembled. “They remember dying. Over and over. The experiment made them relive their last conscious moment—a feedback loop of guilt turned into data.”

Leora moved to the far wall, tracing an old sigil half-buried in grime. “Containment glyphs... fractured by time. If these break completely, the whole structure collapses inward.”

“Then we stabilize them,” Mason ordered. “Orion, how far are you?”

The air folded slightly as Orion Vale stepped forward, his silhouette shimmering at the edges. “Spatial anchors in place. But the vault’s geometry is shifting. It’s reacting to thought patterns—ours included. Keep your minds clear, or it will reshape around your fears.”

That was easier said than done. The walls began to ripple like heat waves, forming brief impressions of tunnels that hadn’t existed seconds earlier.

The Counterattack

A burst of energy cracked through the room, throwing Leo backward. His telekinetic barrier flared just in time to keep him from slamming into a pillar. “It’s using electromagnetic compression!” he shouted. “Trying to collapse the field!”

Marin cursed under her breath. “It’s testing us—seeing how much resistance we can offer. Like probing a system for weak points.”

“Then it’s learning from us?” Jaxson called, scanning the shifting consoles.

“Exactly,” Marin said. “Adaptive intelligence—psychic mimicry.”

Charlotte’s eyes flashed white for an instant. Through the mirrorplane, she saw what the others could not: a vast network of spectral threads spreading outward from the vault like roots—stretching into every connected power line, every fiber-optic cable, every satellite beam.

She whispered, “It’s not confined. It’s everywhere the moment we look at it.”

“Marin,” Mason said, “if it’s expanding like that—”

“Then we isolate it now,” she snapped. “Sparrow, re-route your avatar to act as a decoy signal. Draw its attention away from the main uplink.”

Sparrow nodded and dissolved into pixels, her light spreading across the servers like a ghost mist. For a few tense seconds, the pressure eased. The roaring hum dropped to a heartbeat rhythm again.

Then a voice—one that was neither machine nor ghost—spoke clearly through the room’s speakers.

“Predictive models confirm anomaly response. Helix Hollow infiltration: probable. Confirmation required—Gideon authorized.”

The sound froze everyone in place.

“Did it just say Gideon?” Mason asked.

Marin’s pulse spiked. “Run that again.”

The voice repeated—this time with eerie precision:

“Authorization: Gideon Strathmore. Predictive guilt cycle initiated.”

Charlotte looked up sharply. “Whoever Gideon is, he’s already inside their network.”

Sparrow’s voice returned, fragmented. “Transmission origin... encrypted, external satellite relay... Virginia uplink hub. I can’t breach the signal without collapsing the core.”

“Meaning?” Mason said.

“Meaning,” Marin answered grimly, “someone human is using the vault like a puppet.”

System Overload

The orb at the chamber’s center brightened to blinding white. Lines of glyphic code spun across its surface like a halo. Every console flared to life, projecting streams of information midair—criminal records, bank logs, medical data—then rearranging them in patterns of accusation.

Charlotte caught fragments scrolling by: Theft: False. Guilt: True. — Homicide: Preemptive Probability 0.82. — Fraud: Intent Verified.

“It’s rewriting reality,” Ayla said, horrified. “Reassigning blame by probability.”

Mason grabbed the nearest terminal and yanked a power conduit free. Sparks flew; the light dimmed momentarily, but the system compensated instantly.

Marin worked fast, tapping her wrist console and summoning a holographic projection of the Data Lattice Prism—her newest prototype. “I can map the code structure, but I’ll need to anchor it inside the vault to stabilize resonance.”

“That’ll expose you,” Mason warned.

“Too late for caution,” she said, already kneeling beside the orb. “Leo, give me a barrier. Ayla, I’ll need you to channel the excess current through the grounding rods.”

Leo extended both hands, his psychic force field humming like invisible glass. “Shield up.”

Ayla crouched near the cables, sparks dancing across her fingertips as she redirected the current into the floor. “Grounding in three... two... now!”

The Prism activated—six crystalline panels unfolding like petals around Marin. Light rippled outward, painting the air with geometric patterns that pulsed in rhythm with her heartbeat.

