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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”

OR

“The Clairvoyant Files by 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 War Room at Helix Hollow was already alive when the anomaly arrived.

Light rippled across the subterranean chamber in disciplined waves, the holographic table at its center breathing with layered data—satellite feeds, atmospheric readings, psychic resonance maps—each held in perfect suspension by Marin Vale’s systems. The air carried a faint hum, the kind that settled into bone rather than ear, a constant reminder that the room existed half a step outside the ordinary world.

All seventeen members of the Circle stood around the table.

Some leaned in. Others stood back, arms folded, eyes narrowed. No one spoke.

Charlotte Reigns felt it first.

Not a sound. Not a sight. A taste—metallic and old, like rain that had soaked into rust and never dried. Her jaw tightened as the sensation bloomed across her senses, uninvited and unmistakable.

“This isn’t spatial,” she said quietly.

Marin’s fingers froze above the holo-interface. “Say that again.”

Charlotte didn’t look away from the table. “Whatever this is, it isn’t anchored to place.”

A thin line of amber light flickered across the projection. Then another. Concentric distortions folded inward, as if the room were watching something try—and fail—to exist inside the present.

Sebastian Ryss inhaled slowly, grounding himself as the resonance pressed against him. “It’s layered,” he murmured. “Like fingerprints stacked on top of each other. Same motion. Different moments.”

Leo Mbeki shifted his stance, subtle but deliberate, reinforcing the psychic shielding that wrapped the War Room. “That shouldn’t be possible.”

Marin exhaled through her nose, already pulling telemetry apart and reassembling it in real time. “It isn’t. Not by any model we’ve ever logged.”

The table reacted to her touch, the projection sharpening as new parameters came online. A three-dimensional rendering formed—an abstract silhouette at first, then something more precise. A crime scene. Sterile. Modern. White tile, stainless steel, clean lines.

And beneath it all, a second image bled through.

Dark wood. Low light. Ornate detailing choked by shadow.

Two rooms. One space.

Mason Ward stepped forward.

The movement was subtle, but the shift in gravity was immediate. Conversations stilled. Even the hum of the systems seemed to lower, as if the room itself recognized command.

“I got the call at 02:14,” Mason said.

His voice was steady, controlled—the kind that carried authority without demanding it. He rested both hands on the edge of the table, eyes scanning the projections without needing to ask for clarification.

“Former contact,” he continued. “Still on the force. Chicago.”

Sparrow chose that moment to arrive.

The lights dimmed a fraction, then fractured as a shape unfolded above the table. Feathers formed and dissolved, white lines sketching a bird in mid-flight before collapsing inward. The sparrow elongated, wings becoming arms, talons smoothing into fingers. A human silhouette snapped into focus, standing casually atop the hologram as if gravity were optional.

Sparrow smiled. “Federal data stream confirmed. Restricted access. Suppression flags active.”

Marin didn’t look up. “You’re late.”

“I’m dramatic,” Sparrow replied lightly. “And this deserved an entrance.”

Mason didn’t react. He never did. “What do we know?”

“Officially?” Sparrow tilted her head. “One homicide. Male victim. Thirty-eight. No priors. Found in a renovated townhouse on the Near North Side. Cause of death: exsanguination following blunt-force trauma.”

“And unofficially,” Mason said.

Sparrow’s expression shifted. Not concern. Calculation. “The blood doesn’t match the time it was spilled.”

A ripple passed through the Circle.

Ayla Khoury’s brow furrowed as she stepped closer to the table, fingertips hovering just above the projection. “That’s not metaphorical, is it.”

“No,” Sparrow said. “It’s forensic.”

Marin flicked her wrist. Data cascaded upward—charts, scans, overlays—each snapping into alignment with surgical precision. “Coagulation rates are wrong,” she said, her voice calm but sharp. “Chemical markers consistent with early twentieth-century preservatives. Trace particulates that haven’t been manufactured since before World War II.”

Leora Hale’s eyes widened. “That would place—”

“—the blood,” Marin finished, “in the 1920s.”

