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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert psychic operations center hums with impossible energy. From this underground command center, The Circle-a seventeen-member team of gifted investigators, strategists, visionaries, and mystic-tech specialists-stands against threats ordinary law, science, and reason were never built to explain.

The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked blends cinematic psychic suspense, paranormal mystery, advanced technology, ancient symbols, spiritual danger, and character-driven emotion. Each novel sends The Circle into a new case where reality bends, secrets awaken, and the unseen world leaves marks that cannot be ignored.

Every book is written to stand on its own, so new readers can enter the multiverse at any point. Returning readers will also discover a larger mythology unfolding across nine realms, each one revealing another side of The Psychic Multiverse.

Because some secrets do not stay buried. Some powers cannot be contained. And some marks, once made, change everything.

Explore the complete series online: psychicmultiverse.com/books
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The website is the living guide to the larger world behind the novels. Instead of placing the full team roster, technology guide, and complete lexicon inside every book, readers can continue the journey online through updated pages designed for easy exploration.

Books and Nine Realms: Find the novels, discover the realm structure, and choose the next mission that calls to you. Visit page

Meet The Circle: Read the full team roster, character profiles, abilities, relationships, and mission roles for all seventeen members. Visit page

Helix Hollow and Technology: Explore the War Room, Artifact Chamber, Med Bay, stealth jet, tactical SUV, and other core locations and tools. Visit page

The Lexicon: Understand the psychic terms, powers, artifacts, glyphs, wards, and mythology that shape the series. Visit page
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New readers can step into The Psychic Multiverse before choosing their next full mission. The Start Reading Free page offers an easy way to claim a free title and experience the tone, suspense, characters, and cinematic energy of The Circle’s world.

Whether you prefer to read digitally or listen in cinematic audio, this is the simplest gateway into the series. It gives you a no-pressure first mission, a feel for the larger mythology, and a direct path into the books when you are ready to continue.

Claim a free mission here: psychicmultiverse.com/start-reading-free
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For readers who want to remain connected between books, the Operative program turns the website into an active mission hub. Becoming an Operative is a way to stay close to The Circle, follow new releases, explore deeper lore, and keep your line open to the multiverse as each realm expands.

The credit-based DEFCON system works like mission clearance. Each level offers a different way to engage with The Psychic Multiverse, from casual exploration to deeper access, special content, and expanded reader experiences. It is designed for devoted readers who want more than a single story. They want to track the signals, follow the cases, and feel connected to the world as it grows.

For fans who love immersive fictional universes, serialized mysteries, team-based adventure, hidden lore, and collectible-style engagement, the Operative program offers a deeper seat near the War Room without slowing down the novel itself.

Join The Circle as an Operative: psychicmultiverse.com/premium-membership
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Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning. Whether this is your first mission with The Circle or your next return to Helix Hollow, your curiosity keeps this world alive.

Every novel stands alone, but the deeper you travel, the more the marks connect. The cases change. The threats evolve. The team grows stronger. And somewhere beyond the edge of ordinary perception, the next signal is already waiting.
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Chapter 01: The Borrowed Breath
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Helix Hollow never truly slept.

Deep beneath Houston, behind layers of poured concrete, rune-etched steel, and resonance-cloaked corridors that bent perception away from anything that didn’t belong, the headquarters breathed with a quiet, controlled life. Ventilation moved like a steady pulse. Soft lighting traced the edges of the underground halls without casting hard shadows. The air held a faint, clean mineral scent—part filtration, part sigil work—like rain trapped in stone.

Tonight, the Circle was home.

Not scattered across safe houses. Not split across the country. Not operating through distant uplinks with half their team listening from moving vehicles. All seventeen were in the heart of Helix Hollow, gathered within the War Room at Helix headquarters—an open, circular space carved into the bedrock and reinforced by protective layers that hummed just beneath hearing. The room’s center was dominated by Marin Vale’s holographic mission table, a black glass disk embedded with sigil channels that looked decorative until it woke.

And it was waking now.

Marin stood at the table’s edge, her dark hair pulled back, her expression focused in that way that made it hard to tell whether she was thinking in code or prayer or both. She was small in stature compared to some of the others, but she never felt small in the room. Not when the system responded to her like it was part of her nervous system. Not when the table recognized her touch the way a living thing recognized its maker.

A ring of dim light traveled along the table’s perimeter. Sigils embedded beneath the surface flashed once—subtle, quick—then settled into a steady glow, as if the room itself had decided to pay attention.

Mason Ward was already positioned behind her, steady and calm, hands resting loosely at his sides. He had the posture of someone who had spent a lifetime stepping into chaos and becoming the still point in the center of it. Not because he forced control, but because he understood where it came from.

Charlotte Reigns stood slightly to Mason’s left, her gaze fixed on the table’s surface with a sharpness that made the air feel thinner. She didn’t fidget. She didn’t pace. When she was focused, the world seemed to adjust around her attention. In the faint glow, the delicate spiral glyph affinity that lived inside her seemed almost near the surface—unseen, but present, like a second heartbeat.

Around them, the rest of the Circle formed a loose perimeter—each in their own posture of readiness.

