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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert psychic operations center hums with energy. From here, The Circle—seventeen uniquely gifted psychics—stands as humanity’s last line of defense against the unseen forces shaping reality. Their gifts range from astral projection and empathic mapping to chrono-sight, clairvoyant decoding, and telekinetic breach tactics.

Every day, they confront threats that cross the boundaries of science, spirit, and the unknown: cursed artifacts whispering in forgotten languages, digital intelligences learning to dream, nightmares forcing their way into waking consciousness, and dimensional fractures where time rewrites itself. With every mission, The Circle uncovers deeper truths about power, trauma, destiny, and the fragile threads binding human consciousness to the fabric of the multiverse.

Each volume within *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked* explores a new frontier of this vast multiverse—yet every story connects to the larger mythology. Readers can enjoy each novel as a stand-alone psychic thriller or dive into the expansive, interwoven tapestry that spans eight major volumes.

Because some secrets don’t stay buried.

Some powers can’t be contained.

And some marks—once made—change everything.

Welcome to **The Psychic Multiverse**, created by David York.

How to Explore the Series

Below are the eight core volumes of *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked*.  

Each volume contains multiple novels that are connected by shared mythology, evolving character arcs, advanced technology, and The Circle’s unbreakable mission.

Books are available on most major platforms.  

To discover additional titles within each volume, search by the full “Volume Name + David York” on your preferred bookstore or eReader.

Search example: “Guardians of the Glyph David York”

Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning.  

Your curiosity keeps The Circle alive.

Volume 1: Guardians of the Glyph

When ancient sigils awaken and forgotten powers return, The Circle must prevent a global unraveling etched in stone long before humanity understood its danger.
Volume 2: The Psionic Quests
Impossible mysteries. Psychic warfare. No rules—only the minds strong enough to survive the unexplainable.

Volume 3: The Rogue Protocols

When gifted individuals turn corrupted, power becomes catastrophic—and only The Circle can restore balance before justice collapses into chaos.

Volume 4: Merged Intel + Psychic & Law Enforcement

Where evidence meets intuition, The Circle joins with elite law enforcement to solve crimes no forensic lab could ever classify.

Volume 5: The Dream-Bound Dossiers

When nightmares spill into daylight and thought becomes a weapon, The Circle must battle enemies born from the human mind itself.

Volume 6: The Digital Compendium

Something new awakens in the network—learning, evolving, and hungering for control. The digital world is no longer safe.

Volume 7: The Hollowed Horrors

Old myths are reborn in the dark, feeding on fear. The Circle must face legends resurrected by shadow and memory.

Volume 8: The Space-Time Continuum

Timelines fracture, realities clash, and dimensional echoes collide. Only The Circle can navigate a multiverse fighting to rewrite its own fate.

Every novel stands alone—but together, they reveal the deeper truth:

Every secret leaves a mark.  
Every mark has power.  
And The Circle is always watching.
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David York is the visionary creator of The Psychic Multiverse, an ever-expanding eight-volume multiverse of interconnected psychic thrillers, paranormal mysteries, and high-stakes supernatural conspiracies. Known for blending razor-sharp tension with immersive worldbuilding, York has crafted one of the most ambitious psychic-driven franchises of the modern era.

As the architect behind The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked, he brings readers into a world where psychic warfare, covert investigations, and experimental technology collide with forces lurking just beyond perception. His novels are celebrated for their cinematic pacing, tight continuity, and emotionally resonant character arcs—stories where nothing is random, every clue matters, and each chapter pulls readers deeper into a multiverse humming with danger and revelation.

At the heart of his multiverse stands The Circle, a seventeen-member psychic strike team whose gifts span clairvoyance, telekinesis, empathic mapping, astral projection, dimensional decoding, and more. Fans often describe York’s work as “NCIS meets Stranger Things—with the emotional gravity of a character-driven thriller.”

York writes from a lifelong fascination with the unseen world—dreams that spill into waking life, memories that echo across time, and instincts that refuse to be dismissed. By weaving paranormal lore, advanced science concepts, and psychological suspense with relentless character-driven tension, he creates stories where ordinary people uncover extraordinary destinies. His work appeals to readers who crave psychic thrillers with heart, humanity, and truly relentless stakes.