Silence hit like a held breath.

Charlotte swallowed as the metallic taste intensified, blooming into something thicker, heavier. “It remembers,” she said before she could stop herself.

Caleb turned toward her. “The blood?”

“The moment,” Charlotte replied. “The violence. It hasn’t... let go.”

Sebastian closed his eyes, grounding deeper. “There’s a psychometric echo embedded in the scene. Not residual. Active.”

Mason straightened. “Walk me through why this landed on my phone.”

Sparrow raised a hand, and a new layer slid into view—black-and-white photographs, grainy and timeworn. Police reports. Yellowed documents stamped CLOSED without resolution.

“Cold cases,” Sparrow said. “Chicago PD archives. Same trauma patterns. Same spatial layout. Same... intent.”

Jaxson Dane leaned forward, eyes tracking the data with predatory focus. “Victims connected?”

“By blood,” Sparrow answered.

Hope Reigns hadn’t realized she was sketching until the pencil snapped.

She blinked, looking down at her hands. Charcoal smudged her fingers. The pad she carried everywhere—habit more than choice—was open, filled with overlapping lines she didn’t remember drawing.

Faces.

Not one face. Many. Variations of the same bone structure, the same eyes, repeating with subtle differences. Generations apart.

She swallowed hard.

Mason noticed. He always did. “Hope.”

She looked up, meeting his gaze. “They’re not separate,” she said quietly. “They’re... continuations.”

Orion Vale shifted, spatial awareness brushing against the projection. “The distortion isn’t just temporal,” he said. “It’s anchored. Something is stabilizing the overlap.”

“An object?” Leo asked.

“Or a location,” Orion replied.

Marin nodded slowly. “Or a process.”

A low-frequency vibration rolled through the table, the hologram responding to a new data packet. Sparrow glanced aside, eyes unfocusing for a fraction of a second as she interfaced directly with the Helix mainframe.

“More files incoming,” she said. “FBI Behavioral Analysis Unit. Cold Case Task Force. They don’t know what they’re looking at—but they know it doesn’t belong to them.”

Mason’s jaw tightened. “They didn’t call the Circle.”

“No,” Sparrow said. “They called you.”

The room shifted again—not in sound or light, but in intent.

Mason drew a breath. “The detective who reached out—his name is Daniel Mercer. We worked together before I left the force. He doesn’t spook easily.”

“What did he say?” Charlotte asked.

Mason’s gaze returned to the table, to the overlapping rooms, the blood that refused to stay in its own time. “He said the past was showing up at his crime scenes.”

A pause.

“He said it was killing people.”

The War Room seemed to contract around them, the hum deepening as if the systems themselves were bracing.

Marin’s fingers danced across the interface, isolating the resonance spike. “This echo isn’t degrading,” she said. “It’s maintaining coherence.”

Sebastian opened his eyes. “Because it’s being carried.”

Kieran Miller felt the glyphs beneath his skin stir in response, a quiet warning pulsing through his chest. “Through lineage,” he said.

Ezra’s presence brushed the edge of his awareness—no words, just a weight of knowing.

Ayla’s voice was steady but grim. “If this is what it feels like at the surface, then whatever’s underneath has been feeding for a long time.”

Mason straightened fully now, shoulders squared. “Then we don’t wait for another body.”

The hologram shifted again as Marin expanded the projection outward—family trees blooming like fractured constellations, lines connecting names across decades. Dates flickered. Births. Deaths. Gaps where records ended abruptly.

“This isn’t a haunting,” Marin said. “It’s inheritance.”

Sparrow’s form shimmered, momentarily destabilizing before resolving again—this time into a different configuration. Her features softened, clothing reshaping into something unremarkable, forgettable. A person who would pass without comment in a crowd.

“Which means,” Sparrow said, testing the new form, “we’ll need eyes where ghosts don’t belong.”

Selene Ashcroft smiled faintly, illusion already coiling at the edges of her awareness. “Then let’s make sure we’re never where they expect us to be.”

