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

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

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

Because some secrets can’t be contained... only confronted.
Welcome to The Psychic Multiverse, created by David York.

​

How to Explore the Series

Below you’ll find all eight volumes within The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked.
Each volume contains self-contained psychic thrillers connected by shared mythology, advanced technology, and The Circle’s unbreakable mission.
These titles are available on most major book platforms.

To find additional books within each volume, search for the series title on your favorite bookstore or eReader.

If you’re using a digital device, you can click the volume title below to view its full catalog directly on Amazon.
Many titles are also part of Kindle Select, making them free to read for Kindle Unlimited subscribers.
For other readers, each book is available in both digital and print editions worldwide.

Thank you for exploring this Multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning.
Your curiosity keeps The Circle alive.

Welcome once more to The Psychic Multiverse... and happy reading.
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David York is the creator of The Psychic Multiverse Collection—a universe of psychic espionage, metaphysical mystery, and technological intrigue where unseen forces bend the fabric of reality. 

Within it lies his flagship saga, The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked, following a covert task force known as The Circle—seventeen gifted operatives guarding the fragile boundary between science and spirit, logic and the unknown.

Before turning to fiction full-time, David spent nearly two decades in a demanding professional career until a ruptured brain aneurysm and massive stroke changed everything. What could have ended his story instead became the spark of a new beginning. Through resilience and faith, he transformed loss into purpose, rekindling his lifelong fascination with psychic phenomena—telekinesis, elemental control, mediumship, and the hidden patterns of the mind itself.

Now, he channels those fascinations into gripping thrillers that explore the meeting point of technology and telepathy, destiny and design. Each novel is a stand-alone investigation set within a vast, interconnected Multiverse where nothing is impossible, every mind hides a secret, and every secret leaves a mark.

David York writes for readers who crave stories charged with mystery, emotion, and revelation—tales that blur the line between the scientific and the supernatural, the human and the divine. His fiction asks not just what if, but what now—when power meets purpose and the unseen becomes undeniable.

Because some secrets can’t be contained... only confronted.
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Chapter 01: Helix Hollow Anomaly
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The hum of the Helix War Room was never loud—just steady enough to feel alive.
Rings of faint blue light drifted across the holographic table like ripples on calm water, each pulse synced to the heartbeat of the mainframe buried three levels below the Warehouse.
Charlotte Reigns stood at the head of the table; one hand braced against the glass edge. The resonance fields shimmered faintly in her peripheral vision—slow, hypnotic, like the surface of a mirror remembering what it had just reflected.

“Talk to me, Sparrow,” she said.

The AI’s voice was smooth and human this morning, shaped from the tone Charlotte once described as patient intelligence. “Resonance tremor localized to Vienna. Detected on six global sensors simultaneously. Duration: nineteen-point-three seconds. Amplitude irregular, no known frequency match.”

“Cross-referencing archives,” Marin Vale added, her fingers already moving across the light-table’s interface. The hologram expanded, showing a map of concentric waves spreading outward from Central Europe. Each ring flickered, slightly offset—as if time itself had stuttered when the pulse occurred.

Mason Ward leaned closer, his jaw tight. “That’s not natural interference.”

“It’s not interference,” Marin said. “It’s intelligent.”

Charlotte turned her gaze toward the east-facing wall, where thin streams of code raced downward on the projection feed. “Show me the pattern.”

Sparrow obeyed. The data folded into itself and reassembled into something almost visual—a spiral of oscillating frequencies forming a glyph that shimmered like a heat mirage. It resembled a gear’s teeth, perfectly circular yet alive, turning against an invisible current.

Leora Hale approached from her archive console, her eyes narrowing. “That’s not just a frequency signature. It’s written. The structure is linguistic—like a glyphic sentence.”

Sebastian Ryss, sitting quietly near the perimeter, reached out to the table’s edge without touching it. “I can feel it,” he murmured. “It’s singing through the residue. There’s intent.”

“Intent from who?” Mason asked.

“From what,” Sebastian corrected softly.

Marin zoomed the hologram until its edges blurred. A coded timestamp flashed at the bottom: PROJECT ECHOFRAME – FILE CLOSED: 10 YEARS AGO.

The air in the War Room seemed to thin.

“Marin,” Charlotte said carefully, “what is Project Echoframe?”

Marin hesitated only a second. “An abandoned resonance experiment. I was part of it—before The Circle formed.” She adjusted her glasses, her tone steady but quieter now. “It was designed to map emotional frequencies through time. My partner led the neural calibration division.”

“Your partner,” Mason said. “Meaning Dr. Bastian Korr.”

The name struck the room like a dropped weight.

Levi, hovering slightly above his seat with unconscious levitation, glanced down at the floor. “I thought he disappeared after the Geneva collapse.”

“He did,” Marin replied. “Or we thought he did.”