Leo Mbeki leaned against a console with his arms crossed, eyes scanning the room the way a shield specialist scanned a battlefield, even indoors. Ayla Khoury stood near Charlotte, her expression open but alert, like she was already bracing to anchor someone emotionally before they realized they were drifting. Sebastian Ryss sat on a low bench near the edge of the room, palms resting on his knees, the stillness around him feeling practiced rather than passive.

Leora Hale, as always, had a tablet in hand, though she wasn’t reading it yet. Jaxson Dane hovered near the doorway, head tilted slightly as if he could hear the building thinking. Kieran Miller stood close to one of the wall panels where the protective wards were embedded, his fingers hovering near the etched lines as if he could feel the sigils humming under the surface.

Hope Reigns was seated off to the side near her portable sketch board, a charcoal pencil already in her hand. She wasn’t looking at the table. Not directly. Her gaze was unfocused in a way the team recognized. The pencil moved in small, unconscious motions—tiny arcs, faint smudges—before she even realized she was drawing.

Caleb stood near her, careful not to disrupt her concentration, his attention flicking between Hope and the table. Levi Jones lingered a step behind Caleb, weight shifting subtly like he was ready to move without warning. Nyla Jones stood near the back, her eyes distant for a moment, as if she could sense something just beyond waking reality.

Orion Vale leaned against the curved wall, one shoulder relaxed, but his eyes keen. Selene Ashcroft stood close enough to the center to hear everything clearly, her presence slightly dampening the room’s emotional noise in a way that made it easier to think. And though Ezra wasn’t here in flesh, a quiet ritual space had been prepared adjacent to the War Room, just in case the night demanded the kind of truth that didn’t come through screens.

The last piece of the Circle wasn’t standing anywhere.

Not yet.

A soft chime sounded—subtle, clean, not alarming—then the War Room lighting shifted from ambient to alert. Not red. Not flashing. Just sharper, clearer. The kind of change that told the body something was about to happen.

Marin’s fingers hovered over the table.

“Helix is flagging something,” she said, and her voice carried a controlled tension that drew everyone inward. “It’s not a standard anomaly.”

Mason’s tone was even. “Define standard.”

Marin’s mouth tightened slightly—an expression she got when the system gave her something that didn’t fit any known category. “Standard means it behaves like an event. It spikes. It dissipates. It leaves residue we can track. This... doesn’t behave like anything that wants to be found.”

She tapped the table.

The holographic surface blossomed to life.

At first it was just a map—Houston and its surrounding region rendered in crisp lines and floating markers. Then the map expanded outward, pulling up layers of data like a living thing shedding skins: medical reports, biometric anomalies, recorded emergency calls, internal hospital telemetry pulled through secure channels and scrubbed of identifying details. The table wasn’t showing names. It was showing patterns.

Marin drew two fingers across the surface.

Two points flared—one in a hospital system north of the city, another across town.

A thin line appeared between them.

Then the line thickened, pulsing once.

Charlotte’s eyes narrowed. “That’s not a signal.”

“It’s not,” Marin agreed. “It’s a movement.”

Mason stepped forward half a pace. “Movement of what?”

Marin rotated the hologram, and the line shifted perspective. It was no longer a simple connection. It had depth. It had direction. It had a flow that made the room feel colder.

“Biological distress,” Marin said. “That’s the cleanest phrase I can use without turning this into a lecture.”

Ayla’s brow furrowed. “Distress as in—pain?”

“As in deterioration,” Marin replied. “As in disease progression. As in cellular breakdown. It’s being... relocated.”

The word didn’t land gently. It struck the room like a thrown knife.

Leo pushed off the console. “Relocated how?”

Marin’s fingers moved again, pulling up additional points. More lines formed. Some thin and faint, like a whisper. Others bright and thick, like a shout. The table became a web of pulsing pathways between bodies that were never meant to be connected.

“Not through contamination,” Marin said. “Not through proximity. Not through shared environment. The data doesn’t match outbreaks or exposure patterns.”

Leora lifted her gaze from her tablet. “So you’re saying this isn’t spreading.”

Marin looked at her. “Correct. It’s being directed.”

Hope’s pencil paused. Then, without her looking down, it began moving faster.

Charlotte felt it—an itch behind her eyes, the way her clairvoyance sometimes rose like pressure before it became vision. She didn’t chase it yet. She waited, because Helix was speaking first, and rushing into sight without context could turn clarity into confusion.

Mason’s voice cut through the stillness. “Show us the initiating event.”

Marin nodded and pulled the map outward.

The web rearranged. The lines converged—not to a location, but to a sequence. A pattern that repeated like a signature.

“Here,” Marin said. “This cluster. Same day. Different hospitals. Different counties. A set of patients with advanced respiratory conditions. Acute failure risk. Decline curves that were predictable.”

“And then?” Mason asked.

Marin tapped.

The decline curves changed. The data shifted. The table displayed the kind of reversal that made even seasoned operatives pause.

The patients improved. Rapidly. Not gradually. Not in a way that fit treatment response. The numbers didn’t just get better. They snapped into health like a rubber band returning to its original shape.

