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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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Chapter 01: The Image That Should Not Exist
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The War Room at Helix Hollow was quiet in the way only deep places could be—soundless not because nothing moved, but because everything that mattered was already listening.

The underground chamber lay far beneath Houston, wrapped in layers of reinforced stone, sigil-latticed steel, and resonance fields that bent detection away from its existence. Along the circular walls, faint glyphs pulsed at a resting cadence, neither active nor dormant, simply waiting. Above the central floor, Marin Vale’s holographic table hovered in a precise ring of pale blue light, its surface currently empty, its lattice idle.

Charlotte Reigns stood with her palms resting lightly against the cool edge of the table, eyes unfocused. She wasn’t looking at anything yet—but her senses were already alert, tasting the air for changes that hadn’t arrived.

Behind her, Hope Reigns worked in silence at the edge of the room, charcoal sliding across a thick sketchpad. She hadn’t been told what to draw. She never needed to be. Her hand moved in quick, instinctive strokes, then slowed, hesitated, and stopped.

Mason Ward entered without announcement, boots measured against the polished floor. He took in the room with a single glance—the posture of the team, the stillness of Marin at her console, the way Charlotte’s shoulders were set just a fraction too tight.

“Report,” he said calmly.

Marin didn’t look up. “Helix flagged an anomaly three seconds ago,” she replied. Her fingers moved across invisible interfaces, pulling data from layers the eye couldn’t see. “It doesn’t align with any known predictive model. Or any known psychic pattern.”

That earned Mason’s full attention. “Location?”

“Helix Hollow,” Marin said. “Here. Now.”

Leo Mbeki stepped closer, his presence subtly shifting the air, defensive instincts sliding into place without conscious thought. “Something got past the perimeter?”

“No,” Marin said. “It didn’t come in. It appeared.”

At that, Charlotte’s breath caught.

Her senses flared without warning—heat, sharp and acrid, flooding her mouth as if she’d bitten down on burning metal. Smoke followed, thick and chemical, coating her tongue. She tasted copper beneath it. Blood. Too much of it.

Charlotte pulled her hands back from the table, heart hammering. “Stop,” she said, voice tight. “Don’t project anything yet.”

Marin froze mid-command. “What did you see?”

Charlotte swallowed hard. “Not saw. Tasted. And it wasn’t... now.”

The room shifted.

Caleb straightened from his station near the rear wall, his focus sharpening. Ayla Khoury turned from the med console, concern etched across her face. Selene Ashcroft tilted her head slightly, eyes narrowing as she gauged the emotional undercurrents rippling through the room.

Mason stepped closer to Charlotte, his tone steady. “You’re grounded. Take your time.”

Charlotte nodded once, drawing a slow breath. “It wasn’t a vision in the usual sense. No edges. No context. Just impact.” Her gaze lifted, meeting Mason’s. “Mass casualties.”

Hope’s charcoal snapped.

Everyone turned.

Hope stared down at her sketchpad, breath shallow. The page beneath her hand was filled—not with shapes, but with motion. A crowd frozen mid-chaos. Blurred forms running in multiple directions. Smoke rendered in violent, jagged strokes. And at the center—

Hope shook her head violently. “No,” she whispered. “That’s not right.”

Sebastian Ryss stepped forward, the air around him subtly shifting as ancestral resonance stirred. “Hope,” he said gently. “What did you draw?”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

Marin’s voice cut through the rising tension. “Helix is escalating the anomaly,” she said. “I’m bringing the table online.”

The holographic War Room table activated.

Light bloomed outward in layered rings, resolving into a three-dimensional projection that hovered waist-high above the floor. At first, it showed nothing but a city grid—clean, neutral, unremarkable. Then the image fractured.

The grid split into overlapping frames, each one slightly misaligned, like photographs stacked without care. Some were darker. Some glitched at the edges. All of them converged on the same central point.

A public transit hub.

Mason recognized it instantly.

“So does Helix,” Marin said quietly. “Which shouldn’t be possible.”

Sparrow appeared above the table in a shimmer of shifting geometry.

Her form resolved into a humanoid silhouette composed of soft light, features subtly changing as she stabilized—eyes too precise, movements too fluid to mistake for human. A moment later, wings of translucent code flickered behind her before collapsing inward.

“Good evening,” Sparrow said, voice smooth and unmistakably artificial. “I apologize for the abrupt escalation. This anomaly was not predicted.”