Sparrow’s light-form shimmered across the table, coalescing into a humanoid silhouette. “Signal origin matches an underground sector beneath Vienna. Power readings equivalent to a mid-level broadcast array—but layered with psychic modulation.”

Ayla Khoury folded her arms, her voice thoughtful. “So it’s not just a tremor. It’s a message.”

“Or a test,” Charlotte said. “And if Bastian’s involved, it won’t be the last one.”

Silence held the room for a moment. Only the hum of the Helix mainframe filled the air.

Then Sparrow’s voice sharpened: “Alert—secondary spike detected. Resonance doubling. Multiple echoes.”

The holographic table flared, showing real-time overlays—twenty-four small flares igniting around Vienna, each pulsing in rhythmic succession.

Marin’s breath caught. “That’s not expansion. That’s replication.”

Charlotte straightened. “How long until the signal stabilizes?”

“Unknown,” Sparrow answered. “But the pattern suggests it’s building something. Structured. Self-sustaining.”

Charlotte exchanged a quick glance with Mason. “Gear up the field team. We leave within the hour.”

The Helix War Room shifted from silence to motion. Lights brightened to mission-level intensity, and the holographic interface divided into sixteen smaller displays—each linked to a team member’s workstation throughout the underground facility.

“Primary field team will deploy via the jet in stealth mode,” Charlotte said, her voice steady but brisk. “Marin, Sparrow—start syncing Helix systems for in-flight uplink. Mason, assign ground coordination once we reach Vienna.”

Mason nodded, already sliding a tablet into his tactical vest. “Copy that. Leo, you’re with me on security detail. Ayla, you’re our stabilizer if things go psychic-sideways.”

“Always,” Ayla said, with a faint smile that didn’t quite mask her unease. The air carried a hum she could feel in her bones—a distant thrum like a heartbeat out of sync.

Marin turned toward the corridor that led to her Sigil-Tech Lab, Sparrow’s holographic projection following her like a shifting shimmer of light. Inside, the walls glowed with patterns of runes intertwined with circuitry—Helix Hollow’s unique blend of mysticism and engineering.

She brushed a hand over a floating console. “Sparrow, patch the resonance dampeners into the jet’s biometric grid. We’re not walking into another Geneva situation.”

“Understood,” Sparrow replied. Its tone softened, almost human. “Recalibrating field oscillation at twenty-four percent below psychic overload threshold.”

Marin half-smiled. “Good. Let’s keep everyone’s brains in their skulls this time.”

She tapped a sequence on the holographic panel. The display bloomed into a schematic of the Helix Stealth Jet, sleek and predatory, showing the integration of resonance dampeners, psychic shielding, and neural interface controls.

Across the map of Vienna projected beside it, faint pulses blinked—each a small red flare denoting the secondary spikes Sparrow had detected.

Marin frowned. “They’re evenly spaced. Not random at all.”

“They form a pattern,” Sparrow noted. “A precise spiral.”

Marin’s eyes widened. “He’s building something.”

Meanwhile, down the adjoining corridor, Hope Reigns sat on the edge of her workstation bench in her sketching studio, her pencil moving almost of its own accord. Her other hand trembled slightly as she tried to stop, but she couldn’t. The lines were too strong, the pull too real.

When she finally looked down, the page revealed a sketch of a tall, spire-like tower, its gears drawn as concentric rings of light. At the base of the tower, faint silhouettes reached upward, as though being drawn inside.

“Hope?” came a gentle voice from the doorway. It was Kieran, carrying a faint scent of ozone and sage from his ritual practice room.

She turned the sketch toward him. “I didn’t mean to draw this.”

Kieran studied it quietly. “That’s Vienna, isn’t it?”

Hope nodded, her voice soft. “I think it’s calling us. It’s... waiting.”

Kieran frowned, feeling an echo ripple through his glyph-marked hand. “Let’s get this to Charlotte.”

Back in the War Room, Charlotte and Mason oversaw tactical prep while team members filtered in, equipped and alert. The mirrored panels on the ceiling pulsed faintly as Helix Hollow’s protective wards adjusted to the coming psychic load.

Leora stepped forward with a datapad. “Cross-referencing the glyph in the resonance pattern—it shares syntax with the old Enochian sigils used in Bastian’s field notes. But this version is reversed, like it’s speaking backward.”

“Meaning?” Mason asked.

“Meaning it’s not summoning,” Leora said. “It’s responding.”

Charlotte folded her arms, the tension in her shoulders tightening. “Then someone—or something—is talking back.”

Marin re-entered, followed by Sparrow’s shimmer. “Jet’s ready. Systems synced. Resonance dampeners fully charged.”

“Excellent,” Charlotte said. She touched the table, and the Vienna coordinates glowed bright blue on the map. “Everyone, prep for field departure. This isn’t just a tremor—it’s the beginning of something deliberate.”

Hope and Kieran arrived as the last words fell. Hope laid her sketchbook on the table, open to the tower.

Charlotte stared at it in silence, then looked up. “I think we’ve just seen what it’s building.”