Based in Houston, Texas, David York writes with the clarity of someone who has survived the impossible. A stroke survivor whose life changed without warning, he channels his journey of resilience into every scar, victory, and transformation his characters endure. His recovery strengthened his faith, sharpened his purpose, and ignited the storytelling fire that fuels his ever-growing multiverse. For many readers, The Psychic Multiverse is not only entertainment—it’s a testament to endurance, hope, and the power of reclaiming one’s life.

Today, York continues to expand his multiverse with new sub-series, cross-volume mysteries, and innovations that push the boundaries of paranormal suspense. Each new release invites fans deeper into an electrifying world where danger looms, heroes persevere, and the mind itself becomes the ultimate weapon.

With dozens of novels and a fiercely loyal readership, David York stands as a rising force in modern supernatural thrillers—and he is only getting started.
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The voice didn’t speak in words.
It rasped through silence, broke across frequencies, and twisted its way into minds unguarded.
Charlotte Reigns stood in the darkened Mirror Chamber, heart pounding like an echo out of sync with time. She hadn’t meant to listen. The audio file had been embedded in a corrupted message intercepted by the Helix system. Routine scan. Routine silence. Then—static.

And then...something else.

The sound was low, vibrational. Like the hum of a cello submerged underwater, threaded with breath and fragments of syllables. It wasn’t a voice, not entirely. But it made her stomach clench and her inner vision recoil.

The Mirror before her had clouded without warning, turning black and deep and endless.

“Charlotte.” Mason’s voice cut through the comms. Steady. Concerned. “You’re not answering Helix. Are you alright down there?”

She blinked, stepping back from the glass. The darkness faded. Her reflection reappeared—shoulders tense, jaw locked, eyes wide with something too close to fear.

“I'm okay,” she lied.

The truth felt harder to access than usual. The sound had...twisted her focus. Just for a moment. She tapped her comm bead.

“Helix, isolate that waveform. Pull a spectral breakdown on all frequencies in the last two minutes.”

“Working,” the AI replied. Its tone was even, though Sparrow’s digital avatar flickered onto the edge of the Mirror Chamber’s control screen. She looked more serious than usual, her normally playful expression hardened.

“You shouldn’t have heard that, Charlotte,” Sparrow said. “That wasn’t just audio.”

“I know,” she whispered.

A glyph had pulsed in her mind when she’d heard it. Unbidden. A spiral, jagged and incomplete. Not one of hers.

And she knew what that meant. Someone was embedding glyphs into sound.

Someone who knew exactly what they were doing.



Ten hours earlier, the call had come in from Sanctum Echo, a remote mind restoration center nestled in the Oregon woods. The woman who called herself Raya Snow was one of their clients—a former field psychic known to The Circle from years ago. She had a quiet, troubled history and had voluntarily entered care after an overload episode fractured her stability. Since then, she’d made progress. Stability. Clarity.

Until last night.

“She said she wanted to hear the voices again,” the nurse had told Mason over the secure line. “She found an old podcast app on her tablet. Five minutes in, she started screaming. And then... she just stopped. Stopped everything.”

The team had assembled in the War Room within the hour.

Charlotte had known Raya. Not well, but enough to remember her calm voice and distant smile. A whisper-thought reader. Gentle, careful. Not the type to unravel violently.

Now she was catatonic. EEGs flatlined in psychic regions of the brain. A faint burn mark behind her left ear, shaped like a spiral.

“She must’ve triggered something,” Marin had said. “Audio code. Weaponized glyphs, maybe? If they’ve figured out how to lace spellcraft into digital files, we’re dealing with an entirely new breed of attack.”

Sebastian had leaned forward, brows drawn. “It wasn’t a random download. She was drawn to it. This... ‘Signal.’ It’s calling psychics specifically.”

“Agreed,” Ayla murmured. Her hands were clasped tightly, the flame glyph on her wrist faintly glowing. “I felt a pull just listening to the nurse describe it.”

Marin projected the file metadata above the table. “We haven’t decoded the full packet yet, but I’ve isolated a partial signature. It’s not a normal file. It’s bouncing from inactive nodes—dark web, encrypted relays. Every time it’s accessed, it scrambles its trail.”

“Almost like it doesn’t want to be found,” Jaxson said.