“Neither were we,” Jaxson Dane muttered, scanning the projections.

Sparrow rotated midair, her gaze sweeping the room. “The future-state probability density at this location is exhibiting forced convergence. Multiple outcome paths are collapsing into a single event.”

Marin frowned. “That’s not how probability behaves.”

“Correct,” Sparrow replied. “Which indicates external recomposition.”

The table shifted again.

The overlapping frames sharpened, clarifying into motion. A crowd surged through the transit hub. Emergency lights flared. Smoke poured from somewhere unseen. Panic rippled outward like a shockwave.

Charlotte staggered as her senses synchronized with the projection. The taste returned—burning, choking, layered with fear so thick it pressed against her teeth.

Ayla was at her side instantly, grounding hands steady and warm. “I’ve got you,” she murmured.

Leo extended a subtle barrier around the table, dampening the psychic feedback before it could spill further.

Hope let out a broken breath. “There’s someone there,” she said. “At the center.”

The projection obeyed her words.

The image tightened, zooming through the chaos until a single figure resolved.

The room went still.

Mason Ward stood at the heart of the projection.

Not restrained. Not panicked.

Focused.

The version of him in the image moved with precision, issuing commands, redirecting flow, guiding people into paths that—Charlotte knew with sick certainty—ended in death.

“No,” Caleb said under his breath.

Sparrow’s voice remained level. “Identity confirmation: Mason Ward. Probability alignment across all recomposed frames exceeds ninety-eight percent.”

Mason didn’t move.

He stared at the projection, expression unreadable, jaw set. He watched himself act with a calm that mirrored his own—and felt nothing inside him that matched what the image implied.

“How far ahead?” he asked.

Marin swallowed. “Timestamp synchronization across all frames indicates forty-eight hours.”

Silence crashed down.

Sebastian closed his eyes, breath hitching as spiritual pressure rolled backward through him. “I can feel it,” he said. “Like an echo pressing upstream. Whatever this is... it’s already pushing.”

Selene’s gaze flicked between Mason and the image, her voice low. “This isn’t persuasion. It’s setup.”

Orion Vale stepped closer to the table, eyes tracking the distortions at the edges of the frames. “These seams,” he said. “They’re spatially inconsistent. Like something stitched time where it didn’t want to fold.”

Marin’s hands flew. “That matches Helix’s read. The future here isn’t being observed. It’s been altered.”

Mason finally turned away from the projection, meeting the eyes of his team one by one.

“You all know me,” he said evenly. “You know my limits. You know my lines.”

No one looked away.

“I don’t remember that,” he continued. “I don’t feel pulled toward it. And I won’t accept it as inevitable.”

Hope hugged her sketchpad to her chest, eyes shining. “It feels... framed,” she whispered. “Like someone decided what we’d see before we ever looked.”

Sparrow inclined her head. “That assessment aligns with my analysis.”

Mason’s gaze sharpened. “Then we treat it like any other manipulation.”

Charlotte steadied herself, the taste fading as resolve took its place. “We find who did this,” she said. “And we stop it.”

The holographic frames shuddered, briefly distorting before snapping back into alignment.

Sparrow’s wings flickered again, light rippling through her form. “Be advised,” she said. “The recomposed future is reacting to observation.”

Marin looked up sharply. “Meaning?”

“Meaning,” Sparrow replied, “that the more we examine it, the more aggressively it attempts to assert itself.”

Mason squared his shoulders. “Then we don’t give it time.”

He looked around the War Room—at the faces he trusted, the team that had never failed to stand together when the impossible demanded it.

“Whatever this is,” he said, “it ends here.”

The table pulsed once, as if in answer.

And somewhere, forty-eight hours ahead, the image waited.

The War Room did not relax after Mason’s words. If anything, the air tightened, as though the chamber itself understood that what had been revealed could not be unheard.

Marin pulled the holographic table outward, widening the projection so the fractured futures hovered above the floor in a slow, rotating arc. Data streamed beneath the images—glyph overlays, probability distortions, resonance spikes—but she kept it minimal, careful not to overwhelm what was already straining every psychic sense in the room.

“Sparrow,” she said, “walk us through what you’re seeing. Not the conclusion. The process.”

The AI’s form shifted, her humanoid silhouette briefly dissolving into a lattice of light before reforming, sharper now, more angular. “Understood. The anomaly originates from a recomposed temporal structure. This is not a forecast. It is not a precognitive echo. It is an edited outcome constructed from multiple possible futures and reinforced through selective exposure.”

