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To my good friend Roger Janik —
whose visit to Roswell and shared fascination with its enduring mystery have always sparked great conversations and inspiration.
May this story add one more layer to the legend, another echo in the desert winds, and another question worth chasing.
I hope you enjoy this journey into the unknown as much as I enjoyed writing it.
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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.
––––––––
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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.

The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked

The Psychic Multiverse Collection, by David York

	Volume 1: [Guardians of the Glyph]
When ancient symbols awaken, The Circle must guard the power written in stone before it consumes the world.

	Volume 2: [The Psionic Quests]
No rules. No patterns. Just impossible mysteries that defy logic—and the minds brave enough to solve them.

	Volume 3: [The Rogue Protocols]
When power turns corrupt, gifted becomes deadly—and only The Circle can restore the balance between justice and chaos.

	Volume 4: [Merged Intel – Psychic & Law Enforcement]
Where evidence meets intuition, The Circle partners with the law to solve crimes no forensics lab could ever decode.

	Volume 5: [The Dream-Bound Dossiers]
When nightmares bleed into daylight, The Circle must battle enemies born from thought itself.

	Volume 6: [The Digital Compendium]
A new intelligence has awakened in the network—learning, feeling, and hungering for control.

	Volume 7: [The Hollowed Horrors]
Old legends rise again, feeding on fear—and The Circle must stand against the darkness that remembers their names.

	Volume 8: [The Space-Time Continuum]
Reality fractures, timelines collapse, and only The Circle can navigate a Multiverse fighting to rewrite its own past.


Each novel stands alone, yet together they form a larger tapestry of mystery, destiny, and the unseen forces that connect every living mind.

Because every secret leaves a mark...
And The Circle is always watching.
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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: The Tremor
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Helix Hollow never rattled. Not from storms tearing across the Gulf, not from distant earthquakes, and not from the freight trains rumbling two miles north. The underground fortress was built to absorb every kind of disturbance nature or humanity could deliver.

So when the tremor came, thin and sharp like a pin dragged across glass, everyone felt it.

Charlotte Reigns was the first to stop walking. She had been halfway across the War Room, one hand resting lightly against the mirrored pendant at her throat, when the sensation spilled through her—cold, metallic, and tasting faintly of ozone. It wasn’t a sound or a vibration. It was a psychic frequency that brushed against her in three distinct pulses, as if something very far away had said her name without speaking it.

Marin Vale looked up from her console. “Tell me you felt that too.”

“Felt it,” Charlotte said. “And I saw... something. A sky full of threads. It lasted a second.”

Mason Ward, already crossing to the central holographic table, tapped the surface. Data folded upward in clean layers of blue, gold, and soft white sparks, each point a pulse signature logged by Helix sensors. “Three spikes,” he said. “All within point-zero-two seconds of each other. Not tectonic. Not atmospheric.”

“Not Earth,” Marin added.

A soft intake of breath came from the doorway. Ayla Khoury stepped in, fingers brushing her temple. “Resonance came through the ground. It wasn’t painful, but it felt... old. Like it traveled a long way to reach us.”

Leo Mbeki ducked through the opposite entrance, tightening the strap of the defensive harness across his chest. “Perimeter wards flickered. Only for a blink, but enough to register.”

Charlotte closed her eyes and tried to steady her breathing. The mirror pendant warmed against her skin—the way it always did when her clairvoyance wanted to show her something she wasn’t quite ready for.

“Let it come,” she whispered.

The mirror fogged silver. A flash—a scorch of desert sunlight—sand lifting in circular gusts, the air bending as if something beneath the earth exhaled for the first time in a century. A half-buried structure blinked into focus, metal ribs arcing from sand like the bones of an aircraft that had never belonged to Earth. Lights glittered across its surface, gold-blue reflections moving in a pattern that felt deliberate. Watching. Waiting.

Her breath caught as the vision dissolved. “Roswell,” she said. “Near Roswell. But not the crash site. Something else.”