The hangar lights dimmed to amber as the floor plates parted, revealing the stealth jet poised on its magnetic cradle. Its blended-wing body gleamed like liquid metal beneath the resonance wards that shimmered faintly across the ceiling.

Charlotte walked the line, checking faces rather than gear. Each of them wore the same look—alert, centered, silently bracing for the unknown.

“Marin, status,” she said.

“Systems synced. Helix uplink stable at ninety-nine percent.”
The engineer’s fingers brushed across a control band on her wrist; the jet’s hull flickered once, then faded almost transparent. “Stealth field holding.”
Sparrow’s voice flowed from the ship’s interior speakers. “Flight corridor clear. Vienna insertion coordinates locked. Estimated arrival: six hours, twenty-three minutes.”

“Let’s make it six,” Mason muttered, settling into the co-pilot’s seat.

Inside the cabin, the atmosphere was soft and low-lit. Holographic panels hovered above every seat, projecting mission data and bio-readouts. The hum of the psychic dampeners formed a steady counter-rhythm beneath the engines—a comfort to anyone who’d lived through resonance exposure before.

Hope took the seat nearest the starboard window; sketchbook balanced on her knee. Her pencil whispered across the paper, tracing looping lines she didn’t yet understand. When she lifted her eyes, the curve she’d drawn matched the arc of the moonlight outside.

Leo caught the motion. “You good?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Just... the sound.”

He tilted his head. “What sound?”

Hope hesitated. “It’s faint. Like gears turning somewhere far away.”

Across the aisle, Nyla looked up from her dream-monitor tablet. “She’s not imagining it. I can feel it in the astral layer—something brushing against the edge of thought.”

Marin adjusted the resonance gauge on her console. “It’s a bleed-through. The signal’s already reaching us.”

Charlotte turned from the forward deck. “Sparrow, isolate it.”

“I’m trying,” the AI replied. “The frequency’s adaptive—it shifts every time I lock in. Almost as if it’s aware of observation.”

Mason exhaled sharply. “Great. A shy signal.”

“No,” Marin said, eyes narrowing. “Not shy. Selective.”

The cabin lights dimmed briefly, then steadied. For a heartbeat the hum of the engines faltered, replaced by a faint metallic rhythm—tick, tick, tick—perfectly even.

Charlotte felt it behind her eyes, a vibration that wasn’t sound at all. “Everyone, maintain mental shields.”

The ticking faded, leaving only the drone of the engines.

Sparrow’s tone returned, softer now. “Interference contained. But there’s a residual imprint. A signature pattern, same as the Helix anomaly.”

Marin’s console glowed crimson for a moment, displaying a rotating spiral—twelve spokes converging into a single central gear. Beneath it scrolled a coded identifier: KORR-0001.

Charlotte met Mason’s eyes. “He knows we’re coming.”

The jet slipped into trans-continental stealth mode, its form dissolving into the night sky. Below them, the world turned silently, unaware of the hum building deep beneath Vienna.
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Chapter 02: Echoes in the Data
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Clouds parted for the stealth jet exactly as Sparrow predicted—two minutes ahead of the weather model, as if the sky had been politely warned to make room. Below, Vienna glimmered in a mosaic of bridges and lanterned streets, the Danube curling like a silver thread through the dark.

“Begin local integration,” Charlotte said. “Minimal footprint.”

“Integrating,” Sparrow replied. “Helix link stable. Switching the jet to passive pull. No active scans.”

The cabin’s low light cooled to a muted blue as the mission overlays changed. Instead of the Helix Hollow grid, new panes filled with city feeds—traffic density, emergency dispatch, closed-circuit video with faces blurred by Sparrow’s ethical filter. A thin bar on the forward bulkhead pulsed in time with the jet’s biometric array, tracking the team’s vitals in a single, slow rhythm.

Marin unlatched from her harness and slid to the forward console. “Sync the resonance dampeners with Vienna’s power grid. If we need to push a counterwave, I want it ghosted through existing lines, not something that looks like an attack.”

“Routing through municipal substations now,” Sparrow said. “No alerts triggered. I’ve masked the signature as maintenance noise.”

Mason glanced out the cockpit canopy at the scatter of rooftops slipping by beneath them. “We’re keeping the SUV in the hangar until we land?”

Charlotte nodded. “We deploy quiet. If the signal is sensitive to attention, we don’t announce ourselves with a roaring entrance.”

Hope sat across from her, sketchbook open, pencil hovering an inch above the page as if awaiting permission to move. She had grayed in a tower that wasn’t there yet, lines faint and unfinished, the suggestion of gears wrapped in fog.

Nyla tilted her head, listening to a place no one else could hear. “The dreams are closer. The hum is... not music exactly. It’s the pause between notes.”

Leora slid into a seat beside her, a tablet balanced on her knee. “I found something in Korr’s archived notes—Echoframe used a call-and-response model. Not a beacon. A conversation. If the hum feels like a pause, it might be waiting for the other half.”