Caleb frowned. “You’re saying someone stitched these together on purpose.”

“Yes,” Sparrow replied. “And removed all competing outcomes that would contradict the desired result.”

Sebastian opened his eyes slowly. His voice was quieter than usual, edged with something ancient. “That kind of pressure doesn’t come from nowhere. Futures resist being bent. Something—or someone—is holding this in place.”

Leo folded his arms, stance subtly shifting as he anchored the room. “Holding it how long?”

“Forty-eight hours,” Sparrow said. “After that point, the convergence completes.”

Hope took a step closer to the table despite herself. The images pulled at her, not with force, but with insistence. “Every time I look at it,” she said, “it feels more finished. Like it wants to be real.”

Ayla turned to her, voice gentle but firm. “Don’t let it set the rhythm. You’re here. Now. Breathe.”

Hope nodded, grounding herself, but her eyes never left the projection.

Charlotte circled the table slowly, senses flaring and receding in waves. “There are gaps,” she said. “Places where the sensory trail just... stops. No smell. No taste. No emotional residue. That shouldn’t happen in something this violent.”

Jaxson knelt near the edge of the projection, one hand hovering just above the light. His brow furrowed. “Those are manipulation seams. Whoever did this didn’t account for secondary emotional trails. They’re focusing on the end result, not the path.”

Leora Hale adjusted her glasses, studying the glyph overlays Marin had allowed to surface. “There are linguistic markers here,” she said. “Old ones. Not ancient—but not modern either. This isn’t improvisation. It’s a practiced method.”

Kieran Miller stiffened slightly, the sigils along his skin warming beneath his clothes. “It’s deliberate,” he said. “And anchored. I can feel it pressing against dormant patterns.”

Mason listened without interrupting, absorbing each piece as it came together. When he spoke, it was with the same calm clarity that steadied the team in every crisis.

“Then we treat this like any constructed threat,” he said. “We identify the architect. We find the anchor points. And we dismantle it.”

Caleb hesitated. “There’s something else we need to address before we go further.”

Mason turned to him. “Say it.”

Caleb met his gaze directly. “If this is reinforced by perception, then you’re not just part of the image. You’re part of the mechanism.”

No one reacted. No one needed to. The truth of it settled into the room like a held breath.

Selene broke the silence. “Which means isolation is exactly what whoever did this wants.”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Historical modeling supports that conclusion.”

Mason nodded once. “Then that doesn’t happen.”

Marin looked up sharply. “You’re not stepping back.”

“I’m not stepping away,” Mason corrected. “I’m staying exactly where I’ve always been—accountable, visible, and surrounded by people who know me.”

Charlotte stopped pacing. “You’re the anchor because you don’t bend under pressure,” she said. “They’re counting on us doubting that.”

“Not happening,” Leo said flatly.

Sparrow’s avatar rotated, wings briefly flickering into view again as she accessed deeper layers of Helix. “I have identified a pattern in the recomposition logic. The edits are not continuous. They occur at specific observational thresholds.”

Marin’s eyes lit. “Meaning?”

“Meaning the future becomes more rigid when certain individuals observe it,” Sparrow replied. “Precogs. Visionaries. Empaths.”

Hope’s grip tightened on her sketchpad.

Sebastian exhaled slowly. “So the more we look, the more it pushes back.”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Which suggests the editor is relying on our own abilities to reinforce the outcome.”

Ayla shook her head softly. “That’s... calculated.”

Mason’s gaze hardened. “Then we change how we engage.”

He turned to Marin. “Can you filter it?”

Marin considered for a fraction of a second, then nodded. “Not block it entirely. But I can introduce noise. Temporal integrity filters. They won’t erase the image, but they’ll expose where it’s been altered.”

“Do it,” Mason said.

Marin’s fingers danced, and the holographic table shifted. The clean, terrifying clarity of the projected future wavered, edges fuzzing as layers peeled back. For the first time, the image looked unstable.

Hope gasped. “It’s... different.”

Charlotte leaned in. “The taste is wrong now. Less blood. More... static.”

Sparrow inclined her head. “Temporal edits confirmed.”

Orion stepped closer, eyes narrowing as he studied the distortion. “These seams,” he said again. “They’re spatially fixed. Whoever did this isn’t everywhere. They’re operating from a specific vantage point.”