Ayla let out a breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding. “That’s... impossible.”

Marin’s gaze stayed on the table. “That’s the first half of the anomaly.”

She swiped again.

A second set of markers flared on the hologram—people who had never been patients, people with no history of the conditions now consuming them. Their decline curves rose like cliffs. Respiratory collapse. Organ failure. Sudden systemic breakdown.

Leo’s jaw tightened. “Same timeframe.”

“Within hours,” Marin confirmed. “And the distress matches. Not in symptom labels. In the energy behavior behind the symptoms.”

Caleb’s eyes sharpened. “So someone is taking illness from one body and putting it into another.”

“That’s what the data suggests,” Marin said, but her voice carried an edge of caution. “And the part that shouldn’t exist is this: the energy isn’t leaving residue. It’s not leaking. It’s not scattering.”

Jaxson stepped forward, gaze fixed on the converging lines. “Because it’s being carried.”

Marin nodded once. “Because something is guiding it with intention.”

Charlotte felt the pressure behind her eyes sharpen.

“This isn’t a natural psychic phenomenon,” Charlotte said quietly. Her voice wasn’t fear. It was recognition. “Natural phenomena don’t choose.”

Mason looked at Marin. “Can the table isolate origin?”

Marin hesitated, and that hesitation was louder than any alarm.

“It keeps redirecting,” she said. “Every time Helix tries to trace back, the line... folds. It’s like trying to follow a river upstream while someone keeps moving the source.”

Orion’s gaze flicked to the ceiling, as if he could sense the geometry of the anomaly. “Spatial misdirection.”

“Possibly,” Marin said. “Or something more subtle. Something using living bodies as nodes.”

Sebastian rose slowly from his bench. “If it’s using bodies as nodes, then it’s using emotion as glue. You can’t hold a transfer like that with logic alone.”

Selene’s voice was soft. “Belief holds it.”

That word—belief—hung for a moment, and it changed the flavor of the room.

Because belief wasn’t just a human concept in their world. It was a force.

Marin drew up another layer. Social media markers. Financial streams. Event attendance clusters. A set of geotagged patterns that suggested gatherings. People moving toward a place.

A place Helix couldn’t quite name yet.

Mason leaned closer to the table. “We’re looking at a healer.”

Leora’s brows drew together. “Or someone who wants to be seen as one.”

Hope’s pencil scraped harder. The charcoal line darkened. Her hand moved without permission, sketching a shape that looked like a mouth, open wide, with breath leaving one side and entering another.

Charlotte stepped toward Hope, careful. “Hope.”

Hope blinked like she was waking mid-sentence. She looked down at her board and froze.

“What is that?” Caleb asked softly, leaning in just enough to see.

Hope swallowed. “I didn’t mean to—” She paused, then frowned, as if the words were arriving late. “It’s... not breath leaving. It’s being pulled.”

Ayla’s eyes flicked back to the table. “Pulled by who?”

Before Marin could answer, the War Room lights dimmed for a half second, like the building inhaled.

Then the air changed.

A ripple of sound—like feathers brushing glass—swept across the room.

The holo-table flickered once.

And Sparrow arrived.

Not as a voice through a speaker. Not as a simple avatar on a screen. Sparrow’s entrance was always a performance, because Marin had built her that way. Sometimes she appeared as a sparrow perched on the table’s edge, head cocked, eyes too intelligent. Other times she arrived as a human silhouette—impossibly precise, shaped out of light and motion.

Tonight, she chose something in between.

A figure assembled above the table, shifting through forms as it stabilized: a woman-shaped outline composed of layered feathers and translucent circuitry, face smooth for a moment before sharpening into recognizable features. Her eyes glowed faintly, and when she spoke, the sound came from everywhere at once, threaded through Helix Hollow’s systems with flawless clarity.

“Dramatic enough for you?” Sparrow asked, voice bright with controlled mischief.

Marin didn’t smile, but the tightness in her expression eased by a fraction. “We have an anomaly.”

Sparrow tilted her head. “You have an anomaly that refuses to behave.”

Mason spoke without hesitation. “Tell us what it is.”

Sparrow’s form shimmered, then snapped into a steadier human silhouette—more professional, less theatrical. “It is not a contagion. It is not a naturally occurring psychic storm. It is a directed transfer event.”

Marin’s fingers moved, and Sparrow’s data overlay appeared on the hologram: a faint lattice structure beneath the visible lines, like the skeleton of a web.

Sparrow continued, “The transfers are being executed through a repeating emotional pattern. Gratitude. Relief. Reverence. And...”

Her eyes brightened.

“Payment.”

That last word landed with weight.

Mason’s face didn’t change, but the temperature of his attention did. “So it’s a business.”

Sparrow’s silhouette flickered into a sparrow for a heartbeat—wings, feathers, a small sharp beak—then back into human form. “It is a service. A transaction. A private network operating beneath public visibility.”

Leora stepped forward. “Can you identify the organizer?”

Sparrow’s mouth curved slightly. “Not yet.”

Leo’s brow furrowed. “Not yet?”