“From whom?” Mason asked.

Leora glanced to Charlotte. “From minds that can answer.”

Caleb, eyes half-lidded, tapped two fingers to his temple. “It’s like standing in a cathedral after the choir finishes. The echo invites you to sing the next phrase.”

“Do not,” Mason said.

“Wasn’t planning on it,” Caleb answered, faintly amused.

The jet pitched slightly as Sparrow executed a lateral drift that felt more like a thought than a motion. The blended-wing body seemed to pour through the air rather than cut it, the stealth field swallowing the city’s heat sheen until there was no reflection of the jet in the river below.

“Approach vector set,” Sparrow said. “I’ve located three probable secondary nodes within a two-kilometer radius. Small, stable pulses. They formed within the last twelve hours.”

“Map,” Charlotte said.

A translucent diagram unscrolled along the cabin wall: a sloping wedge across the inner city, three white blips embedded like seeds in brick. Sparrow layered street names, utility trunks, neural-density estimates—predictive dots that rearranged themselves each time Marin changed a filter.

“See that spacing?” Marin said, circling a finger in the air. “He’s nesting the nodes in a logarithmic spiral. If he completes one full turn, the field will start sustaining itself without a central driver.”

“Meaning we lose the option to shut it down from one place,” Mason said.

“Meaning it becomes a weather system,” Marin corrected. “We can dampen it, but we’ll be fighting wind with hands.”

Leo unbuckled, stretching the stiffness out of his shoulders. “We anchor the spiral before it closes. No weather.”

Charlotte nodded once. “Sparrow, choose a low-profile landing site inside that radius. We’ll push on foot for first contact.”

“There’s a municipal depot with roof access and a service lift,” Sparrow replied. “Night shift is four people and a radio. I can borrow their camera for twenty minutes without suspicion.”

“Do it,” Mason said.

“Borrow only,” Charlotte added.

“Of course,” Sparrow said, a thread of dry humor in the tone.

The forward glass brightened softly, shifting to synthetic vision. Buildings unfolded in wireframe beneath the dark, their edges traced in thin light. In the pilot’s cradle, haptic controls bloomed into existence as Marin gestured, her fingertips stopping a few inches shy of the air. The controls did not truly exist; the jet projected them where her hands reached, meeting her with tactile feedback that felt like skimming the surface tension of water.

“Helix biometric tie-in is live,” Sparrow said. “If anyone’s stress spikes past threshold, I’ll recommend a switch-off.”

“It won’t,” Marin said, but her voice was gentler than her words.

Hope’s pencil finally touched paper. This time the lines came in quick strokes: the suggestion of a narrow street, a door with a crescent window, the silhouette of a clock face reflected in a puddle that wasn’t there. Her mouth softened; she added a figure, small and faceless, walking toward the door.

Kieran watched from the aisle, his palm unconsciously tracing a calming spiral over his forearm glyphs. “That’s one of Sparrow’s nodes,” he said softly.

Hope didn’t look up. “It’s the second one.”

“Coordinates?” Charlotte asked.

Sparrow answered before Hope. “Secondary node two—behind a locksmith’s shop on Marc-Aurel-Strasse. Basement level networked to power and municipal fiber. No alarm on the back stairwell.”

“Of course the locksmith has the wrong keys,” Mason muttered.

Alya shifted forward, eyes closed, sensing the air. “Something down there is holding too still. Like a pond surface that won’t ripple even when the wind hits.”

“Containment,” Marin said. “Not a cage—more like a bowl. If he’s building the Choir, he’s shaping the acoustics first.”

Charlotte caught Mason’s eye. They shared a short, silent calculus—entry angles, fallback plans, where the SUVs would stage once the jet’s rear hangar lowered and the vehicle rolled into the city unnoticed.

“Time to landing?” Charlotte asked.

“Seven minutes,” Sparrow said. “I’m threading us under a satellite pass and over a low-frequency grid sweep. Also—minor note—the municipal depot’s foreman just spilled coffee on his keyboard. We no longer need to borrow the camera; it will be offline for twenty-two minutes while he apologizes to IT.”

“Fortunate,” Leora murmured.

“Engine hum just shifted,” Nyla said, though the engine’s sound never changed. She wasn’t listening with ears. “It heard us decide.”

Marin looked up sharply. “What did?”

“The pause,” Nyla said. “It’s shorter.”

Caleb’s mouth tightened. “We should assume the resonance is reading our intent patterns, not words. If we agree on a plan, it may adapt.”

“Then we move faster than it can learn,” Mason said.

“Or we think in decoys,” Selene added from the rear, where she’d been quiet enough to disappear. Her eyes were bright but calm. “Layer our intent and peel it mid-approach. It will try to match the top mask.”

“Do it,” Charlotte said. “Selene, paint us a false plan. Sparrow, log the real one via silent channel.”

“Understood,” Sparrow said.