Mason looked around the circle—at the faces he trusted, the quiet readiness, the unspoken understanding that this wasn’t just another case.

“This ends clean,” he said. “For the living and the dead.”

The War Room pulsed once, sharply, as if in agreement.

Somewhere in Chicago, a bloodline stirred.

The War Room did not release its tension after Mason spoke. If anything, it tightened.

Marin adjusted the holographic scale, expanding the family trees until they filled the air above the table. Names drifted like constellations, some glowing brighter than others as Sparrow flagged them with probability markers and suppressed federal annotations.

“These aren’t random,” Marin said. “Every branch that terminates violently does so within a narrow age range. Mid-thirties to early forties. That consistency holds across decades.”

Caleb stepped closer, eyes narrowing as he studied the data. “That suggests selection. Psychological or biological.”

“Or readiness,” Sebastian added. He didn’t touch the table. He didn’t need to. “The echo intensifies around moments of transition—stress, illness, isolation. The kind of psychological thinning that makes a person... permeable.”

Ayla’s fingers brushed the edge of the projection, her expression tightening. “There’s elemental imbalance at every flagged site. Air feels stale. Water signatures are disrupted. Fire residue lingers long after ignition sources are removed.”

Leo glanced toward Mason. “If this thing can move through bloodlines, containment gets complicated.”

Mason nodded once. “Which is why we don’t treat this like a manhunt.”

Sparrow shifted again, her form thinning, elongating—clothing collapsing into sleek geometry as limbs reconfigured with mechanical grace. The human silhouette flattened, folding inward until a compact drone hovered above the table, lenses irising open.

“Chicago PD has a perimeter on the latest scene,” Sparrow said, voice now neutral, precise. “Access restricted. Media blackout in effect. Mercer is holding the line, but pressure is building.”

Jaxson’s gaze tracked the drone instinctively. “Emotional residue?”

“Dense,” Sparrow replied. “Fear layered with confusion. Grief without clarity.”

Hope’s pencil moved again before she noticed. This time she didn’t fight it.

Her hand sketched fast, charcoal whispering across the page. A staircase. Ornate railing. A shadow stretched too long across the steps, its edges blurred as if it belonged to more than one light source.

She inhaled sharply and stopped herself.

“Hope,” Charlotte said gently.

Hope looked up, eyes unfocused. “The house is... listening.”

Orion turned toward her. “A location that accumulates memory,” he said. “If it’s been anchoring this process, it would explain the stability.”

Leora’s voice was quiet but certain. “During Prohibition, private estates were often used for ritual gatherings. Secrecy was easy to maintain. Records were... flexible.”

Marin rotated the projection, isolating a single address. The modern townhouse dissolved, replaced by an earlier structure beneath it—same footprint, different skin.

“There,” Marin said. “The estate predates the current build. Renovations preserved the internal layout almost exactly.”

Leo’s jaw tightened. “Someone wanted it that way.”

Kieran felt the glyphs along his arms warm, a subtle pressure beneath the skin. “Dormant sigils don’t stay dormant for a century unless they’re being fed.”

Ezra’s presence brushed closer now, heavier, like a hand on his shoulder. Not warning. Recognition.

Caleb folded his arms. “If the antagonist believes this is inheritance, then every descendant isn’t just a victim—they’re a potential continuation.”

Mason’s gaze hardened. “Which means our priority is prevention.”

Sparrow’s drone pivoted, projecting a new overlay—real-time surveillance feeds, thermal imaging, predictive modeling. “There are three living descendants within a fifty-mile radius who match the profile.”

Ayla’s breath caught. “That’s not coincidence.”

“No,” Sparrow said. “It’s convergence.”

Marin pulled up schematics of the townhouse, her voice steady despite the tension tightening her shoulders. “I can build a resonance isolator. Something that separates overlapping temporal signatures long enough for us to intervene.”

“How long?” Mason asked.

Marin met his eyes. “Long enough to make a choice.”

Silence settled again, heavier this time.