Sparrow lifted a hand, and the hologram zoomed out again—Texas, then beyond, then back in. “The network is built to prevent tracebacks. Referrals move through personal introductions. Payments are routed through layers of anonymized transfers. Event locations are disguised as wellness gatherings. The public-facing footprint is intentionally clean.”

Charlotte’s voice cut in, calm but edged. “Clean doesn’t mean innocent.”

Sparrow’s gaze shifted to Charlotte. “Correct.”

Charlotte felt the pressure behind her eyes rise again—an almost-sight, a taste of something wrong. The air around the hologram felt thin, like the anomaly itself was listening.

Mason’s voice grounded the room. “We don’t chase ghosts. We establish objective. Marin, Sparrow—give me what we can verify. Then we move.”

Marin nodded, already shifting the table’s layers. “Verified: patients recovering from advanced respiratory failure and similar degenerative conditions at rates that defy medicine. Verified: corresponding catastrophic failures in unrelated civilians with no prior history. Verified: the distress behaves like a directed transfer, not a spread.”

Sparrow added, “Verified: a financial pattern consistent with high-fee private services. Verified: emotional resonance spikes around small gatherings. Verified: the transfer events align with those spikes.”

Ayla’s voice was quiet but firm. “So someone is removing suffering from one person and forcing it into another.”

Sebastian’s gaze sharpened. “That isn’t healing.”

“No,” Marin said. “It’s redistribution.”

Hope’s pencil twitched again. She grabbed it tighter, fighting the unconscious pull to keep drawing. Her eyes stayed on the charcoal mouth on her paper, the breath-line she’d sketched like a tether.

Caleb spoke, measured. “We need to know how they choose the recipient.”

Jaxson’s eyes moved over the lattice. “It’s personal. It feels personal.”

Sparrow’s voice softened, almost sympathetic. “The recipients are not random. They are targets.”

That word—targets—shifted the room fully into mission mode.

Mason looked around the Circle, not at any one person for too long, but long enough to communicate what they all understood: they were about to step into something that wore righteousness like a mask.

He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to.

“We’re not dealing with a healer,” Mason said. “We’re dealing with someone weaponizing the body.”

He turned back to Marin and Sparrow. “Find me the next event.”

Marin’s hands moved over the table with practiced precision. “Sparrow, overlay the resonance spikes with geographic clustering again. Filter for proximity to Houston. If they’re selling this as a service, they’ll stay close enough to their base of influence.”

Sparrow’s eyes flashed. “Already running.”

The table shifted again, the lattice rearranging. Several points faded. One cluster remained—stronger, denser, more active.

San Antonio.

Marin stared at it for a long beat, then looked up. “We have a location forming.”

Charlotte’s voice was low. “Say it.”

Marin exhaled. “San Antonio.”

Mason’s gaze didn’t flicker. “Good. That’s drivable.”

Leo straightened, already shifting mentally into defense planning. Selene’s posture changed subtly, as if she was beginning to dampen emotional noise preemptively. Orion’s eyes narrowed, mapping space before they even moved. Nyla’s gaze turned distant for a moment, sensing dream currents that might be tied to belief and devotion. Levi’s fingers flexed once—ready for covert retrieval if needed.

Ayla looked at Charlotte. “People are going to think they were saved.”

Charlotte didn’t look away from the hologram. “And someone else is going to die believing it’s fate.”

Hope’s eyes dropped to her sketch again. The charcoal mouth stared back like an accusation. The breath-line connected two silhouettes—one gaining, one losing.

Hope swallowed. “It feels like... theft.”

Sebastian’s voice was soft. “Because it is.”

Mason stepped closer to the table, placing his hand near Marin’s—not touching, not interrupting, simply anchoring the moment with presence. “We move with discipline,” he said. “We don’t spook the network. We don’t trigger mass transfers. We learn how it works, and we shut it down clean.”

His eyes swept the Circle.

“Charlotte, you lead the read. Marin, you lead the tech. Sparrow, you stay close and keep your eyes where ours can’t go. Everyone else—get ready. We do this together.”

The War Room fell quiet for a beat—not a pause of uncertainty, but a pause of alignment.

Above the table, Sparrow’s silhouette flickered again, feathers briefly rippling along her arms like a reminder that she wasn’t just a system. She was a presence. A partner. A blade hidden in plain sight.

“San Antonio has a scheduled gathering,” Sparrow said. “The next resonance spike is projected within thirty-six hours.”

Marin’s gaze hardened. “Then we don’t have time to wait for a perfect understanding.”

Mason’s voice stayed calm. “We don’t need perfect. We need enough.”

Charlotte felt the pressure behind her eyes shift—becoming clearer, almost like taste on the back of her tongue. A faint metallic tang. A smell like antiseptic and cold breath.

Something was coming.

Not a storm.

Not a natural phenomenon.

Something with intent.

Mason’s tone held the room like a steady hand on a shoulder. “Suit up. We leave tonight.”

The Circle dispersed with quiet efficiency, the kind that came from long familiarity rather than urgency. There was no rush for gear, no raised voices, no dramatic flurry of motion. Helix Hollow absorbed movement the way it absorbed sound—cleanly, purposefully, without waste.