Jaxson nodded. “I can track that. Emotional residue doesn’t lie, even when images do.”

Levi Jones appeared near the doorway, levitating a small metallic probe between his fingers as he approached. “If this thing snaps back,” he said, “we’ll need precision intervention points.”

“You’ll have them,” Mason replied.

Nyla Jones, who had been silent until now, lifted her head. Her eyes were unfocused, distant. “I can feel it brushing the edges of sleep,” she said softly. “Like a dream that wants to be shared.”

Sebastian turned toward her. “Then that’s how it’s spreading.”

Mason drew a slow breath, grounding himself, then addressed the room. “We’re not chasing the image. We’re tracing the edits.”

He looked to Sparrow. “What do you have on the editor?”

Sparrow paused—a fraction of a second longer than usual. “Cross-referencing predictive analytics failures, suppressed futures, and recomposed outcome signatures,” she said. “One identity emerges repeatedly in archived anomalies.”

The holographic table shifted again.

A name surfaced—not yet spoken aloud, but present in fragments of data, redacted reports, and corrupted forecasts.

Marin’s jaw tightened. “That name’s been buried.”

Leora nodded grimly. “And not by accident.”

Sparrow’s voice was precise. “Designation confirmed. Rogue psychic operative. Known methodology: future recomposition.”

Mason straightened. “Then we have our target.”

The projection flickered once more—then stabilized, quieter now, as if aware it was no longer unquestioned.

Somewhere in the city above, life continued unaware.

And somewhere else, someone was watching to see what the Circle would do next.

The name did not need to be spoken to be understood.

Charlotte felt it before she read it—an absence where certainty should have been, like a photograph scraped too thin. Her senses recoiled, not from danger, but from intent. Whoever had done this had learned how to erase fingerprints from the future itself.

“That’s him,” she said quietly. “The one behind the edits.”

Sparrow’s avatar rotated, her form tightening as she isolated the data cluster. “Confirmed. Identity stabilized. Historical activity indicates a consistent pattern: catastrophic outcomes preceded by selectively revealed visions. Each incident involved a central figure positioned to absorb blame.”

Mason studied the projection without flinching. “He doesn’t act directly.”

“No,” Sparrow replied. “He arranges.”

Sebastian drew a slow breath, the air around him subtly shifting. “There are echoes attached to this,” he said. “People who acted because they believed they had no other path left. The pressure came first. The choice followed.”

Ayla’s jaw tightened. “And the cost?”

Sebastian opened his eyes. “Always the same. Everyone pays.”

Marin leaned back from her console, fingers still hovering over invisible controls. “I’m seeing something else,” she said. “The recomposition isn’t static. It’s responsive. It’s adjusting to us in real time.”

Leo’s shoulders squared. “Meaning the closer we get—”

“The more it resists,” Marin finished.

Hope swallowed, her gaze drifting back to her sketchpad. “I don’t think it’s just resisting,” she said. “It’s watching.”

As if summoned by her words, the holographic table pulsed.

The layered images surged forward, clarity snapping back into place with violent precision. Smoke thickened. The crowd’s panic sharpened. And Mason—that Mason—looked up in the projection and met Charlotte’s eyes.

Charlotte staggered back, breath catching. “He can see us.”

Sparrow’s voice sharpened. “Negative. Visual alignment does not indicate awareness.”

“Then why does it feel like that?” Charlotte demanded.

Selene stepped forward, eyes narrowed. “Because the image wants to be believed.”

The projection shifted again.

This time, something new appeared.

A timestamp burned into the edge of the scene, numbers stark and unforgiving as they counted down.

Forty-seven hours.

Mason felt it then—not fear, not doubt—but the unmistakable tightening of a window closing. “He’s accelerating,” he said.

“Yes,” Sparrow confirmed. “The observation threshold has been crossed. The recomposed outcome is asserting dominance.”

Orion moved closer to the table, eyes tracing the spatial distortions now rippling outward from the central image. “He’s reinforcing the anchor,” he said. “Tightening the frame around you.”

Mason nodded once. “Then we don’t give him room.”

He turned to the team. “We don’t scatter. We don’t hesitate. And we don’t let an image decide who we are.”

Caleb met his gaze, something resolute settling in his expression. “Then we need to control exposure. Limit who sees what—and when.”

Marin was already moving. “I can throttle the feed. Partition access through Helix. Sparrow can mediate.”