Charlotte closed her eyes briefly, letting the sensations wash through her without resistance. The metallic taste dulled, replaced by something colder. Older. A certainty that pressed against her spine.

“He doesn’t think he’s wrong,” she said.

Selene’s smile was thin. “They never do.”

Levi shifted near the edge of the room, already thinking through routes, access points, quiet retrievals. “Artifacts tied to bloodlines don’t usually stay in one place.”

“They won’t,” Sparrow agreed. “I’ve flagged auction records, private collections, estate vaults.”

Mason straightened, decision settling into place with practiced ease. “We split.”

No one questioned it.

“Local recon stays light,” Mason continued. “No disruptions. Sparrow, you stay mobile—blend, observe, adapt.”

Sparrow’s drone folded back into a human form, features rearranging into someone utterly forgettable. “Already forgettable,” she said pleasantly.

“Orion,” Mason said, “map the estate’s spatial integrity. I don’t want surprises.”

Orion nodded once.

“Charlotte,” Mason continued, “you and Sebastian anchor the echo. I want constant readouts.”

Charlotte inclined her head. “We’ll know if it shifts.”

“Ayla,” Mason said, “be ready to stabilize anyone we extract.”

Ayla’s expression softened with resolve. “I won’t let them break.”

“Everyone else,” Mason finished, “we move like this thing doesn’t know we exist.”

The War Room responded as Marin locked the plan into Helix’s systems. Pathways illuminated. Contingencies nested cleanly into place.

Somewhere beneath the data, the echo pulsed—aware now, agitated.

Hope stared at her sketch again. The shadow on the staircase had grown teeth.

She closed the pad gently, grounding herself. Not yet. Not like that.

Mason caught her eye. “You’re with us,” he said.

She nodded.

Outside the reinforced walls of Helix Hollow, the city slept on, unaware that a century-old sin was stretching toward its next breath.

And the Circle was already moving.

The transition from strategy to motion happened without ceremony.

That was how the Circle always worked—no speeches, no dramatic pauses. Decisions, once made, translated into action with practiced efficiency. The War Room lights shifted subtly as Helix Hollow reconfigured around them, systems prioritizing outbound operations while maintaining full internal shielding.

Marin’s holographic table collapsed inward, the layered projections compressing into a single, stabilized model that hovered just above the surface. She studied it for a final second, eyes sharp, mind already iterating through contingencies.

“The echo’s reacting,” she said quietly.

Sebastian felt it at the same moment. A tightening. A subtle recoil, like a muscle contracting in anticipation. “It knows it’s being observed.”

“That implies awareness,” Caleb said. “Or memory.”

“Or both,” Charlotte replied.

Mason was already moving. “We don’t give it time to adjust.”

Sparrow flickered again, her human form destabilizing as her outline thinned and reshaped. In less than a second, she compressed into something smaller, sleeker—avian proportions rendered in matte-black geometry. A mechanical sparrow perched briefly on the edge of the table, head tilting as optics recalibrated.

“Chicago airspace is cooperative,” Sparrow reported. “No unusual surveillance interference detected. I’ll stay ahead of the signal.”

Leo rolled his shoulders, reinforcing the personal field that wrapped him like a second skin. “If possession is triggered by death, then whatever this thing is—it’s patient.”

Ayla’s voice was firm. “And cruel.”

Leora gathered her tablet, already cross-referencing occult texts with the estate schematics Marin had flagged. “The doctrine Crowe followed wasn’t about survival alone. It was about continuity. Control across generations.”

“Then he won’t abandon the house,” Orion said. His perception brushed the spatial model again, mapping unseen stress points. “It’s a keystone.”

Kieran flexed his hands slowly, the faint warmth beneath his skin steady now, resolute. “If he’s been preparing for this moment, then the ritual components are already in place.”

Ezra’s presence pressed closer—no words, just a certainty that settled deep in Kieran’s chest. This was a threshold.