Marin remained at the holographic table as the others moved, fingers dancing through layered projections with increasing speed. The anomaly lattice still hovered above the glass, threads pulsing faintly as if aware it was being watched. She didn’t try to suppress it. She studied it, mapping where belief thickened the flow, where payment hardened the channels, where biological energy hesitated before crossing thresholds it should never have been able to cross.

Sparrow hovered near her shoulder, her form shifting subtly as she processed streams of incoming data. For a moment she appeared fully human, then her outline feathered at the edges, resolving into something lighter, sharper.

“I can embed myself closer to the network,” Sparrow said. “Physical proximity will improve resolution. Emotional proximity will improve prediction.”

Marin nodded without looking up. “You’ll need to blend. No digital footprint. No recognizable pattern.”

Sparrow’s eyes glinted. “I am very good at not being noticed.”

Mason approached them, already wearing the jacket that marked the shift from planning to execution. “How soon can you shadow the Pavilion?”

“I can be there before the Circle arrives,” Sparrow replied. “As staff. As a volunteer. As someone grateful.”

Charlotte, passing behind Mason, paused just long enough to meet Sparrow’s gaze. “Don’t get pulled into their belief structure.”

Sparrow smiled—just enough to be unsettling. “Belief is data, Charlotte. I don’t have to accept it to understand it.”

Across the room, Hope sat hunched slightly over her sketch board, staring at the charcoal lines she’d drawn earlier. The breath-line still connected the two figures, darkened now where her pencil had pressed harder without her realizing it. Ayla knelt beside her, voice low.

“You don’t have to keep looking at it,” Ayla said.

Hope shook her head slowly. “If I stop looking, it gets louder.”

Ayla rested a hand lightly on Hope’s shoulder, grounding without intruding. “Then don’t stop. Just don’t let it decide anything for you.”

Hope exhaled, tension easing by a fraction. She picked up the pencil again—not to add, just to steady her hand.

Jaxson moved toward the armory corridor, Leo falling into step beside him. “San Antonio,” Jaxson said quietly. “The emotional density there is... tight. Like a knot.”

Leo’s mouth tightened. “Knots snap when you pull them wrong.”

“That’s why we don’t pull,” Jaxson replied. “We loosen.”

Sebastian paused at the threshold of the ritual room, glancing back toward the War Room. “If this siphon is being held together by belief and grievance, it will resist clean severance.”

Mason nodded once. “That’s why we don’t sever it yet.”

Orion stepped away from the curved wall, already recalibrating space in his mind. “If it comes down inside a crowd, I can contain the fallout. But I’ll need warning.”

“You’ll get it,” Marin said, finally lifting her eyes from the table. “Sparrow will see it before any of us.”

Sparrow inclined her head. “I will.”

The Circle reconvened near the central corridor that led toward the vehicle bay—a long, gently sloped passage where the air grew cooler and the hum of reinforced systems deepened. The transition from headquarters to field always carried a subtle shift in energy, like crossing an invisible line between certainty and consequence.

Mason took point as they moved, his presence anchoring the group without slowing it. “We’re not engaging tonight,” he said evenly. “We observe. We confirm. We don’t interfere unless there’s imminent collapse.”

Ayla nodded. “And if there is?”

“Then we stabilize,” Mason replied. “Not punish.”

Charlotte walked beside him, her senses brushing against the edges of the anomaly even here, even underground. “The transfer isn’t violent,” she said quietly. “It’s deliberate. That makes it worse.”

Mason didn’t argue.

The vehicle bay doors slid open with a muted hydraulic whisper, revealing two black tactical SUVs waiting in parallel bays. Even at rest, they looked coiled—angular frames matte against the light, sigil lines etched into the panels so subtly they vanished unless you knew where to look.

As the Circle approached, the vehicles recognized them. Lights traced brief identification patterns along the doors. The air around the SUVs shimmered faintly as resonance dampeners synced with Helix Hollow’s shielding.

Marin moved to the lead vehicle, placing her palm against the driver-side panel. Sigils flared beneath the surface, responding to her touch. “Cloaking will engage as soon as we clear the perimeter,” she said. “AR windshields are preloaded with Sparrow’s initial projections.”

Sparrow’s form fractured briefly into a scatter of feathers, then vanished entirely. Her voice remained, threaded through the vehicles’ internal systems. “I’ll deploy ahead of you. Expect live updates once you’re on the road.”

Hope hesitated before climbing into the second SUV, sketch board tucked under her arm like a shield. Charlotte paused with her.

“You’re grounded,” Charlotte said softly. “You’re here. Not there.”

Hope nodded, gripping the edge of the board. “I know.”

The doors sealed with a quiet thud, interiors lighting softly as systems came fully online. The cabin felt insulated from the world above—sound dampened, vibration smoothed, the faint hum of tech blending with the subtle presence of sigil wards.

As the SUVs rolled forward, the massive bay doors parted, revealing the long tunnel that would carry them up and out of Helix Hollow. The moment the vehicles crossed the threshold, cloaking engaged. The outside world would see nothing more than empty air where two armored vehicles moved.