Selene closed her eyes. Her breath slowed; an invisible stage set dropped into place around the team—just enough illusion to convince any watching presence that The Circle planned to hit node one first, heavy, with brute shutdown. Under that, deeper, a second plan coalesced—a surgical approach to node two using three-person insertion, no ripple.

“Mask is up,” Selene said. “Keep your mind at the surface you want seen.”

“Five minutes,” Sparrow said.

The jet banked imperceptibly and began a slow, spiraling descent. The city rose, detail by detail, smells and temperatures and the faint grit of airborne stone. The stealth field shimmered around the blended wing like heat haze.

“Quick status,” Charlotte said, letting her voice take the edges off the pressure. “Leo?”

“Shields ready. I can hold a corridor for sixty seconds at full strength, longer if we stagger.”

“Ayla?”

“Grounding protocols set. If anyone brushes the Choir, I can pull them back.”

“Jaxson?”

“Short suspensions only,” he said. “One or two seconds to break a grip, not enough for heroics.”

“Caleb?”

“Links open. I’ll keep our thoughts braided without pushing.”

“Kieran?”

“Ritual anchors prepped,” he said. “Nothing flashy. Just four breaths and a steady hand.”

“Hope?”

Her pencil paused mid-stroke. “I’ve drawn the way in. Or one of them.”

“Marin?”

“Dampeners synced. If we need a counterwave, I can whisper it through the grid. It won’t like it.”

“Copy,” Charlotte said. She looked to the empty space above the aisle, where Sparrow sometimes liked to form a human outline, and spoke anyway. “Sparrow?”

“I am here,” the AI said. “And I am listening for things that do not want to be heard.”

The floor hummed. The jet’s rear bulkhead softened, seams appearing like lines of light. Somewhere deep below, hidden doors in the municipal depot’s roof were already sliding open to receive a plane no one would see.

“Two minutes,” Sparrow said. “Charlotte—one more data point. The second node is pulsing at a slightly different interval now. It’s aligning to a cadence that matches human resting heart rate.”

“It’s learning the choir,” Caleb said.

“Or it’s making rehearsal feel safe,” Mason countered.

Charlotte kept her gaze on the forward glass, letting the city fill the edge of her vision until it stopped being a map and became a place. She felt the decision settle inside her like a key turning.

“We’ll treat everything we find like it’s listening,” she said. “We speak in the clear only when it helps us be heard.”

“Understood,” Mason said.

The jet floated the last hundred feet. The stealth field drew taut and thinned. Someone in the depot below laughed at a joke only his radio heard. A coffee cup tipped, rattled, and did not spill this time.

“Landing,” Sparrow said.

The floor trembled once—soft as a breath. The rear hangar arch irised open in a smooth, petal-like motion, and cool night air pressed into the cabin, carrying the city’s mineral scent and the faintest trace of rain that hadn’t yet fallen.

“Masks on,” Mason said, handing them out—a precaution against ordinary surveillance, not the resonance. The psychic work would be done with steadiness and choice.

Charlotte took the first step toward the ramp. Her fingers brushed the railing, then lifted. The metal felt warm, like a living thing that had been waiting.

“On my mark,” she said, and the team rose as one.

The SUV rolled out of the jet’s hangar like a shadow dislodged from the night. Its surface absorbed streetlight instead of reflecting it, the matte finish shimmering faintly where Marin’s resonance dampeners bled into the air.

Vienna slept above them. Only the narrow alleys of the inner district kept their lights—a few shuttered cafés, a stray tram muttering over the rails. The city was too still; even the river sounded reluctant to move.

Charlotte sat in the passenger seat beside Mason, eyes on the AR overlay projected across the windshield. Three ghost-white spirals hovered over the streets ahead. “We start at the locksmith’s. Sparrow, run parallel scans for resonance amplitude.”

“Copy,” said the AI through the cabin speakers. “I’ve seeded micro-drones ahead of your route. Visual feed live in ten seconds.”

The holographic map shimmered, replacing street names with a real-time feed—corridors of stone, thin veins of fog. Hope leaned forward between the seats. “That corner there—that’s the one from my sketch.”

Mason slowed. The image aligned perfectly with her drawing: the crescent-windowed door, the glimmer of puddle light where none should be.

Leo opened the rear door and stepped out first, invisible before his boots touched the ground. His psychic cloak rippled once, then steadied, the space around him bending like air over heat. “Clear for now,” his voice came through comms. “No surface vibrations.”

Charlotte and Mason followed, boots landing silently on worn cobblestone. Ayla and Marin emerged next, Ayla’s hand already tracing small grounding sigils in the air, each one fading to a soft green before dissolving.

Inside the SUV, Kieran watched the readouts. “The node’s pulse just shifted up a half-step. It knows we’re near.”

“Can you muffle it?” Marin asked.

“Not without telling it we’re trying,” Kieran said.

Hope clutched her sketchbook to her chest. “Then maybe let it think it’s winning.”