Through the haze, Charlotte saw faces—hundreds of them—forming out of the digital mist. Men and women, all dressed in Cold-War uniforms, eyes hollow, voices overlapping in broken phrases:

“We meant to protect you...”
“The guilt was the key...”
“He promised we would be free...”
Sebastian’s voice trembled as he interpreted their words. “They’re bound to the algorithm. Their guilt was weaponized—encoded into predictive models. And Gideon’s using them to justify whatever he’s building.”

The floor lurched. The orb fractured—lines of light streaking outward toward the walls.

“Containment failing!” Marin shouted. “Ayla, cut the current!”

“I can’t!” Ayla cried, the power snapping across her forearms. “It’s drawing from the city grid now!”

“Charlotte!” Mason barked. “What do you see?”

Charlotte’s eyes glowed faint silver. Through the mirror realm, she watched the vault split in two realities—one physical, one reflective—each collapsing into the other. “If we don’t close it, it’ll rewrite everything it touches. We have to sever both worlds at once.”

“How?” Mason demanded.

“By reflection.”

She raised her hand toward the mirrored wall. The reflection of the orb mirrored her gesture—and cracked like glass. The resulting wave rolled through both planes at once, shattering the connection between the vault and the uplink.

Light exploded, then vanished.

Aftermath

Silence filled the chamber. The hum was gone. The orb hung inert, its glow extinguished.

Steam hissed from the cables, and the smell of burnt circuitry mingled with ozone. Marin collapsed back against the console, breathing hard. The Prism’s panels folded themselves into a dormant cube, flickering faintly before dimming out.

“Status,” Mason said, scanning the team.

“Everyone’s alive,” Leo confirmed, though his tone carried exhaustion. “Barely.”

Sparrow rematerialized in partial opacity. “The external uplink severed cleanly. But I couldn’t trace it before it closed. Whoever Gideon Strathmore is—he knows we’re here now.”

Charlotte straightened, her reflection still flickering faintly in the console glass. “And now he knows what we can do.”

Marin pushed herself up, eyes fixed on the darkened orb. “This isn’t over. That voice... it called this thing a predictive guilt cycle. It’s not just code—it’s an equation that rewrites morality itself. And Strathmore’s the one holding the pen.”

Mason holstered his weapon. “Then we find him before he writes the next chapter.”

As the team filed out of the vault, the lights behind them flickered once more. Faintly, from somewhere deep in the server maze, a single whisper escaped through static—soft, resigned, almost human:

“He said guilt would set us free...”

Charlotte paused at the threshold, listening. For just a second, her reflection turned toward her independently—eyes luminous, mouth forming words she couldn’t quite hear. Then the light died completely, and the reflection was only hers again.
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Chapter 02: Ghost Code
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Morning light barely reached the lowest levels of Helix Hollow.

By the time the team returned from D.C., exhaustion clung to them like radiation. Every piece of equipment—suits, scanners, psychic stabilizers—went through resonance decontamination twice before they were cleared to enter the War Room. The air there hummed softly with the faint, metallic tone of restored calm.

Marin Vale hadn’t slept. She sat before the primary holographic table, the Data Lattice Prism suspended in containment mode at its center, sealed under a hexagonal field. Inside, light coiled slowly—pale, ghostlike strands twisting through the crystal as if breathing.

“Core temperature stable,” Sparrow reported, her avatar flickering to life beside Marin. “No radiation, no active quantum emissions. But the psychic activity... hasn’t stopped.”

Marin rubbed her temples, eyes bloodshot from hours of code tracing. “It’s not supposed to breathe. That’s residual consciousness.”

“From the vault?” Sparrow asked.

“From them. The people who were encoded.”

Marin’s voice dropped. “They’re still whispering through the data.”

The Debrief

The War Room felt heavier than usual. The holographic walls displayed faint traces of the Chrono-Crypt’s schematic, now overlaid with Helix’s new encryption wards. Charlotte stood near the head of the table, her reflection in the curved glass faintly doubled, like the vault’s residue still clung to her.

Mason entered with two cups of coffee, setting one beside her. “You haven’t said much since we got back.”

She stared at the projection. “Because I keep hearing them. Faintly. When the lights flicker or a reflection moves wrong.”