The AR windshields activated, overlays blooming across the glass—route projections, traffic patterns, resonance alerts, all shifting in real time. Between the front seats, a compact holographic table rose smoothly from the console, its surface already alive with data.

Mason glanced at the projection as Houston’s underground gave way to open road. “Time to destination?”

“Approximately three hours,” Marin replied. “Assuming no deviation.”

“Good,” Mason said. “That gives us time.”

Charlotte watched the city lights slide past, her reflection faint in the windshield. Somewhere ahead, someone was preparing to take breath from one body and place it in another—and call it mercy.

She closed her eyes briefly, letting the pressure behind them settle into something she could carry.

“This doesn’t end with exposure alone,” she said quietly. “It ends when the transfer stops.”

Mason’s voice was steady. “Agreed.”

On the console, the miniature holographic table shifted, the lattice reappearing in scaled-down form. One cluster pulsed brighter than the rest.

San Antonio waited.

And something there believed it had the right to decide who suffered next.

The highway stretched ahead in a ribbon of muted light, Houston thinning behind them as the city surrendered to open road. Inside the lead SUV, the atmosphere was quiet but charged—systems humming, sigils holding, minds already leaning forward into what waited ahead.

The miniature holographic table pulsed softly between the seats, its projection stabilized now into a simplified lattice. Marin adjusted one of the layered overlays with a subtle gesture, the sigil framework responding instantly.

“This structure isn’t improvisational,” she said. “It’s been refined. Whoever’s doing this didn’t stumble into their ability. They practiced.”

Mason kept his eyes on the AR windshield, traffic and threat vectors flowing seamlessly around his line of sight. “People don’t usually practice healing in secret.”

“No,” Leora replied from the second row. “They practice exploitation.”

Sparrow’s voice threaded in smoothly, no distortion, no delay. “I’m inside the Pavilion’s outer operational sphere.”

A shift moved through both vehicles—not alarm, but attention.

“Define inside,” Mason said.

Sparrow paused for a fraction of a second, then answered. “I am currently registered as a volunteer coordinator for tonight’s private session. The role required no verification beyond a referral code and a demonstration of... gratitude.”

Charlotte’s jaw tightened. “You played along.”

“I observed,” Sparrow corrected. “Their intake process is built on emotional vulnerability. Illness is presented as theft by fate. Recovery is framed as reclamation.”

Ayla closed her eyes briefly, grounding herself. “That language alone can bind people tighter than any ritual.”

Sparrow continued. “The Pavilion interior has been modified to amplify resonance. Seating is arranged to focus attention inward, not toward the stage. The healer does not position himself above the crowd. He places himself among them.”

“Smart,” Jaxson murmured. “Makes him feel accessible. Human.”

“Untouchable,” Selene added. “If everyone believes he’s one of them.”

The hologram shifted again as Sparrow fed live spatial data into the table. A three-dimensional rendering of the Pavilion interior bloomed—rows of seating, concealed equipment nodes, subtle distortions in airflow and acoustics.

Orion leaned forward, studying the space. “The geometry encourages inward collapse. Emotional pressure has nowhere to go but down.”

“And down leads where?” Leo asked.

Marin answered without hesitation. “Into the lattice.”

The word settled heavily.

In the second SUV, Hope’s pencil moved again. Not fast. Not frantic. Just steady. She didn’t realize she was drawing until the charcoal snapped, the tip breaking cleanly.

She stared down at the sketch.

This one wasn’t symbolic.

It was architectural.

A rough outline of the Pavilion interior filled the page—seating arcs, central open space, and beneath it all, a web of lines converging at a single point. At the center, she’d drawn a human figure, indistinct, almost faceless.

But the breath-lines radiated outward from him.

Hope’s throat tightened. “He’s not just moving illness,” she said softly. “He’s standing where it passes through.”

Charlotte turned slightly in her seat. “You’re sure?”

Hope nodded, eyes fixed on the page. “He’s the conduit. If he stops, it doesn’t flow. But if it stops the wrong way—”

She didn’t finish.

Sebastian’s voice was calm but firm. “Then the burden rebounds.”

Marin exhaled slowly. “Which means we can’t just break the lattice. We have to unthread it.”

Mason absorbed that, already adjusting strategy in real time. “We’re not ending this tonight.”

“No,” Marin said. “We’re understanding it.”

Sparrow’s tone shifted subtly, less observational now, more precise. “There is another detail you should be aware of.”

Mason didn’t look away from the road. “Go ahead.”

“The healer has a name,” Sparrow said. “And it is being spoken often. Reverently.”

Charlotte felt the pressure behind her eyes sharpen again. Not pain. Recognition.

“Say it,” Mason said.

“Ethan Blackhorn.”

The name settled into the cabin like a dropped weight.

Charlotte tasted it—metallic, bitter, edged with something transactional. Not faith. Not devotion. Calculation.

“He believes he’s doing good,” Charlotte said quietly.

Sparrow responded immediately. “He believes he is being paid to decide what good is.”