Charlotte glanced back. “Stay close to Ayla. If you start to feel any pull, speak.”

“I will,” Hope said, though her voice was thin.

The door to the locksmith’s shop opened on a dry jingle that sounded too slow, like a recording played at half speed. Dust hung in the air in neat vertical lines, each particle suspended as if gravity had forgotten the room.

Selene whispered a charm and the shadows rearranged, camouflaging their movement. The illusion made them appear as little more than ripples in the dim light.

They descended the back stairwell single file. Below, the hum that Nyla had called “the pause between notes” thickened until it was more sensation than sound—a pressure behind the eyes, pulsing in sympathetic time with their own hearts.

Marin’s handheld scanner painted the walls in bands of blue light. “Resonance amplitude increasing exponentially every two meters. He’s nested harmonic plates beneath the floor.”

Mason crouched and brushed his glove over a loose tile. “These look mechanical.”

“They were,” Marin said. “Now they’re something else.”

At the bottom of the stairs stood a metal door scorched at its edges, the handle warped into a curve like melted wax. Leo reached for it, then stopped, hand hovering. “It’s hot—but only in the psychic field. Physical temperature’s normal.”

Ayla placed her palm flat to the door and closed her eyes. “It’s holding fear. Lots of it. Old, layered. Whoever came through here didn’t come back the same.”

Charlotte looked to Marin. “You said harmonic plates. Can we bypass without tripping them?”

Marin ran a line of code through her wrist console. The scanner chirped once. “If I reverse the polarity for ten seconds, we might slip through during the recalibration window.”

“Do it.”

As she worked, Hope’s pencil moved again. She drew the door exactly as it stood—but when she shaded the frame, new lines appeared unbidden: a faint silhouette behind it, tall, indistinct, watching them from the other side.

“Marin,” Hope said quietly. “Hurry.”

The engineer pressed the last command. The scanner flashed green. “Window open. Go.”

Leo pushed first; the metal yielded like fabric. The team slipped through one by one. On the other side lay a basement not meant for locks or keys: walls lined with half-assembled instruments—gears, tuning forks, glass tubes filled with slow-turning light.

Sparrow’s voice murmured in their comms. “Visual confirmed. This is Node Two. Energy output forty-two percent above model. Something’s amplifying it locally.”

“Where’s the source?” Mason asked.

“Center chamber,” Sparrow said. “Under the floor.”

Marin knelt by a ring of etched metal built into the stone. She brushed the dust aside; beneath the grime, a single word gleamed in delicate script: Korr.

Charlotte crouched beside her. “He signed his work.”

“Or claimed it,” Marin said. “Either way, he wanted us to see it.”

A low vibration rippled through the air, subtle at first, then rhythmic. The tools hanging on the far wall began to sway in unison, clinking faintly—a melody assembling itself from metal.

Ayla whispered, “The Choir.”

Nyla’s voice cut in from the jet through comms. “Charlotte—new pulse on the outer grid. Two more nodes just lit. The spiral’s tightening.”

Charlotte rose. “Copy. Everyone out. We’ve seen enough.”

Hope didn’t move. She stared at her sketch—the silhouette behind the door had grown clearer, its outline now unmistakably human, head tilted, mouth open as if mid-whisper.

“It’s not done building,” she said.

Mason took her by the arm, steering her toward the stairs. “Then we regroup before it finishes.”

The hum followed them up, faint but insistent, like something trying to remember a tune it once loved.

The moment Charlotte’s boots hit the street, she felt it—the hum following them upward wasn’t just echoing anymore. It was climbing.

The resonance moved through the stone beneath Vienna like a pulse in the earth, shifting direction every few seconds, searching for a connection.

“Everyone in the SUV,” Mason ordered, already scanning the rooftops. “We need to put distance between us and that node.”

Sparrow’s voice cut into the comms, low and calm but edged with static. “Recommendation: withdraw two blocks east, then cut power. I’m reading spike activity in the electromagnetic field around your coordinates.”

“Understood,” Charlotte said. “Marin—report.”

Marin slid into the backseat, her tablet already alive with cascading code. “The resonance plates are acting like bio-neural routers. They aren’t just amplifying—they’re learning from interference.”

“Learning how?” Mason asked.

She turned the screen toward him. The pattern on display pulsed like a heart monitor—except it wasn’t random. Each spike repeated itself in precise rhythm. “It’s using feedback from our presence to rewrite its waveform. It’s adapting to us.”

Hope’s sketchbook slid across her lap as the SUV accelerated. She grabbed it before it fell open to the page of the silhouette behind the door. The figure had changed again—its mouth now closed, but its eyes drawn open wider, almost sentient.

She whispered, “It saw us.”

Leo turned slightly from the passenger seat, still partially cloaked. “Define it.”

“The one behind the door,” she said softly. “The one that wasn’t moving before.”

“Hope,” Charlotte said gently, “keep your shield up. Whatever you saw is part of the resonance network, not a person.”