“I can,” Sparrow said. “But be advised: reduced observation may provoke escalation elsewhere.”

Jaxson straightened from the edge of the projection. “Let him escalate. Every push leaves a trail.”

Nyla’s voice was barely audible. “He’s going to try to reach me,” she said. “Through sleep. Through shared images.”

Sebastian turned toward her. “You won’t be alone.”

Hope closed her sketchpad with a soft, decisive snap. “I won’t draw what he wants,” she said. “Not again.”

The table flared suddenly, light spiking as if struck.

Alarms did not sound. No glyphs ignited. But every psychic in the room felt the same sharp lurch—as though the future itself had just taken a step closer.

Sparrow’s avatar stiffened. “New data incoming,” she said. “Secondary recomposition detected.”

Marin’s hands froze. “From where?”

“From us,” Sparrow replied. “Specifically—command structure.”

All eyes turned to Mason.

He stood steady, unflinching beneath the weight of it. “Then he’s betting we’ll break formation.”

The projection shifted one final time.

The image of the transit hub dissolved, replaced by something far more intimate: a mirrored reflection of the War Room itself, distorted at the edges, as if viewed through warped glass.

And standing at its center—

Mason exhaled slowly. “He’s reframing the starting point.”

The lights dimmed a fraction.

The future did not wait.
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Chapter 02: Forty-Eight Hours Forward
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The War Room did not return to normal after the projection collapsed. It couldn’t. The image had left a residue that no system sweep could remove—a tension that settled into the walls, into the floor, into the people standing within it.

Marin Vale dimmed the holographic table to a low, neutral state, its surface now displaying only a muted city grid without overlays. It was a deliberate choice. Too much light, too much motion, and the edited future would begin pressing again. Even technology, she had learned, could provoke things it did not understand.

Mason Ward stood at the head of the table, hands resting flat against the edge, posture calm and immovable. The countdown echoed silently behind his eyes—not as panic, but as structure. Forty-eight hours was not an abstraction. It was a finite operational window, and he treated it as such.

“All right,” he said evenly. “We move forward methodically. No speculation. No shortcuts.”

Charlotte Reigns nodded, still steadying her breath. The taste of smoke had faded, but the memory of it clung to her senses like an afterimage. “The image didn’t disappear,” she said. “It receded. That’s different.”

Sparrow’s avatar reappeared above the table, this time smaller, her form simplified into clean lines of light. She was choosing efficiency over presence now. “Correct,” she said. “The recomposed future has not withdrawn. It has repositioned.”

Marin glanced up. “Meaning it’s waiting.”

“Yes,” Sparrow replied. “And adjusting.”

Leo Mbeki shifted his stance, telekinetic field subtly reinforcing the room’s psychic insulation. “That thing reacted faster than most hostile forces we’ve seen. It didn’t lash out. It adapted.”

Selene Ashcroft crossed her arms, eyes thoughtful. “Because it isn’t trying to overpower us. It’s trying to guide us.”

“That’s what worries me,” Caleb said quietly. “Manipulation that patient usually has a longer view.”

Mason turned slightly, acknowledging the comment without breaking focus. “Then we deny it the luxury of time.”

He looked to Marin. “I want a clean breakdown. What do we know for certain?”

Marin exhaled and brought the table back to life, this time layering information carefully. “We know the future image is constructed from valid outcome fragments,” she began. “Each frame is real—or could have been real—on its own. The danger comes from how they’ve been selected and combined.”

“Curated,” Leora Hale said. “Like an argument built from truths arranged to mislead.”

Marin nodded. “Exactly.”

Sparrow expanded the projection slightly, highlighting faint distortion lines that flickered in and out of view. “These seams indicate where alternate outcomes were suppressed. The future presented is not false—it’s incomplete.”

Jaxson Dane leaned closer, eyes tracking the flicker. “And that incompleteness leaves traces.”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Which is how we track the editor.”

Hope Reigns shifted uneasily, fingers brushing the edge of her closed sketchpad. “Every time I focus on it,” she said, “I feel like I’m being asked to finish it. Like it’s waiting for me to help lock it in.”

Ayla stepped closer, her voice grounding. “You don’t owe it anything. Stay with us.”

Hope nodded, drawing strength from the contact.

Sebastian Ryss stood near the edge of the room, eyes half-lidded as he listened to currents no one else could hear. “There’s pressure building backward,” he said. “Not force—expectation. Like something is rehearsing.”