A soft clatter echoed as Sparrow appeared beside the table—first in the flicker of her human avatar, then fully stabilized, hands folded behind her back. The Helix lighting glinted in her eyes like twin data streams. “I traced the tremor to a ninety-mile radius outside Roswell, New Mexico. Power signatures are faint, but they have an oscillation pattern identical to the Ark Fragment.”

A hush settled over the room.

Marin straightened. “That artifact is locked in the Vault under three resonance barriers and a rune lattice. If something out there is matching its signature—”

“It’s not matching it,” Sparrow said. “It’s completing it.”

Mason exhaled through his nose. “That’s not the sentence I wanted to hear today.”

Charlotte touched the edge of the holographic table. “The image I saw... it wasn’t a crash site. It looked like an access point. As if something buried woke up and realized it wasn’t alone anymore.”

“Do we have any record of structures out there?” Mason asked.

“Only decommissioned military annexes,” Sparrow said. “Mostly abandoned after the seventies. But the one closest to the signal? The Mesa del Sol Relay Annex. Old communication relay, test bed for microwave transmission during the Cold War.”

“Doesn’t explain the tremor,” Leo said.

“Or the alien resonance,” Marin added.

Sparrow’s avatar flickered, then stabilized. “I also detected something else. Two human minds near the Annex perimeter. Calm. Not hostile. But their neural patterns are drifting—almost like they’re influenced by low-range harmonic exposure.”

Caleb, entering quietly, rubbed his forehead. “That explains the headache I picked up a moment ago. Something out there is broadcasting a pattern that psychics can feel even at this distance.”

“That’s impossible,” Mason said. “New Mexico is hundreds of miles out. Nothing should transmit that cleanly.”

“It didn’t transmit through air,” Sebastian Ryss said as he stepped into the War Room, long coat settling behind him. “It traveled through impression. Through memory. Through whatever this thing has been collecting.”

Charlotte turned to him. “Collecting?”

Sebastian nodded slowly. “The tremor didn’t feel like a warning. It felt like a notification.”

Marin’s fingers danced swiftly over her console. “Whatever it is, we need eyes on the ground. The AR map is pulling. The signal’s fading in and out—like a heartbeat trying to reestablish rhythm.”

“Team deployment,” Mason said. “Roswell sector. Stealth jet only. No ground convoy until we confirm perimeter conditions.”

Hope Reigns slipped in behind Ayla, sketchbook already in hand. “I don’t know what I’m drawing yet,” she murmured, pencil whispering across paper, “but it feels like something trying to speak.”

“We’re mobilizing,” Mason said. “Sparrow, prep the jet. Leo, run defensive calibration. Ayla, check your healing kit. Kieran, coordinate with Leora to pull up any glyph records connected to the region. Nyla, I need an astral probe limited to coordinates only—no deep dive.”

Nyla nodded. “I’ll skim the edge. I won’t go further.”

“Everyone else,” Mason said, “suit up.”

Charlotte looked back at the holographic table. The map of the southwest glowed softly in shades of golden topography, a pulsing marker blinking east of Roswell like a quiet heartbeat.

The tremor had come from something alive.
Something waiting.
Something ready.
“Whatever woke up out there,” she said, “it knows we heard it.”

Mason touched her shoulder once—steadying, anchoring. “Let’s go find out what it wants.”

They moved as one.
Helix Hollow shifted from quiet stillness to controlled urgency, corridors lit with soft blue lines guiding them toward the underground runway. The air hummed gently as resonance shields warmed along the walls. The facility itself seemed to understand the gravity of the moment.
Charlotte quickened her pace. The pendant buzzed faintly against her sternum.

Roswell was calling.
And the Circle was answering.
The Helix Hollow runway always felt like stepping into another world. One moment the team traveled through dim, rune-lit corridors lined with resonant shielding; the next, the environment opened into a cavern so wide it swallowed sound. Overhead, strips of cool white light reflected off polished concrete and the matte-black hull of the Private Stealth Jet.

Even at rest, the aircraft looked alert—like a predator that breathed in silence.