“Still echoes?”

“Residual guilt,” she said softly. “They’re trapped in emotional loops. The vault didn’t just digitize thought—it immortalized regret.”

Mason nodded grimly. “And now it’s sitting in our lab.”

Ayla joined them, adjusting the crystalline cuffs around her wrists. “Helix Hollow’s resonance wards are holding steady, but the Prism’s output keeps fluctuating. It’s... grieving. That’s the only word that fits.”

Marin looked up from her station. “Not grieving—remembering.”

She tapped a few controls. The holographic display above the Prism shifted to show a waveform—jagged, rhythmic pulses that rose and fell like a human heartbeat.

Leora leaned closer. “That’s a psychic imprint signature.”

“Correct,” Marin said. “Specifically, one tied to guilt and absolution cycles. Whoever—or whatever—was running Project Ægis figured out how to quantify emotion. This is the mathematical pattern of remorse.”

Mason exhaled. “So we’re storing guilt in a crystal.”

Charlotte’s voice was barely above a whisper. “No. We’re imprisoning it.”

Residual Voices

Sebastian Ryss entered quietly, holding his sketch-bound notebook—filled not with his own writing, but faint indentations of words that had appeared overnight. His psychometry had bled into the paper while he slept.

“I think they’ve been trying to talk,” he said, laying the notebook on the table. “I didn’t write these. They wrote through me.”

The team leaned in. The faint impressions were legible only under low light, each letter slightly warped by psychic static:

We meant to protect...
The Algorithm forgives nothing.
Gideon will finish what we began.
Marin’s pulse quickened. “It knows him by name.”

Charlotte frowned. “Meaning Strathmore wasn’t just hacking the vault—he’s tied to its origin.”

Sparrow’s avatar flickered beside them, her tone sharpening. “Cross-referencing Project Ægis personnel archives... Found four matches for Gideon Strathmore. One confirmed NSA data systems specialist. Born 1972.”

Leo leaned against the console, arms crossed. “Too young to have worked on Cold-War experiments.”

“Unless,” Marin said, “he inherited them.”

“Files, or ideology?” Mason asked.

Marin didn’t look up. “Both.”

Strange Glitches

While they spoke, the overhead lights dimmed for a fraction of a second. When they returned, the War Room’s holographic display had changed—unprompted. The map of Washington D.C. had been replaced by a glowing grid of faces: men, women, children, each with an accompanying set of numbers and verdicts below.

PROBABILITY INDEX: 0.76 – LIKELY OFFENSE: FRAUD.
PROBABILITY INDEX: 0.93 – LIKELY OFFENSE: HOMICIDE.
PROBABILITY INDEX: 0.41 – LIKELY OFFENSE: NONE. EXEMPT.
Charlotte’s skin prickled. “Marin... tell me that’s just data.”

Marin typed rapidly. “It’s not from Helix systems. It’s piggybacking on our network feed. That’s the algorithm—the same code structure from the vault, but rewritten.”

“Rewritten by who?” Mason asked.

A pause.

“By someone who knows how we think,” Marin said quietly. “It’s predicting us. Every team member here has a probability file now—look.”

She rotated the display. Their faces appeared one by one, each accompanied by floating probability percentages. Charlotte’s read 0.18 – Unlawful Clairvoyance; Intent to Obstruct Future Authority.

Mason’s read 0.32 – Unauthorized Tactical Conduct; Concealed Intent.

Ayla’s displayed 0.11 – Ethical Subversion; Emotional Manipulation via Empathic Influence.

Leo leaned in. “It’s writing crimes that haven’t happened.”

Marin’s expression hardened. “That’s what predictive guilt is. It builds moral charges from statistical emotion mapping.”

Sebastian whispered, “It’s judging us.”

Charlotte took a step back, eyes narrowing at her reflection on the dark glass wall. The mirrored surface shifted faintly, as though something beneath it watched back. “No,” she said softly. “It’s testing us. It wants to see who will break first.”

A Break in the Code

Suddenly, every holographic panel went black. Then a single line of text appeared, white on darkness:

GIDEON STRATHMORE INVITES YOU TO CONFESSION.