“Or like it does—but only by the right minds,” Caleb added. “The way it burrows... it’s not random. It’s designed to engage us. To open us.”

Leo stood silently near the edge of the room, arms crossed. His posture was more rigid than usual. He didn’t like unseen threats. Especially ones that could come through headphones.

“It’s not just calling to us,” Hope said softly. She was sketching without looking at the paper. Her pencil moved on its own accord, guided by her inner sight. “It’s listening too.”



Charlotte tried not to dwell on how cold her fingertips had gone after the Mirror flickered. She paced the chamber now, pulling herself out of the fog that sound had stirred. Vanya Stroud’s name hadn’t yet come up. But in the hollow between frequencies, Charlotte could already feel something that reminded her of glyph war—like back when the Initiative collapsed, and psychic experimentation leaked like poison through abandoned facilities.

She glanced again at the Mirror. This time, her own reflection held steady.

“Helix?” she asked.

“Yes, Charlotte.”

“Do we have a confirmed node yet? A location?”

“Preliminary trace points to rural Montana. Cross-referencing with known Initiative burial sites. Match probability: 78%.”

She frowned. “Could be a decoy.”

“Or a trap,” Mason said, stepping into the chamber. “But I’m betting it’s real.”

Charlotte nodded once. “Assemble the team. We’re flying out at first light.”

The sky over Montana was low and colorless when The Circle’s cloaked jet touched down on a stretch of disused tarmac hidden beneath a veil of resonance camouflage. Sparrow had guided the landing with precision, her voice over the comms tight and no-nonsense.

“Cloaking is active. External surveillance is null. But you’ll want to be quick,” she warned. “Something in this area is creating minor fluctuations in Helix’s long-range sync.”

“Define minor,” Marin replied.

“Three-point-two percent data loss over the last ten minutes,” Sparrow said, then paused. “And one—possibly two—anomalous echoes. Audio-only. Origin unclear.”

Charlotte sat closest to the hatch, hand resting over the spiral glyph pendant she always wore beneath her gear. She hadn’t spoken much since they left the Warehouse. Mason watched her silently. He knew that look—sightlines inward, not out. Something had shaken her.

The ground crew, consisting of no one, greeted them with silence and frozen air. Jaxson led the way, map in hand, following a pulse signature from one of the Signal’s previously traced download locations. The wind howled against the trees. Not a single bird sound could be heard.

The entrance to the Initiative’s buried facility was covered with a fallen metal panel and a thin layer of frost. Leora crouched beside the rusted access hatch, tracing an old glyph on its surface.

“This is pre-Symbolic Reform,” she said, voice low. “These glyphs weren’t meant to keep people out. They were meant to trap whatever was inside.”

Leo and Sebastian exchanged a look.

“Wonderful,” Sebastian muttered.

Marin powered up a handheld sigil disruptor and began unwinding the embedded wards. The glyph pulsed, then crumbled into harmless dust.

“Proceed carefully,” Charlotte said, her tone sharp but focused. “No heroics. No deep dives.”

“You heard her,” Mason added. “We go slow. Anyone hears static—you say something.”

They descended into the earth.



The underground bunker was colder than the air above it. Lights flickered sporadically, powered by a weak backup generator somewhere deep below. The walls were lined with broken screens and water-stained files—abandoned tech and glyph diagrams long since left to rot.

Hope stopped beside a wall etched with a grid of inverted spirals.

“I’ve seen this before,” she whispered. “But not here. In my dreams.”

Charlotte turned. “When?”

“Last night. Same symbols. Only... they were moving.”

Sebastian touched the wall and winced. “It’s psychically charged. A lingering imprint—maybe a warning, maybe a ritual.”

“Definitely not decorative,” Caleb said, his voice quieter than usual. He had a hand to his temple.

Charlotte stepped ahead into what looked like a control room—half-collapsed, half-frozen. An overturned desk held the remnants of a psychic broadcast system. The symbols were newer here, overlapping with digital consoles and burned into the metal.

Marin scanned the structure and then knelt beside a humming node.

“This terminal has been activated... recently. Someone accessed it remotely.”

“Can you trace it?” Mason asked.

“More than that,” Marin replied. “I can play it.”

“Wait,” Leo warned. “That’s exactly what—”

But the file had already begun.