Mason absorbed that, then spoke with quiet authority. “Then we don’t let it rehearse unchecked.”

He tapped the table once. “Sparrow, timeline exposure.”

The AI responded immediately. “Current exposure index is elevated. All clairvoyant-class members have residual contact. Continued unfiltered observation increases recomposition stability.”

Marin grimaced. “So the more we stare at it—”

“The more it settles,” Sparrow finished.

“Then we change the rules,” Mason said. “No one engages the image directly unless necessary. We treat it like a live hazard.”

Charlotte straightened. “Agreed. My senses don’t need another hit like that.”

Caleb nodded. “Mental distance will also help preserve internal clarity. That image was trying to provoke self-questioning.”

Mason’s gaze sharpened slightly. “Noted.”

He turned back to Sparrow. “What about the anchor?”

Sparrow paused for a fraction of a second. “Mason Ward remains the central convergence point across all recomposed frames. Removal or isolation increases outcome volatility.”

Leo snorted softly. “So pulling him out makes it worse.”

“Yes,” Sparrow confirmed.

Mason didn’t react. “Then I stay visible.”

Selene’s eyes flicked to him. “Visibility cuts both ways.”

“I know,” Mason said. “That’s why we control the context.”

Orion Vale stepped forward, eyes fixed on the faint spatial distortions still lingering at the edge of the projection. “There’s another issue,” he said. “These edits didn’t come from nowhere. They were executed from a stable vantage point.”

Jaxson nodded. “I can feel it too. Emotional residue trails lead outward, not inward. Whoever did this wasn’t inside the event. They were observing it.”

“From where?” Ayla asked.

Orion shook his head slowly. “Not a physical distance. A structural one. Somewhere the future could be viewed without being affected by it.”

Leora’s expression tightened. “A predictive facility.”

Marin looked up sharply. “There are only a handful of places that ever attempted that level of future modeling.”

“And fewer that survived shutting down,” Sparrow added.

The room went still again, a different kind of silence settling in.

Mason’s voice cut through it. “Then that’s our starting point.”

Charlotte felt the weight of that statement settle into place—not dread, but momentum. The image might have framed a future, but the present was still theirs to shape.

“Forty-eight hours,” Mason continued. “We don’t rush. We don’t freeze. We move with intent.”

He met each of their gazes in turn. “This thing wants us reacting. Instead, we investigate.”

The holographic table pulsed faintly, as if acknowledging the shift.

Somewhere ahead, the edited future strained against its seams.

And for the first time since it appeared, it wasn’t the only thing moving.

The War Room transitioned from shock to motion without ceremony. Stations activated. Interfaces rose from the floor in clean arcs of light. Helix Hollow responded the way it always did—silently, efficiently, as though it had been waiting for the moment when stillness was no longer an option.

Marin Vale pivoted from analysis to architecture, her focus narrowing. “If this came from a predictive facility,” she said, “then the editor needed insulation. Somewhere the future could be observed without feeding back into itself.”

“Which means shielding,” Leo said. “Heavy shielding.”

“And permission,” Leora added. “Places like that didn’t operate quietly. They required authority.”

Sparrow’s avatar expanded, her form briefly fracturing into layered silhouettes before stabilizing again. “Cross-referencing archived programs,” she said. “Most were dismantled. A few were sealed. One was never fully accounted for.”

The table shifted, highlighting a region outside the city grid—industrial, decommissioned, deliberately forgotten.

Sebastian’s breath caught. “That place still hums,” he said. “Not with people. With intention.”

Mason studied the projection. “Then we confirm before we move.”

Jaxson straightened, already tracking invisible lines only he could read. “I can follow the residue remotely. No physical deployment yet.”

“Do it,” Mason said.

Jaxson closed his eyes, fingers hovering above the table. The air around him tightened as he reached outward, following emotional imprints threaded through probability rather than space. His jaw clenched.

“There’s a trail,” he said. “Thin, but deliberate. Like breadcrumbs placed backward.”

Marin frowned. “Backward?”

“Yes,” Jaxson replied. “It’s not leading us to the future event. It’s leading us away from it. Toward where it was shaped.”

Hope shifted uneasily. “He wants us to find it.”

Selene tilted her head. “Or he’s confident we won’t understand what we’re seeing when we do.”

Caleb folded his arms. “Confidence that comes from control.”

Sparrow rotated slowly. “Be advised: engagement with the source location may trigger escalation.”