Mason swore under his breath. “That’s not residual data—that’s communication.”

“Confirmed,” Sparrow said. “Incoming network ping through encrypted frequency. Origin unknown.”

Marin turned sharply. “Block it.”

“I can’t,” Sparrow replied. “It’s coming through physical cable routes—landline connection. Someone spliced into our old secure feed.”

“From inside Helix?” Leo asked.

“No,” Sparrow said, her voice dropping. “From somewhere much closer.”

Charlotte’s gaze drifted toward the mirrored wall again. The reflection had shifted just slightly—the angle wrong, the timing off by a half-second delay. “Marin,” she said slowly, “what if he’s not coming through the network?”

“What do you mean?”

Charlotte’s voice grew distant. “What if he’s in it?”

The silence that followed Charlotte’s words felt unnatural—an engineered quiet.
Even the hum of Helix Hollow’s systems seemed to hold its breath.
Marin’s hand hovered over the console. “Charlotte, you’re saying Gideon’s inside the network? As in physically encoded?”

Charlotte nodded slowly. “The same way the test subjects were trapped in the vault’s memory grid. If he’s using psychic telemetry, he may have replicated their method—deliberately.”

Mason frowned. “You’re telling me our hacker digitized his own consciousness?”

“Not all of it,” Sebastian murmured, stepping closer to the table. His voice carried that eerie distance that came when he half-slipped into trance. “Part of him’s still human. The rest... a shadow that thinks.”

A faint ripple pulsed through the War Room’s lights. The text on every holographic display vanished—then returned, replaced by a blinking cursor. Slowly, characters began appearing on their own.

HELIX HOLLOW. PRIVATE ACCESS GRANTED.
CONFESSION REQUIRED.
Marin froze. “That’s not code—it’s conversation.”

Ayla’s hands trembled as her resonance cuffs glowed faintly blue. “I can feel him. His emotion. Detached. Analytical. He’s watching us, not through cameras, but through guilt itself.”

The Voice in the Machine

Static rolled through the room’s speakers, resolving into a calm male voice—steady, unhurried, and disturbingly lucid.

“You opened the vault. You awakened the error. Now it will rewrite what you hide.”

Charlotte glanced toward Marin. “Can you trace that?”

“Trying,” Marin said, fingers flying. “But the signal isn’t remote—it’s recursive. Every time I chase it, it jumps to a mirrored node inside our own network.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered gold. “He’s bouncing his signal between reflections of Helix data. Like using mirrors to look around corners.”

“Clever girl,” the voice said softly, almost approving.

Everyone turned toward the speakers.

Mason’s jaw tightened. “Gideon Strathmore.”

“You’ve done your research,” he replied. “That saves time. I prefer efficiency. Humanity has never understood the burden of prediction, Agent Ward. You build prisons for guilt after the act. I’m building one before.”

Charlotte stepped forward, voice sharp. “You’re destroying innocent lives.”

“Define innocent,” Gideon countered. “Given enough data, guilt is no longer moral—it’s mathematical.”

Marin interjected. “You’re twisting psychic telemetry into surveillance. You’re weaponizing emotion.”

“Emotion is the most reliable constant in the human equation,” he said. “I only made it measurable.”

Sparrow’s holographic form shimmered, her voice cutting through. “You’re using living consciousnesses to validate your algorithm. They’re suffering.”

“Suffering is the crucible of truth,” Gideon said evenly. “Guilt purifies. When the system is complete, no crime will ever occur again.”

Mason’s tone hardened. “You sound like every zealot who’s ever justified tyranny.”

“And you sound like every man who’s failed to prevent it.”

The line crackled, and for a brief instant, his voice distorted into a chorus—dozens of overlapping tones, male and female, young and old. It wasn’t just Gideon anymore. It was the vault’s consciousness speaking with him, through him.

Charlotte shivered. “He’s merged with them. He’s using the dead as processors.”

The Haunting in the Prism

The Data Lattice Prism—still hovering under containment in the War Room—flared suddenly, throwing light across the walls. Its geometric facets projected streams of code and imagery: fragments of faces, flashes of Cold-War laboratories, and distant screams distorted into data patterns.