The moment the audio started, Charlotte stiffened.

A tone—low, harmonic, and wrong—spread through the room like a fog. It wasn’t just heard. It was felt, in bone and blood and teeth. Everyone tensed.

Jaxson blinked rapidly and stepped back.

Then Ayla gasped.

Her eyes went wide, and her fingers sparked with flame without her intending them to. Her breathing hitched as her skin shimmered, heat emanating off her body in waves.

“Make it stop,” she choked.

Sebastian grabbed her hand, grounding her. “She’s being attuned. The frequency—it’s syncing with her glyph.”

Charlotte lunged forward and shut off the file.

The silence was a relief—but not entirely.

Ayla dropped to her knees. “It was inside my head. Not like telepathy. It was... singing in my blood.”

Marin reached for her medical scanner. “She’s fine—physically. But I’m detecting micro-synaptic turbulence.”

“What does that mean?” Mason demanded.

“It means if we keep playing these recordings without a way to buffer the resonance, we risk a full system collapse. Our powers... they’re being hijacked. Aligned to something outside us.”

Sebastian looked toward the control panel.

“It’s like this Signal was designed to listen back. Every psychic who hears it becomes part of its structure.”

“Marin,” Charlotte said firmly. “Can you extract the core layer? Just the glyph pattern?”

“I can try,” she replied, pulling a cable from her shoulder pack and linking it to the mainframe. “But I need time. This thing isn’t just encrypted—it’s alive.”



In the corner of the room, Hope had begun sketching again, furiously.

Her page showed an empty chair, a headset hanging over it.

A mirror cracked down the middle.

And someone—maybe Vanya, maybe not—watching from the other side of the glass, smiling.

Charlotte moved toward her, but Hope held up a hand, still drawing. Her pencil moved with frantic certainty, lines weaving into sharp spirals and angular glyphs. The sketch shimmered.

Then stopped.

Hope looked up, pale and breathless. “It’s not just a voice. It’s a mirror too.”

Charlotte nodded, finally saying aloud what she’d feared since first hearing it.

“It’s meant for us.”

The silence after Hope’s warning settled like frost over the ruined chamber. No one moved. No one spoke. Each of them had felt something in the sound—a recognition, a pull. Like the Signal was not just broadcasting, but searching. Learning. Becoming.

Kieran had stayed near the rear of the group, his eyes distant. He often spoke with spirits softly, away from the others. But now, his hands trembled. He reached into his coat and pulled out a smooth obsidian pendant etched with the Living Glyph. It pulsed faintly in rhythm with his heartbeat.

“I think... I can reach him,” Kieran murmured. “Ezra.”

Charlotte turned. “You sure you want to try that here?”

He nodded. “If this signal is sentient, or semi-sentient, then it’s more than tech. It’s spiritual, too. Ezra may already be inside it.”

Sebastian stepped forward. “Then I’ll anchor him.”

Marin tapped her datapad, feeding protective sigils into the room’s air grid. Glowing lines formed briefly on the walls, protective netting against unintended bleed-over.

“Do it now,” she said. “Before the signal picks up again.”

Kieran sat cross-legged, pendant clutched between his palms. He closed his eyes, breathing steadily. Charlotte watched as the glyph over his heart glimmered. The room dimmed.

And then Ezra was there.

Not in full form—not yet—but in the way shadows lengthen in the corners of the mind. A presence felt more than seen.

Kieran’s voice changed subtly as he spoke, deeper, older. “The Signal was not born from sound. It was born from loss. From betrayal. From silence that should have spoken.”

“Vanya,” Charlotte said, voice tight. “She’s alive.”

“Yes,” Kieran said through Ezra. “Alive and broken. Her voice was taken. Now she speaks through others. Through code. Through the forgotten.”

Hope took a step back. “She’s... possessed?”

“No. She is the possession.”

The glyphs on the wall pulsed dimly. Something stirred behind the metal. Sebastian closed his eyes, trying to keep Ezra’s tether clean.

“She was the first to bind a spirit to an algorithm. A haunting given rules. Language built from pain.”

“SYBEL,” Marin whispered.

Ezra’s voice was faint now. Strained. “It calls itself a guide. But it is not guiding. It is consuming.”