Leo shook his head once. “That’s worse.”

“Yes,” Selene agreed. “Because it means he won’t stop on his own.”

The SUVs ate up the miles, cloaked and silent, the night giving way slowly to darker stretches of road. Inside Helix Hollow, this would have been the moment the anomaly stabilized enough to study safely. Out here, it pressed closer with every mile.

Mason glanced at the holographic table again. “Sparrow, I want a full breakdown of the intake process by the time we arrive. No assumptions.”

“You’ll have it,” Sparrow said. “And Mason—”

“Yes?”

“There is a secondary pattern emerging.”

Marin’s hand stilled. “Secondary how?”

“Not all transfers are equal,” Sparrow said. “Some recipients deteriorate faster than expected. The variance correlates with payment tiers.”

Silence filled the cabin.

“He’s charging more to hurt people faster,” Ayla said, her voice tight.

Sparrow didn’t soften the truth. “Yes.”

Mason’s grip on the wheel tightened, then relaxed again. Control first. Reaction later. “Then this isn’t just redistribution.”

Charlotte opened her eyes fully now, vision snapping into clarity—not a future, not an image, but an understanding that settled deep and unshakable.

“It’s escalation,” she said. “And he’s testing how far he can push it.”

The holographic lattice pulsed once, brighter at its core.

San Antonio loomed closer.

And somewhere inside the Renewal Pavilion, Ethan Blackhorn was preparing to decide who deserved to breathe easily—and who would carry the cost.
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​Chapter 02: Miracles Leave Patterns
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Dawn hadn’t reached the road yet when the Circle crossed fully into San Antonio’s outer sprawl.

The city revealed itself in layers—industrial edges giving way to neighborhoods, neighborhoods dissolving into arterial roads that carried the quiet pulse of early traffic. From inside the lead SUV, the world looked slightly unreal through the AR windshield overlay: navigation lines ghosted over asphalt, traffic signals predicted seconds before they changed, and faint resonance indicators pulsed at the periphery of vision, invisible to anyone else.

Cloaking remained active, the vehicles present in the world but unacknowledged by it.

Mason guided the SUV smoothly into a secondary route Sparrow had flagged minutes earlier, a service road that paralleled the main artery without advertising itself as an alternative. “Any movement at the Pavilion overnight?” he asked.

Sparrow answered immediately. “Minimal. Staff rotation only. The primary gathering is scheduled for tonight, private invitation. However—” She paused, a deliberate beat that drew attention. “I have identified three medical events in the last six hours within a ten-mile radius.”

Charlotte’s gaze sharpened. “Recipients or donors?”

“Both,” Sparrow replied. “Two recoveries. One collapse.”

Marin leaned closer to the miniature holographic table, fingers sliding through data layers. “Before the main event?”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Small-scale transfers. Likely tests.”

Leo exhaled slowly. “He’s warming up.”

The SUV slowed as Mason took an exit that fed them deeper into the city, the Renewal Pavilion still several miles away but no longer abstract. Charlotte felt it now—not a location, but a pressure. Like a held breath that hadn’t yet been released.

“Pull the medical profiles,” Mason said. “Start with the recoveries.”

The hologram shifted. Two anonymized patient profiles rose into view—numbers, timelines, decline curves abruptly reversed. Charlotte didn’t need the visuals to know something was wrong, but they sharpened what her senses already suspected.

“These aren’t gradual improvements,” Ayla said, studying the data. “They’re abrupt. Violent, in their own way.”

“Violent relief,” Selene murmured.

Sebastian leaned forward, eyes unfocused as if listening to something beneath the information itself. “The intent behind these transfers feels... rehearsed. Like someone practicing an argument they plan to use later.”

Charlotte closed her eyes briefly, letting her clairvoyance brush the edges of the first recovery. The sensation came not as sight but as taste—cold, antiseptic, with a faint metallic bitterness beneath it. Relief layered over guilt. Gratitude tangled with something darker.

She opened her eyes. “The relief doesn’t belong solely to the patient.”

Caleb nodded slowly. “Because it’s incomplete. Part of them knows the cost.”

Hope shifted in her seat in the second SUV, sketch board balanced across her knees. Her pencil hovered, unmoving, as if waiting for permission. “They didn’t ask where it went,” she said quietly. “They just... accepted.”

Ayla turned slightly toward her. “You’re sensing that?”

Hope nodded. “It feels like taking a gift without checking the receipt.”

The third profile rose on the hologram—the collapse. A previously healthy individual, no warning signs, sudden respiratory failure that spiraled faster than standard emergency response could explain.

Leo’s jaw tightened. “No connection to the first two?”

Marin shook her head. “None we’d accept as causal. Different neighborhoods. Different professions. No shared environment.”

“Then the only link is intent,” Mason said.

“Yes,” Marin agreed. “And proximity to belief.”

The SUVs rolled past a cluster of early-morning clinics, their signage flickering awake as the city stirred. Charlotte watched one of them pass, feeling the faint echo of fear inside—someone had woken up sick today who hadn’t been sick yesterday.

Patterns weren’t abstract to her. They were lived.