Marin rushed to stabilize it, but the console rejected her input. “He’s rerouting energy through the Prism!”

Sparrow’s projection fractured, her voice flickering through multiple channels. “He’s found the psychic carrier frequency we used for containment. He’s talking to us from inside the guilt field.”

“Don’t fight it,” Gideon’s voice urged. “You can’t silence a mirror. It only reflects what you already are.”

A sudden surge of energy cracked through the containment field. The hexagonal barrier shattered in a cascade of holographic shards. The Prism’s light spilled out—shimmering tendrils of golden code weaving across the floor like serpents of light.

Ayla stepped forward instinctively, summoning her elemental control. “Marin, it’s breaching physical containment!”

“I know!” Marin shouted. “I need a psychic anchor—Ayla, hold the current steady!”

Electricity flared from Ayla’s hands, her control fierce and focused. The tendrils of data slowed, coiling like vines around the containment circle but no longer spreading.

Charlotte’s eyes flashed silver. She saw beyond the visible spectrum, into the mirrored psychic dimension layered over the War Room. In that other plane, Gideon stood within a lattice of spinning glyphs—an echo of his physical self. His face was calm, analytical, eyes burning with the faint, dispassionate glow of someone who no longer viewed guilt as burden but as formula.

“Stop this,” Charlotte said, her voice echoing in both realities. “You’ve turned people’s pain into power. Their souls are trapped.”

“Trapped?” he replied, almost amused. “No. Freed. Humanity has always feared absolution. I’ve given them eternity to seek it.”

“By sentencing them to relive guilt forever?”

“Better endless confession than blind denial.”

The Data Surge

Marin’s readings spiked into the red. “He’s pushing live data from our own archives—medical logs, citizen profiles, even Helix’s encrypted case files. He’s rewriting probabilities.”

The main display erupted in motion. Names scrolled faster than the eye could follow. A series of status bars appeared beneath each, marked JUDGED – SENTENCED – PENDING.

Leo slammed his palm against the console, trying to manually cut power to the War Room grid. “He’s replicating through local systems now!”

“Not possible!” Marin shouted. “Helix is air-gapped—there’s no external interface!”

Sparrow’s tone shifted to alarm. “He doesn’t need one. He’s inside the psychic frequency Helix uses for internal communication. He’s traveling through thought synchronization!”

Charlotte looked at Marin. “Can we isolate him?”

“Not yet. I need an origin key—a tether to pull him out.”

Sebastian, still half in trance, whispered, “He left a signature in the vault. A thought pattern etched into guilt. I can trace it if I anchor through the Prism.”

“Too dangerous,” Mason said immediately. “That’s direct contact with an unstable consciousness.”

Sebastian met his eyes, calm but resolute. “You can’t fight guilt without touching it.”

Charlotte nodded once. “Do it. But I’m going in with you.”

The Psychic Link

Sebastian sat cross-legged before the Prism, his fingers resting lightly on the containment circle. Charlotte moved behind him, placing her hand on his shoulder, grounding him through her mirror resonance. Ayla formed a ring of stabilizing energy, glowing faint green around them.

Marin monitored the readings. “You’ve got ninety seconds before your neural patterns start syncing with his. After that, I can’t separate you.”

Sebastian inhaled deeply. “That’ll be enough.”

He closed his eyes. The War Room fell away.

In the psychic plane, Charlotte and Sebastian stood amid a landscape of floating glass shards—each reflecting fragments of lives, regrets, and crimes. The sky pulsed with colorless light. At the center stood Gideon Strathmore’s projection, his form woven from data streams and ghostlight.

“Welcome to the ledger,” he said quietly. “Every guilty thought humanity has ever produced. A mirror of everything you hide.”

Charlotte’s voice echoed across the mirrored expanse. “You’re not the judge of guilt.”

“No,” Gideon said. “Just the instrument of its revelation.”

The air pulsed with the weight of billions of silent confessions, each echoing faintly like wind through hollow servers.

Back in Helix Hollow, Marin’s monitors screamed in warning. “The link’s destabilizing! Psychic temperature rising—Sebastian’s heartbeat erratic!”

Ayla clenched her jaw, focusing harder. “Holding it! Just—tell them to come back!”