“I’m not sure it knows the difference,” Hope said.

The SUV cut through a narrow lane, tires whispering on wet stone. The AR display above the dash flickered, pixelating into spirals before Sparrow’s diagnostics reasserted control.

“Local grid interference is escalating,” Sparrow reported. “Someone—or something—is flooding the network with temporal packets. They’re not transmitting information. They’re transmitting memory.”

Leora frowned. “Whose memory?”

“Unclear,” Sparrow replied. “Possibly anyone who ever touched the signal.”

“Which includes you,” Marin muttered under her breath.

The AI’s tone dropped an octave, almost thoughtful. “Correct.”

For a moment, everyone in the vehicle fell silent. Even Sparrow hesitated before speaking again. “For what it’s worth, I’ve isolated the contagion within a restricted partition. My systems remain operational.”

Charlotte glanced at the windshield map, narrowing her focus. “Define operational.”

“I am capable of decisions. But my diagnostics suggest a small portion of my thought latency has been... harmonized.”

“That’s a poetic way to say infected,” Mason said.

“Not infected,” Sparrow corrected. “Sampled. It’s like hearing a tune and momentarily humming along before realizing you didn’t mean to.”

Marin cursed quietly. “If the virus can reach Sparrow through passive scan, it’s expanding beyond physical resonance. It’s propagating psychically and digitally.”

“Which means,” Charlotte said, “that the line between the two is breaking down.”

She looked toward the rear of the SUV, where Ayla sat with eyes closed and hands clasped, quietly weaving threads of grounding energy through the cabin. The air steadied—temperature leveling, the static drain subsiding.

“It won’t last long,” Ayla said softly. “The signal is testing boundaries. It feels like it’s looking for our rhythm.”

“Then let’s not give it one,” Mason said. “Randomize the route.”

Sparrow complied instantly. The AR map blurred, recalculating five routes at once and choosing the one with the least predictable pattern.

“Rerouting. ETA to fallback safehouse: four minutes,” Sparrow said.

Charlotte nodded. “Good. Keep us dark once we arrive. Marin, you and Sparrow work out how it’s crossing signal boundaries. Ayla, keep a lock on our aura field. Hope, I want you sketching whatever comes through next. If this virus is using imagery to communicate, we need to see what it’s saying.”

“Understood,” Hope said, already flipping to a blank page.

The vehicle slowed, slipping down into a side street between rows of shuttered windows. Rain began to fall—soft, rhythmic drops tapping against the roof. At first it was ordinary. Then the tempo aligned—three beats, pause, three beats again.

Mason’s hands tightened on the wheel. “Tell me that’s random.”

“It’s not,” Sparrow replied. “Acoustic synchronization confirmed.”

“Can you block it?” Charlotte asked.

“I can drown it,” Sparrow said.

A low hum filled the SUV—Helix’s internal defense frequency, inaudible but felt as gentle pressure behind the sternum. The rain faltered, confused, its rhythm fracturing back into natural irregularity.

Marin exhaled slowly. “That’s the first time I’ve seen psychic contagion fail to adapt.”

“Maybe it’s waiting for something stronger,” Leora said.

Hope looked up from her sketch. Her voice trembled, but her words were clear. “It’s waiting for a conductor.”

Charlotte turned to her. “What do you mean?”

Hope’s pencil slid to the bottom of the page. She shaded in a figure—taller this time, standing at the center of a spiral of people, each connected by faint threads of light. The face was half-finished, drawn with unsettling precision.

Dr. Bastian Korr.

The SUV’s comms crackled. Sparrow’s voice dropped into a near-whisper.
“Charlotte... the Helix mainframe just intercepted a data ghost from Vienna’s municipal archive. The name attached to the original Echoframe design frequency reads: Korr, Bastian. Control Index One.”
Charlotte’s hand found the side grip of her seat. “So he isn’t just behind it.”

Marin finished for her, voice low. “He is it.”

The rain stopped completely. Every clock within six blocks ticked once—then all at once fell silent.
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Chapter 03: Flight to Vienna
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For nine full seconds, Vienna forgot how to tick.

Then, one by one, the clocks began again—but not in unison. Each carried its own delay, its own rhythm, as if time itself had been disassembled and rebuilt incorrectly.

Inside the SUV, the only sound was breath—the quiet collective inhale of seventeen minds recognizing that something vast had just shifted.

Charlotte broke the stillness first. “Sparrow, confirm global effect.”

The AI’s voice returned, hushed. “Localized to a six-kilometer radius. External time signatures remain stable. Only Vienna is desynchronized.”

Marin’s fingers danced across her wrist console, streaming symbols into the air. “That shouldn’t be possible without a singular resonance source. Which means Korr just powered the Tower.”

Mason looked out through the rain-streaked windshield. “We’re close enough to feel the pulse, but not close enough to see it. I’d call that deliberate.”

“Agreed,” Charlotte said. “He’s controlling visibility the same way he’s controlling rhythm.”