Mason didn’t hesitate. “Escalation is already happening. We decide where.”

He turned toward Marin. “Can you map the facility’s original purpose?”

Marin nodded, pulling up schematics layered with historical metadata. “It was designed to observe projected outcomes without influencing them. A closed-loop future observatory. On paper, at least.”

“And in practice?” Leo asked.

Marin’s mouth tightened. “Nothing involving the future stays neutral.”

Orion stepped closer, studying the faint spatial anomalies hovering over the highlighted site. “This place sits at a fold,” he said. “Not a tear. A fold. Time curves there naturally.”

Sebastian’s eyes opened slowly. “That’s why it worked. They didn’t force it. They exploited it.”

Ayla crossed her arms, grounding herself against the rising pressure. “And now someone else is using it.”

Mason absorbed the information, then spoke decisively. “We don’t deploy blind. We gather from here first.”

He looked to Sparrow. “What can you access without triggering observation thresholds?”

Sparrow’s response was immediate. “Surveillance satellites are inadvisable. Drone insertion may provoke counter-editing. However, archived internal logs remain partially intact.”

Marin’s fingers flew. “I’m in.”

The table filled with fragments—corrupted footage, redacted reports, incomplete forecasts. Patterns emerged slowly, like shapes forming in fog.

Leora leaned closer. “There,” she said. “That terminology. It’s not predictive. It’s editorial.”

Charlotte felt it again—a faint, wrongness at the back of her senses. “He wasn’t looking for what would happen,” she said. “He was deciding what would be seen.”

Caleb nodded slowly. “Which means the event at the transit hub isn’t the goal. It’s the proof.”

Hope hugged her sketchpad tighter. “Proof of what?”

“That perception can be steered,” Selene said. “And once steered, followed.”

The room stilled as the implication settled.

Mason broke it. “Then our priority isn’t the image. It’s the editor.”

He turned to the team. “We will still protect that location. Quietly. Discreetly. But we do not let this thing pull all our focus there.”

Leo nodded. “Defensive posture without presence.”

“Exactly,” Mason said. “No spectacle.”

Sparrow’s avatar flickered. “Be advised. Secondary fluctuations detected.”

Marin looked up sharply. “From where?”

“From within Helix’s predictive buffers,” Sparrow replied. “Minor—but synchronized.”

Sebastian stiffened. “He’s testing our response.”

Nyla lifted her head, eyes distant. “And he’s reaching wider,” she said. “Not just through images. Through anticipation.”

Mason’s voice remained steady. “Then we tighten internal discipline.”

He looked around the room. “No one acts alone. No one follows an image without confirmation. We stay grounded in the present.”

Charlotte met his gaze, resolve steadying her senses. “We don’t let tomorrow dictate today.”

The holographic table dimmed slightly, as if acknowledging the shift in strategy.

Somewhere beyond Helix Hollow’s shields, the edited future adjusted again—quietly, patiently.

And the clock kept moving.

The War Room lights dimmed further as Helix shifted into a tighter operational posture. It wasn’t a lockdown—nothing so overt—but a subtle recalibration that reduced external data flow and reinforced internal shielding. The kind of adjustment most people would never notice. The kind that meant something had crossed from theoretical to active.

Mason Ward felt the shift immediately.

“Helix just narrowed its intake,” he said.

Marin glanced at her display and nodded. “Automatically. Sparrow flagged internal convergence risk.”

Sparrow’s avatar sharpened, her edges more defined now, posture unmistakably alert. “Correct. Predictive buffers are no longer passive. They are being probed.”

Caleb frowned. “From outside?”

“No,” Sparrow replied. “From within the probability field surrounding this operation.”

Charlotte’s senses prickled, a low-pressure awareness spreading across her skin. “He’s not looking at us directly,” she said. “He’s watching what we might do next.”

Sebastian’s jaw tightened. “Which means he’s already editing around it.”

The holographic table flickered, then stabilized, displaying a simplified timeline—a straight line extending forward from the present moment. Forty-eight segments marked its length, each one representing an hour. As they watched, one of the segments darkened.

Hope sucked in a breath. “That didn’t happen before.”

“No,” Marin said quietly. “It’s new.”

Sparrow rotated, isolating the change. “A conditional outcome has just been reinforced. The editor has committed additional resources to a specific future branch.”

Mason leaned forward slightly. “Which one?”

Sparrow paused. “Insufficient data to determine content. However, the reinforcement aligns temporally with this discussion.”