Hope stood slightly apart, sketchpad tucked under her arm, pencil held but still. She felt the pull to draw again—the future pressing at the edges of her awareness—but she resisted. Not yet. The outcome wasn’t fixed enough. Pushing now would only blur it.

Mason noticed her restraint and nodded once. Approval. Trust.

The War Room doors slid open without a sound, revealing the access corridor that led deeper into Helix Hollow. Beyond it, the facility stirred—subsystems awakening, transport protocols engaging.

“Marin,” Mason said as they moved, “I want that isolator ready before we breach.”

“It’ll be integrated into the mobile table,” she replied. “She’ll be temperamental, but she’ll hold.”

“Good,” Mason said. “I’d rather argue with technology than a century-old occultist.”

A faint smile tugged at Selene’s mouth. “I can help with misdirection.”

“I’m counting on it,” Mason said.

They passed through the staging area where equipment was already laid out—not weapons, not exactly, but tools calibrated for restraint, containment, and disruption. This wasn’t about force. It was about precision.

As they moved, Sparrow’s voice returned, filtered through Helix’s secure channel. “Update. Emotional resonance at the primary descendant location is spiking.”

Charlotte stopped walking.

“So soon?” Sebastian asked.

“Yes,” Sparrow replied. “Fear. Confusion. A sense of being watched.”

Caleb’s expression darkened. “That suggests psychological pressure. Grooming.”

“Or activation,” Ayla said.

Mason’s jaw set. “We accelerate.”

The Circle didn’t break stride.

Deep beneath Helix Hollow, the stealth jet came online. Its systems hummed to life, cloaking fields initializing, onboard Helix table syncing seamlessly with Marin’s latest configurations. The aircraft waited, silent and patient, as it always did.

Hope felt it then—a shift, subtle but unmistakable. The shadow from her earlier sketch flickered across her mind again, longer now, stretching toward a doorway that hadn’t been there before.

She squeezed her eyes shut, grounding herself in the present. Whatever came next hadn’t fully solidified. That meant there was still room to change it.

Good.

Sparrow’s avian form streaked ahead through the access corridor, a blur of motion and intent. “One more thing,” she said. “Crowe’s pattern suggests he doesn’t flee confrontation.”

Mason stepped onto the lift platform, the rest of the Circle forming around him as it descended toward the hangar. “Then he won’t see us coming.”

The lift doors closed, sealing them in shadow and light.

Above ground, in a quiet Chicago neighborhood, a man stood alone in a renovated townhouse, staring at his reflection in a darkened window. He didn’t know why his heart was racing. He didn’t know why his thoughts felt crowded.

He only knew that something inside him was waking up.

And it was angry.
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The hangar lights at Helix Hollow were low and disciplined, built for stealth rather than spectacle. The private jet waited in silence behind a veil of resonance shielding that made it feel less like a machine and more like a held breath.

The Circle moved with the same calm urgency they’d carried out of the War Room. Boots hit polished concrete. Gear was checked without chatter. The kind of efficiency that came from doing the impossible often enough that the body learned not to panic.

Mason reached the base of the jet’s ramp and paused just long enough for everyone to settle into position.

“Listen up,” he said, voice steady and unforced. “We’re not going in to prove a theory. We’re going in because someone is in danger right now. Mercer is holding a perimeter, but the clock isn’t on his side.”

Charlotte watched him as he spoke. Not because she needed instructions—she didn’t—but because Mason had a way of taking chaos and turning it into something you could walk through without losing yourself.

“Primary objective,” Mason continued, “is to secure the living descendant Sparrow flagged. We do it quietly, cleanly, and we do not spook the host into doing something irreversible.”

Caleb’s gaze sharpened. “If Crowe can apply pressure remotely through dreams or symbols, the host might already be in a compromised state.”

“That’s why Ayla stays close,” Mason said.

Ayla nodded, expression firm. She didn’t need reassurance. Her hands hovered near her sides, ready for healing, ready for grounding, ready to keep someone tethered to themselves when the world tried to peel them open.