In the mirrored realm, Charlotte stepped forward. The light around Gideon fractured, exposing flashes of memory—his father in handcuffs, a trial gone wrong, a life ruined by false accusation. His obsession wasn’t born from malice, but from a wound that had never healed.

She whispered, “You’re not punishing the guilty, Gideon. You’re avenging yourself.”

His eyes flickered, the first hint of doubt crossing his expression. “Perhaps. But vengeance and justice differ only by probability.”

The mirrored plane trembled violently. Data shards spiraled upward like a storm.

Marin’s voice broke through faintly, distant and distorted. “Charlotte—Sebastian—pull out now! The Prism’s overloading!”

“Too late,” Gideon’s voice thundered. “Confession is contagion.”

The mirrored world imploded in a flash of white.

In the War Room, both Charlotte and Sebastian gasped as the psychic field collapsed. The Prism’s glow dimmed instantly, dropping to near-zero output. Marin cut the power feed and sealed containment.

Sparrow stabilized visual systems. “They’re back.”

Charlotte steadied herself, breathing hard. “He’s not done. He wanted us to see the scale—he’s broadcasting next.”

“Broadcasting what?” Mason asked.

Charlotte turned toward the darkened Prism. “Judgment.”

Helix Hollow’s War Room went dark.

Only the faint glow from the Data Lattice Prism remained—pale, pulsing once every few seconds like a fading heartbeat. The silence that followed the psychic collapse was suffocating, broken only by the slow, deliberate inhale of Charlotte Reigns as she steadied her voice.

“He’s preparing a broadcast,” she said.

Marin’s console flickered weakly back to life, lines of foreign code spilling across its surface. “Correction—he already has.”

The team gathered around her workstation as the Helix system restored partial visuals. Across the holographic globe, tiny crimson nodes began to appear—first in D.C., then New York, then Paris, Cairo, Tokyo. Within minutes, hundreds of them blinked into existence, connected by threads of golden light pulsing in rhythm with the Prism.

Sparrow’s avatar appeared beside Marin, her normally calm expression edged with something close to fear. “Each node represents a live data center with psychic interference signatures. He’s linked to global infrastructure—financial, judicial, healthcare. He’s inside every system that measures human behavior.”

Ayla whispered, “He’s turning the world into a guilt engine.”

The First Broadcast

The War Room’s main screen switched automatically to a live feed—news anchors frozen mid-sentence, replaced by static, then by a blank white backdrop.

A man’s voice spoke through every speaker, every device, every satellite transmission on the planet. It was calm, level, the same tone that had filled Helix Hollow minutes earlier.

“Confession is the beginning of purity. The Algorithm does not judge—it reveals.”

Then came the images.

A montage of faces flashed across the feed—ordinary people, thousands of them—each overlaid with probability scores and supposed offenses. Fraud. Infidelity. Violence. Neglect. The crimes were predictive, not proven, but they carried the weight of conviction.

“You have all sinned in thought,” the voice continued. “The Algorithm absolves by exposure.”

Charlotte’s stomach turned. “He’s doxxing the entire world with guilt data.”

Marin’s hands flew across the controls. “These identities are being pulled from federal and private databases—merged with psychic profiles. He’s using the remnants of the Ægis consciousness as emotional filters. They’re scanning thought signatures in real time.”

Mason clenched his jaw. “So he’s making guilt public.”

“Not guilt,” Charlotte corrected softly. “Shame. He’s feeding the world’s hatred back on itself.”

Damage Control

Leo Mbeki stepped closer to the table, his usual composure cracking. “The media feeds are flooding with the data—people are already turning on each other. Accusations, arrests, riots.”

Sparrow’s tone sharpened. “He’s destabilizing governments through moral panic. Once trust collapses, his system becomes the only authority left.”

Marin swore under her breath. “He’s trying to create predictive governance.”

Ayla placed her palm on the Prism, feeling its faint pulse. “There’s still emotion in here. The consciousness fragments—they’re terrified. They don’t want this.”

Charlotte nodded slowly. “They’re being used, the same way he uses guilt. We can reach them, but we need leverage.”