Sparrow walked ahead, her human avatar moving with fluid precision. She placed her palm on the jet’s forward hull, and circuits shimmered under the surface in soft ripples of blue. “Systems are in pre-flight mode,” she said. “Helix uplink established. Cabin pressure stable. Stealth field warming.”

The aircraft answered her touch. It always did.

Mason climbed the built-in ramp, boots landing solid and sure. “Team, load carefully. We don’t know how the artifact is interacting with the region. Keep comms open.”

Leo paused at the ramp’s edge, glancing back toward the far end of the cavern. “Shields holding at full capacity. Whatever that tremor was, Helix absorbed the worst of it.”

“Then we don’t let the next one catch us standing still,” Mason replied. “Move.”

Inside, the jet felt like stepping into an intelligent space—a place that paid attention. Walls curved in a gentle sweep toward the panoramic synthetic-vision cockpit, where the horizon of the world could be reconstructed, redrawn, and overlaid with data as cleanly as a sketch on Hope’s paper.

Marin dropped into her station near the center of the cabin. She flicked two fingers toward the ceiling, and the midair holographic table blossomed to life. Thin, luminous threads formed a terrain grid of southern New Mexico. A single pulsing dot marked the target.

“Signal source is here,” Marin said, expanding the map. “Mesa del Sol Relay Annex. Decommissioned facility with at least three underground levels and one sealed sub-basement.”

“Are we sure the signal’s coming from underground?” Ayla asked as she strapped in. “The resonance felt like it rose through the earth.”

“It did,” Marin replied. “And that’s what bothers me. Something that old shouldn’t be able to project a psychic pattern through solid rock.”

Charlotte slid into the seat beside her, holding the pendant lightly. “Unless it wasn’t projecting. Unless we were the ones listening.”

Hope paused mid-sketch. “What do you mean?”

Charlotte watched the desert map shift under Marin’s fingertips. “Some visions aren’t sent. They’re... found. Like certain memories float to the surface when someone touches the right thread.”

“So we brushed against something ancient,” Sebastian said from across the cabin. “And it brushed back.”

Kieran leaned over the holographic display, his glyph faintly glowing on his wrist. “I can feel it from here. Like a hum at the edge of thought. It’s not hostile, but it’s not passive either.”

Nyla settled into her seat, eyes already softening into the distance of astral listening. “It has layers,” she murmured. “Like something that learned by watching for a very long time.”

Mason took the command seat near the front. “We don’t speculate. We land, we assess, we contain. Sparrow, you’re cleared for pre-launch.”

Sparrow’s avatar flickered once—her version of a nod. “Activating stealth protocols. Cabin lights dimming.”

The jet responded immediately. Soft, low lighting bathed the cabin in blue-white glow. The floor trembled as engines warmed with hardly any sound at all. Leo settled his harness, one hand bracing the overhead rail as the jet’s internal systems synced with his defensive field generator.

Caleb positioned himself on the right side, fingers resting against the armrest as he stretched his awareness outward, giving the team a silent, steady telepathic anchor. “Thought noise is heavy tonight. The tremor stirred people all across Texas. Nothing dangerous—just unsettled dreams.”

“Are they sensing the same thing we did?” Hope asked.

“Not exactly,” Caleb said. “It’s like they’re feeling the echo of something that doesn’t belong here.”

“Let’s keep it that way,” Mason said. “No public incidents. We’re ghosts on this mission.”

A chime sounded from Sparrow’s console. “Helix confirms departure corridor clear. No satellite activity in our vector. Weather patterns over New Mexico stable. No radar interference.”

“Good,” Mason said. “Take us out.”

The jet rolled forward with a gentle surge, gliding down the automated runway trench. Overhead, the segmented roof peeled open like sliding stone petals. A rush of cool night air swept through the docking space, stirring the edges of Sparrow’s avatar like she were a projection made of wind.