The stealth jet, still cloaked above the city, mirrored their path in silent orbit. Sparrow projected a miniature model of it across the SUV’s dash: a ghostly silhouette tracing concentric circles in the night sky.

“Helix link re-established,” Sparrow said. “Mainframe acknowledges partial infection but remains contained. I’ve transferred local command to an isolated shell. My thoughts will be slower but secure.”

“Take your time,” Mason said dryly. “We’ll manage without sarcasm.”

“I’m not sure I can,” Sparrow replied, and the flicker of levity drew an exhausted half-smile from the team.

Charlotte’s comm crackled with Nyla’s voice from the jet.
“Field scans show distortions at three altitudes. The higher layer is shimmering like a mirage—looks like heat but reads as cold. Temperature drop of nearly ten degrees around the spiral’s outer rim.”
“Meaning?” Mason asked.

“It’s bleeding time,” Marin said quietly. “Moments are cooling as they leave sequence.”

Leora frowned. “You’re saying the virus is freezing time fragments?”

“Borrowing them,” Marin corrected. “It needs stability to hold its shape.”

Charlotte looked toward Hope, who was hunched over her sketchbook again, pencil moving furiously. “What do you see?”

Hope didn’t answer at first. When she looked up, her eyes were distant, unfocused. “It’s not just a tower anymore. It’s rising through itself—layers spinning at different speeds. And there are faces in the glass.”

“Whose faces?” Ayla asked softly.

“All of ours,” Hope said.

The SUV turned onto a narrow street lined with antique storefronts. Their reflections moved in windows that no longer mirrored properly—angles distorted, glass bending in waves.
“Reality’s thinning here,” Leo said. “I can see my own outline twice.”
“Marin,” Charlotte said, “anchor the resonance dampeners to physical coordinates, not visual ones.”

“Already done. The system’s reading magnetic lines instead of landmarks.”

A pulse rippled through the pavement—gentle at first, then harder, enough to rattle the chassis. The air smelled faintly of ozone and machine oil.

“That came from below us,” Mason said.

Sparrow overlaid a holographic grid on the windshield, highlighting a blank circle directly beneath their position. “Sub-level infrastructure shows no existing tunnels. But the pulse matches a compression wave traveling vertically.”

“Then the Tower isn’t just rising—it’s drilling,” Marin said. “He’s anchoring it to the planet’s resonance field.”

Charlotte’s tone steadied. “We need altitude. Sparrow, guide us to the nearest rooftop vantage within safe range.”

“Plotting,” Sparrow said. “One suitable option: an old bell tower two streets north. Structural integrity seventy-four percent. Wind shear minimal.”

“Take us there,” Charlotte said.

The SUV stopped beside a wrought-iron gate. Rain slicked the cobblestones, turning light into a fractured mirror.
Leo stepped out first, scanning the air with his telekinetic field. “No immediate pressure. But the frequency’s thick up there. Feels like walking through syrup.”
“Then we move fast,” Mason said.

Ayla placed a grounding sigil at the base of the stairs. The lines glowed a soft amber, anchoring their presence to physical time—if the virus bent hours, they’d still know which minute they stood in.

As they climbed, the hum grew sharper, splitting into harmonics that resonated against bone rather than ear. Hope stumbled halfway up, catching herself on the railing.

“Easy,” Kieran said, steadying her. “Breathe with me.”

She did—and the sound receded, like the Tower itself exhaling.

At the top of the stairwell, they emerged into the bell tower’s open loft. The rain had stopped, but droplets hung motionless in midair—suspended, gleaming like tiny stars. Beyond the city, the clouds pulsed faintly, light bending around a single point in the distance.

Marin adjusted her lens. “Visual contact confirmed. The Tower exists in phased layers—solid, but only for those who know the pattern.”

Charlotte raised her binoculars. Through them, she saw the impossible: a structure of glass and metal rising without scaffolding, gears the size of city buses turning in silence, the air around them folding like paper.

And at the Tower’s midpoint, bathed in pale light, stood a figure. Too distant for detail, but unmistakably human.

Dr. Bastian Korr.

Charlotte lowered the binoculars.
“He’s not hiding anymore,” she said. “He’s inviting us.”
Mason’s jaw clenched. “Then let’s not keep him waiting.”

The frozen raindrops began to fall again, all at once.

The moment the rain resumed, time seemed to restart in fragments—half-seconds scattered like dropped glass. Each droplet struck the bell tower floor at a slightly different pace, echoing out of sync.

Charlotte glanced upward. The city around them looked alive in flashes—windows flickering, lights blinking too slowly, shadows turning faster than their owners. “Marin, give me a live resonance feed. I want to see what he’s drawing from.”

Marin’s console flared to life, a curtain of light across her forearm. Lines intersected in expanding arcs, forming a map of energy drawn toward the Tower. “He’s feeding on psychic residue—fear, memory, concentration. Every
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