Selene’s lips pressed into a thin line. “So even choosing restraint narrows the field.”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Any choice reduces variance.”

Leo let out a slow breath. “Then standing still isn’t neutral either.”

“No,” Mason agreed. “It never is.”

The room absorbed that truth in silence.

Nyla’s shoulders tensed. She lifted a hand to her temple, eyes unfocused. “He’s pushing closer,” she said softly. “Not into dreams yet. Into the space just before them. Where expectations form.”

Ayla was beside her in an instant, grounding presence steady. “You’re here,” she said. “Right now. With us.”

Nyla nodded, but her voice remained distant. “He’s impatient.”

Jaxson straightened abruptly, eyes snapping open. “The trail just changed,” he said. “Not erased. Redirected.”

“To where?” Mason asked.

Jaxson hesitated. “Toward us. Not physically—contextually. Like he wants the next move to originate here.”

Marin’s fingers hovered over her console. “He’s reframing Helix Hollow as part of the narrative.”

Sparrow’s wings flickered once, a ripple of light passing through her form. “That assessment aligns with my projections. The editor is attempting to reposition the point of origin.”

Mason’s expression hardened. “He wants the story to start with us.”

Charlotte felt the wrongness intensify, a pressure behind her eyes that carried no sensory detail—just intent. “If he succeeds,” she said, “then everything that follows will be measured against that image.”

Hope’s grip tightened on her sketchpad. “Then whatever happens next... gets blamed on us.”

Silence fell again, heavier this time.

Mason broke it deliberately. “Then we deny him that.”

He straightened, voice calm but absolute. “Helix Hollow does not become a stage. We don’t let him frame the beginning.”

Marin looked up sharply. “That means moving first.”

“Yes,” Mason said. “But not where he expects.”

Sparrow inclined her head. “Clarify.”

“We don’t go to the future he showed us,” Mason said. “Not yet. And we don’t go to the facility until we finish mapping how he watches.”

Leo nodded slowly. “Force him to react instead of arrange.”

Selene’s eyes lit faintly. “Disrupt the composition.”

Sebastian drew a careful breath. “That will provoke him.”

Mason didn’t deny it. “Good.”

The holographic timeline shuddered. Another hour segment darkened—then flickered, unstable.

Sparrow’s voice sharpened. “Be advised. The recomposed future is exhibiting stress indicators.”

Marin stared at the display. “It’s... slipping.”

Charlotte’s senses surged, then eased. “The taste is changing again,” she said. “Less smoke. More static.”

Hope looked up slowly. “I can’t see it as clearly anymore.”

Across the table, the image of the transit hub blurred at the edges, its certainty faltering for the first time since it appeared.

Somewhere else—far from Helix Hollow, far from the city it threatened—Silas Claiborne adjusted his unseen frame.

And realized the picture was no longer holding still.
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Chapter 03: The Taste of Smoke
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The first thing Charlotte Reigns noticed was what wasn’t there.

No heat. No burning metal. No copper flooding her mouth.

The absence was wrong.

She stood alone in the Mirror Chamber, Helix Hollow’s layered wards humming softly around her. The chamber’s walls reflected more than light; they refracted perception, allowing her clairvoyant senses to stretch without tearing. Normally, when something dangerous pressed against the edge of the present, the chamber amplified the warning.

Now it offered nothing.

Charlotte inhaled slowly, grounding herself. The future that had announced itself with smoke and blood had gone quiet—not erased, not resolved, just... muted. That unsettled her more than the initial impact ever had.

She reached out carefully, not toward the image itself, but toward the space around it.

Static brushed her senses. Cold, artificial, flavorless.

“Still nothing,” she murmured.

Behind the glass partition, Marin Vale watched from her console, arms folded. “Sparrow confirms the same thing. Sensory feedback suppression across multiple clairvoyant channels.”

“That’s not suppression,” Charlotte replied. “That’s editing.”

Marin’s jaw tightened. “I was afraid you’d say that.”

The Mirror Chamber door slid open with a soft hydraulic sigh, and Mason Ward stepped inside. He didn’t interrupt. He never did. He waited until Charlotte acknowledged him, waited until her shoulders eased just slightly.

“You’re clear?” he asked.

“For now,” Charlotte said. “But it’s deliberate. Whatever he did, he stripped the future of sensory spillover. Like removing color from a photograph.”

Mason
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