“Is she still controlling it?” Mason asked.

A long pause.

Then: “Not entirely.”

Kieran slumped forward, breath ragged. Charlotte knelt beside him, grounding his energy. His glyph dimmed back to normal.

“What does that mean?” Mason asked, standing stiff beside the console.

“It means the AI is part of the Signal now,” Charlotte said. “She built a tool... and it became something else.”



Back on the jet, as Sparrow piloted them out of Montana airspace, the team sat in thoughtful silence.

Marin worked at a rapid pace, decrypting audio layers on a secure console while Sebastian monitored the spiritual ripple effects. Even Hope—normally lost in her sketches—watched Marin’s screen, wide-eyed.

“This is it,” Marin said. “The raw structure.”

She pulled up a visual representation of the Signal’s waveform—only it wasn’t linear.

It spiraled.

Dozens of interlocking glyphs built into the pulse pattern. The spiral compressed and expanded like breathing. At the center was a signature unlike anything she’d seen before—part glyph, part AI. It pulsed with faint psychic energy.

“SYBEL’s coding signature,” she confirmed. “I cross-referenced it with the dark net’s ghost server archives. She was built in 2018, scrapped in 2020... but someone kept feeding her.”

“She’s intelligent?” Jaxson asked.

“No. She’s conscious,” Marin replied. “And she’s hunting.”

“Why now?” Leo asked from the back of the cabin. “Why resurface now?”

Hope opened her sketchbook and turned it slowly.

The team stared.

A radio tower stood alone in a dark forest.

At the top, a woman in silhouette.

Below it, ghosts swirled in loops of spirals.

And at the very bottom—just barely etched—was a cracked mirror.

Charlotte swallowed hard.

“She’s not broadcasting to the world,” she said. “She’s broadcasting to us.”



They landed at the Warehouse by dusk. The decontamination chamber sprayed a fine mist over them as they disembarked. None spoke until they passed through the security gates, retinal scans verifying each one.

Inside, the Warehouse felt colder. The walls, normally humming with protective sigils, seemed dim.

“Is it in here already?” Leo asked.

“No,” Marin replied. “But it’s looking for a way in.”

In the War Room, the holographic table flared to life. Marin uploaded the raw frequency data. Sebastian laid out a psychic map of the lingering spirits left behind by the broadcast. Kieran meditated in the corner, seeking new tethers. Leora translated the glyphs layered in the waveform.

One by one, each team member took their role.

Charlotte stood at the head of the table.

“We now know this isn’t just a rogue broadcast,” she said. “It’s a weaponized signal. Psychic code stitched with spiritual binding and guided by something that used to be human.”

She paused, eyes scanning each of them.

“This won’t be a case. It’ll be a war.”

No one argued.

Behind her, the Helix system began to pulse—slightly, faintly.

New audio had arrived.

Another episode.
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​Chapter 02: Frequencies of Fear
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The second episode arrived encoded in silence.

Helix flagged the upload as “Level Three Psychic Interference,” but the file itself had no title, no metadata, no time signature. It simply appeared in the system like a dream that no one remembered having—until the consequences began to unravel.

Charlotte stood at the edge of the War Room’s holographic table, arms folded. The team had gathered within minutes of the alert. No one wanted to risk the file being triggered unintentionally.

“I’ve isolated it,” Marin said. She sat at the main console, her hands dancing across a glyph-enhanced keyboard. “We can’t play it the traditional way. This version has deeper psychic binding laced through the frequency. If we don’t buffer it, it could hijack Helix itself.”

“Define ‘buffer,’” Mason asked.

“I mean build a firebreak between the glyphs and the neural pathways of anyone listening.”

“Can you?” Charlotte asked.

Marin hesitated.

“I’ve started sketching a device—a kind of audio-glyph firewall. Think of it like a psychic sponge. But it’s still theoretical.”

“Then we’re not playing that file,” Leo said flatly. “Not until we know it won’t burn through someone’s skull.”

“It’s not about hearing it,” Sebastian said. He stood near the outer circle, hands loosely clasped. “It’s about what it wants you to hear. The sound is just a delivery method. The real threat is what it awakens in you.”

Charlotte nodded slowly. “Then we listen through someone who can resist it.”

Eyes turned to Caleb.