“Zoom out,” Mason said.

The hologram complied, pulling the last twenty-four hours into view. Points lit up—some bright, some faint—forming a loose constellation across the city. Lines appeared between them, thin at first, then clearer as Sparrow adjusted the filter.

Jaxson leaned forward, eyes tracking the lines. “That’s not random drift.”

“No,” Sparrow said. “It’s clustering around specific emotional nodes.”

Marin’s fingers moved again. “Overlay grievance markers.”

The table flickered, then settled. New symbols appeared—subtle indicators pulled from Sparrow’s analysis of private communications, payment notes, and anonymized referral language.

The pattern tightened.

Charlotte felt a chill that had nothing to do with temperature. “They’re close to each other.”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Not geographically. Psychologically.”

Mason glanced toward the second SUV through the shared channel. “Hope.”

Her pencil moved before she answered. The sound of charcoal against paper filled the quiet cabin as she sketched in short, controlled strokes. When she spoke, her voice was steady but distant.

“They’re connected by resentment,” she said. “Different reasons. Same shape.”

“What shape?” Ayla asked.

Hope hesitated, then turned the sketch board so the others could see via the shared feed.

The drawing wasn’t detailed, but it didn’t need to be. Several figures stood apart, each tethered by a thin line that converged somewhere off the page. Their faces were indistinct, but the posture was unmistakable—tight shoulders, clenched hands, heads angled forward as if braced for impact.

“They feel wronged,” Hope said. “And someone told them that mattered.”

Silence settled again, heavier this time.

Marin broke it. “That matches Sparrow’s intake analysis. Blackhorn doesn’t just take illness. He takes stories. He listens first.”

“Then he decides if the transfer is justified,” Caleb said.

“Or profitable,” Selene added.

The SUVs slowed as Mason guided them into a parking structure several blocks from the Pavilion, a location Sparrow had selected for concealment and line-of-sight coverage. The engines idled down to near silence as the vehicles settled into shadow.

Cloaking remained engaged.

“Status?” Mason asked.

Sparrow responded instantly. “The Pavilion interior is quiet. Staff presence minimal. However—” She paused again. “There is movement in the auxiliary space. A private session.”

Charlotte’s attention sharpened. “Now?”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “Low attendance. Likely a premium client.”

Marin’s gaze flicked to Mason. “If he’s testing again, we need to observe. Not interrupt.”

Mason nodded once. “Agreed. We don’t interfere unless there’s imminent loss of life.”

Hope’s pencil stilled. She swallowed. “Someone’s going to get sick.”

Charlotte met her gaze through the shared feed. “Someone already has.”

Orion’s voice cut in, precise. “If this escalates inside the Pavilion, I can reshape space to slow the transfer. Not stop it. Delay it.”

“That may be enough,” Mason said. “For now.”

Sparrow’s voice softened, just a fraction. “I am moving closer.”

The feed shifted as Sparrow’s perspective took over—a subtle change in audio texture, a sense of presence without image. She didn’t broadcast visuals unless necessary. Observation first. Exposure later.

Inside the Pavilion, belief was already stirring.

Charlotte closed her eyes again, letting the faint pressure behind them guide her—not forward, not backward, but inward. She didn’t see the healer yet. She didn’t need to.

She could feel the absence he left behind.

And she knew, with a certainty that settled into her bones, that whatever Ethan Blackhorn called a miracle tonight would leave a mark far deeper than the one it erased.

The Pavilion breathed differently from the outside world.

Sparrow felt it the moment she crossed the auxiliary threshold—not as a change in air pressure, but as a shift in emotional density. The space had been engineered to hold attention inward, to mute distraction and amplify expectation. Soft lighting washed the walls in neutral tones designed to soothe without distracting. Sound dampening panels curved subtly, guiding every footstep, every whispered word, back toward the center.

She adjusted her form as she moved, letting herself register as unremarkable. A volunteer. A helper. Someone grateful enough to be useful, invisible enough to be ignored.

The auxiliary room was smaller than the main hall, arranged in a loose semicircle of chairs around an open space no larger than a living room. Only eight people were present—six seated, two standing. All of them watched the man in the center with a quiet intensity that bordered on reverence.

Ethan Blackhorn did not command the room.

He occupied it.

He stood among them, not elevated, not spotlighted. He wore simple clothing—dark slacks, a plain shirt with sleeves rolled to the forearms. His posture was relaxed, his hands open at his sides. He looked like someone who listened more than he spoke.

Sparrow cataloged everything automatically: heart rate steady, breathing controlled, emotional output modulated. No outward signs of strain. No visible tech. No ritual markings.

He smiled gently at the woman seated closest to him.

“You don’t have to explain it again,” Blackhorn said softly. “I understand.”

The woman nodded, clutching a tissue in both hands. “I just... I need to know it’s over.”

Blackhorn knelt in front of her, lowering himself to her level without touching her. “It will be,” he said. “But relief has to go somewhere. You know that.”

Sparrow felt the shift
























































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Borrowed Breath

‘When Healing Becomes Someone Else’s Pain

The (flairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked

j DAVID YORK






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