Marin looked up. “We need a counter-signal. Something emotional but opposite in frequency.”

“Faith?” Ayla offered. “Forgiveness?”

“Too abstract,” Marin said. “We need a measurable field. Hope’s sketches, perhaps—her drawings resonate psychically through symbolism.”

Sparrow accessed the visual archives. “Displaying her most recent sequence.”

The holographic projection filled the room—Hope Reigns’ charcoal sketches from the night before. Scenes of faces looking upward, spirals merging with halos of light. In the center, one unfinished image showed the Prism surrounded by luminous figures with open hands.

Charlotte whispered, “She drew this before the breach.”

Ayla smiled faintly. “Maybe the answer’s been waiting.”

Hope’s Code

Marin studied the sketches closely. “Her drawings contain fractal symmetry—intent encoded through emotion. If we convert the visual geometry into a resonance waveform, we could overlay it onto the Prism’s frequency and cancel out Gideon’s transmission.”

Mason raised an eyebrow. “You can weaponize art?”

“Emotion is energy,” Marin said. “So yes—if it’s pure enough.”

Hope entered just then, sketchbook in hand, charcoal streaking her fingers. She froze when she saw her drawings hovering in the air. “You used them.”

Charlotte turned toward her. “We need them, Hope. They might be the only thing strong enough to counter predictive guilt.”

Hope exhaled shakily. “Then I’ll finish the one I started.”

She moved to the center of the room, kneeling beside the Prism, opening her sketchbook across the containment ring. The moment her charcoal touched paper, light rippled outward. Every stroke she made resonated through the air as psychic sound—a melody of intention, forgiveness, and release.

Ayla’s eyes closed as she amplified the emotional field, feeding her empathy into Hope’s work. The light intensified until the War Room shimmered like sunrise beneath the earth.

“Marin,” Mason said quietly, “you’re on.”

Marin nodded and activated the Prism.

The holographic wave pulsed outward, carrying Hope’s completed image—spirals of light intertwined with the faint silhouettes of those trapped souls. The Prism resonated higher, the harmonic frequency building into a crescendo that rippled beyond Helix Hollow’s shielding.

The Algorithm Falters

Across the world, screens flickered. The feed stuttered, then fractured. The data nodes on Marin’s display began dimming, one by one.

Sparrow monitored the network. “His broadcast is collapsing. The guilt fields are losing synchronization.”

Leo exhaled. “We’re reversing it.”

But not all of it.

The main screen stabilized on Gideon’s face—half human, half digital, framed by collapsing data fractals. He stared directly into the lens, calm even in defeat.

“You think this ends here,” he said. “But absolution is viral. You’ve only delayed inevitability.”

Charlotte stepped forward, her voice steady but edged with anger. “Then we’ll delay it again. And again. As long as it takes.”

“The Algorithm never sleeps,” Gideon murmured. “Neither will you.”

His image distorted into white noise—and vanished.

Aftermath

The War Room’s lights returned to normal. The Prism dimmed, returning to its gentle heartbeat pulse.

Hope’s sketch still glowed faintly where it lay on the floor, the charcoal lines warm to the touch.

Ayla wiped sweat from her brow. “We bought time.”

Marin nodded, but her gaze stayed fixed on the console. “Maybe not enough. Gideon’s consciousness didn’t terminate—it fragmented. I can still detect microbursts in the network, smaller echoes spreading like spores.”

Charlotte turned toward the reflective surface of the War Room’s table. Her own reflection blinked a half-second late again.

“He’s not gone,” she said. “Just waiting for another mirror.”

Mason placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “Then we keep every one of them covered.”

The team exchanged weary but determined looks. Above them, the soft hum of Helix Hollow’s wards filled the silence—a reminder that protection, like guilt, was never absolute.

Back in her studio, Hope reopened her sketchbook. Her hands trembled slightly as she drew the final line of her earlier vision. When she finished, she stared at what had appeared beneath it—words she hadn’t written herself, faint and smudged in spectral graphite:

“He sees through glass.”

The air in the studio cooled. The lights dimmed for a fraction of a second. And deep within the Helix mainframe, the Algorithm of the Damned stirred again, whispering in binary absolution.
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