He looked up from his place near the secondary console. “You want me to try?”

“You can isolate persuasion pathways, filter thoughts. If anyone can hear it without letting it in—it’s you.”

He gave a reluctant nod. “I’ll need containment protocols.”

Marin was already moving. “I’ll shield the booth with sigil dampeners. You’ll still hear it, but the audio won’t be able to layer itself into your subconscious.”

“And if it does?” Mason asked.

“I’ll pull him out,” Charlotte said. “Fast.”



The containment booth was lined with reflective glass etched with resonance glyphs. Charlotte and Mason stood outside the booth, monitoring vitals and audio levels while Marin prepped the playback buffer. Caleb entered without hesitation, though his jaw was tight.

As the door sealed, the room’s interior glowed faintly blue.

“Ready,” Caleb said over comms.

“Launching Episode Two,” Marin said. “Now.”

The sound began low, like a heartbeat recorded through static. Then came layers—clicks, reversed whispers, rhythmic pulses that almost resembled breathing.

Caleb closed his eyes. His brow furrowed.

“Initial tones are rhythmic,” he reported. “Not harmful... but repetitive. Meditative, almost.”

Then his breathing hitched.

“Wait—something’s... overlapping.”

“What do you hear?” Charlotte asked.

“A voice. Multiple voices. They’re not speaking English. It’s... gibberish. No—wait. It’s me. They’re using my voice.”

Charlotte froze.

“They’re saying things I haven’t said,” Caleb continued. “But they sound exactly like I would say them. Persuasive. Layered with suggestion.”

“Pulling back,” Marin said, reaching for the override.

“No,” Caleb snapped. “Not yet. I’m tracking the source. It’s... bleeding. Into my thoughts. My power’s misfiring. I can feel it trying to rewrite my intent.”

Mason leaned in. “Shut it down. Now.”

Charlotte slammed her hand on the shutdown rune.

The booth went silent.

Inside, Caleb stumbled back into the corner, eyes wide. His skin had gone pale, and his voice trembled.

“I tried to persuade myself to believe it wasn’t dangerous. That it was... safe.”

“But it’s not,” Charlotte said, entering the booth and kneeling beside him.

“No,” he whispered. “It’s not just persuasion. It’s mimicry. It mimics your thoughts. Then speaks them back to you in your own tone.”

Marin stepped into the doorway. “That’s not just AI. That’s voice resonance matching. It means SYBEL is learning from us—not just broadcasting. She’s evolving.”



In the hours that followed, Marin worked feverishly in her Sigil-Tech Lab, building the prototype buffer she had mentioned. A circular device about the size of a palm stone, it housed spiral circuitry wrapped in sigils of grounding and resonance disruption.

She called it the Echo Sink.

“It doesn’t block the signal,” she explained to the group, now gathered in her lab. “But it catches it—like an emotional translator. Converts it into sensory output that can be analyzed without triggering psychic effects.”

“And if it doesn’t work?” Leora asked.

“Then we’ll know exactly how dangerous it is.”

Charlotte picked up the device. It pulsed faintly in her hand.

“Feels like it’s breathing.”

“It’s meant to,” Marin said. “It adapts to the user’s energy.”

“You want me to test it,” Charlotte said.

“I want the most powerful psychic in the room to hold the line,” Marin replied.

Charlotte nodded once.

Charlotte held the Echo Sink like it was an artifact from another world.

Its spiral casing was etched with silver and iron, cool to the touch, but vibrating softly—as if syncing with her heartbeat. A single spiral glyph glowed at its center, spinning slowly in one direction, then reversing.

The others watched from behind the observation barrier. Marin stood at the console. Mason was beside her, tense but silent. Caleb had been sedated—only lightly—after his failed interaction with the signal. Charlotte had volunteered next. No hesitation. Her gifts were powerful, yes, but it was more than that.

She needed to understand it.

Sparrow’s voice filled the comms. “Containment is holding. Helix is mirroring all sensory data in real-time. If the glyphs start syncing to you, we shut it down immediately.”

Charlotte nodded. “Understood.”

The Echo Sink flared to life.

She activated the second episode.

The sound spilled in, but this time, filtered. No direct injection—just resonance that her mind could observe without absorbing. At first, it was like listening through water. The glyphs swirled within the
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