Leo looked toward Sparrow, who had returned to a human form at the ramp—unremarkable face, neutral posture, clothing that wouldn’t draw a second glance. She was the kind of person who could stand in the middle of a crowd and vanish simply by refusing to be interesting.

“You’re going ahead,” Leo said.

Sparrow’s smile was small and sharp. “I’ll be in the neighborhood before you’re wheels-up.”

“Not alone,” Mason corrected.

Sparrow’s eyes flicked toward Selene.

Selene Ashcroft stepped forward, a soft amusement behind her expression. “If anyone notices you, I can persuade their senses to disagree with themselves.”

Sparrow’s gaze warmed a fraction. “Perfect.”

They boarded.

Inside the jet, the atmosphere shifted into something sleek and contained. Matte panels, sound-dampening materials, and a faint vibrational field that kept psychic signatures from leaking outward. The forward cabin held seats arranged for rapid movement, not comfort. Toward the center, Marin’s mobile War Room setup waited—an onboard Helix table integrated into the aircraft’s systems, its surface dormant but ready to ignite into light.

Marin moved to it immediately, fingers grazing the edge like a musician checking an instrument before a performance. “Mobile table uplink ready,” she said. “I’m syncing with Helix mainframe now.”

A soft chime rolled through the cabin. The surface lit, blooming into a holographic projection that hovered between them—a stabilized model of the Chicago townhouse and the preserved estate beneath it, layered like two photographs taken decades apart and forced to share the same frame.

Orion stood near the projection, eyes half-focused as if seeing more than what was displayed. “The overlap is densest at the staircase,” he said, nodding toward the point Hope had drawn without knowing. “There’s a spatial stress signature there. Like the house is holding a seam closed.”

Hope sat with her sketchpad on her lap, pencil poised but still. She stared at the staircase overlay and felt the familiar tug—an urge to draw what might happen next. She resisted. Not because she couldn’t, but because she’d learned the cost of pushing too early. The future wasn’t clay you could shape without consequences. It was a living thing that pushed back.

She forced her focus to the present instead, letting her eyes track the details she could use. Angles. Shadows. The way the layered rooms didn’t quite align, as if time itself had an imperfect memory.

Sebastian took the seat nearest the mobile table but didn’t touch it. He didn’t need to. His hands rested on his thighs, palms open, posture grounded. He closed his eyes and listened—not with ears, but with something deeper.

The echo was still there.

It didn’t fade with distance. That was wrong.

When the Circle moved away from a psychic residue, the imprint usually thinned, like scent dispersing in air. But this resonance clung like wet cloth. It followed the data feed. It followed the bloodline. It followed intent.

Charlotte sat across from him, her gaze fixed on the projection, her senses sharp and slightly narrowed. She could taste the crime scene even here—metal and old varnish, the faint sting of bleach layered over something darker. The sensation made her stomach tighten.

“This isn’t like a normal read,” she murmured.

Sebastian opened his eyes. “No. It’s not an impression left behind.”

“It’s alive,” Charlotte said.

Caleb leaned forward. “Define alive.”

Charlotte’s jaw tightened. “Aware. Hungry. It reacts to attention.”

Marin’s fingers moved, isolating one section of the overlay. “That aligns with the coherence I’m measuring,” she said. “This echo isn’t decaying. It’s maintaining structure. Something is feeding it.”

Ayla’s voice was quiet but certain. “Blood.”

Leora sat beside her, scrolling through translated passages she’d pulled from Helix archives. “There are doctrines that treat family lineage as a sacred river,” she said. “A continuity. A channel. If you can anchor a consciousness into that channel—”

“You don’t need the same body,” Mason finished.

Leora nodded. “Just the same river.”

A low shift ran through the jet as it began to taxi inside the concealed launch corridor that connected to the surface exit. The motion was smooth enough that only someone paying attention would feel it.

Mason was paying attention.

“Travel callout,” he said, more for clarity than instruction. “We’re airborne in thirty seconds. Destination: Chicago.”

Sparrow’s voice came through the cabin speakers, already remote. “I’m leaving Helix Hollow now.”

The image on the mobile table adjusted as Marin split the display. One panel maintained the Chicago overlay. Another showed a live feed—two black tactical SUVs in the Helix Hollow motor corridor, engines silent, systems active.

Mason glanced at Marin. “SUVs?”

Marin nodded. “Jet’s going long-distance. SUVs will be deployed once we land if we need local mobility. I’m positioning one in the jet’s rear hangar.”

The jet’s systems responded with a soft vibration, the rear cargo bay shifting to accommodate the SUV without a clank or squeal. Everything in Helix Hollow was designed to move like it was ashamed of sound.

The aircraft lifted.

It didn’t roar. It didn’t announce itself. It slid upward into the night, cloaking systems engaging as it cleared Houston airspace and angled north. Outside the windows, city lights thinned into scattered constellations, then fell away entirely.

Onboard, the mobile War Room stayed bright.

Sparrow’s signal shifted again, her perspective now streaming through a moving point of view as she traveled. Her form—human now—walked through an unremarkable neighborhood street under streetlights that buzzed faintly. Her presence was so ordinary it felt like camouflage.

“Mercer is two blocks from the townhouse,” Sparrow reported. “He’s waiting on a go signal he can explain to his superiors without sounding insane.”

Mason’s expression remained calm, but the air around him tightened with purpose. “Keep him steady.”

“I will,” Sparrow said. “But the house is doing something.”

Marin’s hands froze for half a beat. “Define something.”

Sparrow slowed, head turning slightly as if listening to a sound no one else could hear. “It’s drawing people’s attention,” she said. “Not overtly. Subtly. Neighbors are looking toward it. Like they’ve forgotten why, but their bodies remember the direction.”

Hope’s pencil moved.

One line. Then another.

She hadn’t meant to, but the charcoal was already whispering across the page. She looked down and saw what she’d drawn: a row of houses under streetlights, and one window that wasn’t reflecting the street.

It was reflecting a different night.

A different decade.

She swallowed and forced her hand to stop, pressing the pencil to the paper hard enough to hurt.

Ayla noticed. “Hope.”

Hope looked up, eyes wide but controlled. “Something’s opening,” she said quietly. “Not a door you can see. A seam.”

Orion stepped closer to the mobile table, eyes narrowing as he watched the overlay. “The staircase signature is intensifying,” he said. “The spatial seam is tightening. Like it’s preparing to snap.”

Sebastian inhaled slowly. “He’s calling the next moment to him.”

Charlotte’s senses surged—taste, smell, a faint phantom sound of laughter behind old walls. Her skin prickled. “He knows we’re coming.”

“No,” Mason said, voice steady. “He knows someone is watching. He doesn’t know what we are yet.”

Marin’s fingers resumed motion, faster now, pulling up a live biometric profile Sparrow had acquired. The descendant-host’s vitals were elevated. Heart rate spiking. Cortisol levels rising. The body was reacting as if danger were present even when the mind couldn’t name it.

Caleb leaned in, eyes fixed on the biometric trace. “That’s not random anxiety.”

“It’s pressure,” Ayla said.

“And pressure creates openings,” Sebastian added.

Sparrow’s voice softened slightly, the closest thing she had to caution. “I’m at the block. I can see Mercer.”

“Do not engage the house alone,” Mason said.

A faint amused exhale. “I’m not reckless.”

Selene’s eyes flicked toward the cabin speakers, then toward Mason. “I can be on the ground first if you want me to jump.”

Mason shook his head once. “Stay with the team. We go in as one unit.”

The jet cut through the night. The cloaking field held. The mobile War Room stayed bright, and the anomaly—stubborn, coherent, impossible—refused to weaken with distance.

That was the most alarming thing of all.

Because it meant the echo wasn’t tied to a room.

It was tied to a line.

And somewhere in Chicago, that line was tightening like a noose.

The jet leveled off above the cloud line, its presence erased from radar, satellite, and psychic sweep alike. Inside the cabin, time compressed—not rushed, not
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