The runway lights flickered once—resonance acknowledgment.
Then the jet lifted smoothly, an elegant ascent into darkness.
Charlotte watched the ground slip away beneath them, Helix Hollow shrinking into nothing more than a darkened seam in the earth. Once the jet cleared the perimeter, Sparrow activated full stealth mode.

The aircraft vanished from sight.
And from every satellite.
And from every known psychic sensor.
Inside, the team watched the synthetic vision cockpit bloom into view: a clean, reconstructed image of the night sky and the terrain far below. Starlight glittered, distant cities glowed faintly at the edges of the hemisphere, and the desert stretched onward in quiet, unbroken expanse.

Mason glanced back at the team. “You all know the drill. One location, one objective. No expansions, no distractions. We stay grounded, focused, and simple.”

Ayla offered a small smile. “Simple isn’t usually our specialty.”

“Tonight it is,” Mason said.

Marin’s console pinged again. “Incoming update: the signature is stabilizing. Low-frequency radiance rising. If I didn’t know better, I’d say something is preparing a handshake.”

Charlotte felt the pendant warm again.
She drew a quiet breath.
“It knows we’re coming,” she said softly.

“And it’s waiting.”

The jet banked slightly west, engines whispering through void.
The desert rolled beneath them in golden-black waves.
Roswell lay ahead.
And the tremor was no longer trembling.
It was calling.
The jet sliced through the upper air like it belonged there—silent, invisible, every contour built for secrecy. Inside the cabin, the atmosphere shifted from preparation to a deep, focused quiet. No one spoke for several minutes. It wasn’t fear. It was the kind of silence that only came when seventeen gifted individuals were all listening inwardly at the same time.

Charlotte sat upright, eyes half-closed, feeling the resonance thread tug again. This time it wasn’t a tremor. It was a pull—gentle, steady, ancient. A steady hum pressed faintly against her senses, as if someone miles beneath the desert had noticed the jet’s approach.

She opened her eyes. “Whatever’s out there... it doesn’t feel like it’s just waking up anymore.”

“It feels like it’s preparing,” Sebastian said quietly from across the cabin. “The impressions coming off it are organized. It’s not flailing. It’s... aligning.”

“Aligning for what?” Levi asked, trying to sound light but failing. “Transmission? Activation? Roll call?”

Leora answered without looking up from the tablet in her hands. “Artifacts tied to Roswell historically displayed two behavior profiles—silent storage modes and active relay cycles. But none of the relays ever initiated communication on their own. They always required manual input.”

Kieran glanced at her. “What if the artifact we’re tracking isn’t a relay?”

Leora met his eyes. “Then it might be something older. Something that never needed permission.”

A soft hum vibrated through the cabin—the jet adjusting altitude. Sparrow stepped forward from her projection point, pausing beside Mason. “Approach vector correction at nine degrees west. Airspace clear. But I’m detecting small, recurrent spikes of harmonic activity from the Roswell perimeter.”

“Harmonic activity?” Ayla asked. “Like weather interference?”

“No,” Sparrow said. “Like intention. Something is preparing a pattern. A structured one.”

“That’s too close to sentience for comfort,” Mason muttered.

Marin’s console pulsed with shifting glyphs. “The signature is evolving. Before, it felt like a dormant system stirring. Now... now it’s reacting the way a machine reacts when it detects a familiar password.”

Charlotte frowned. “Not ours, I assume.”

“No,” Marin said, “but it recognizes something in this region. A resonance it expected to hear again.”

Across the cabin, Jaxson leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “I’m catching the emotional heat from the area again. Nothing specific, just... pressure. A sense of expectation.”

“Expectation of what?” Hope asked.

Jaxson shook his head. “I don’t know. But whatever it is, it doesn’t fear us. It doesn’t fear anything. It’s too old for that.”

A subtle shift rippled through the team. None of them panicked—they weren’t built that way—but the awareness sharpened like a blade being honed.

“Helix just sent a return ping,” Sparrow said. “They tracked a secondary tremor, much weaker than the first. It originated from near the Annex we’re heading toward.”

“A secondary tremor?” Mason asked. “Why didn’t we feel it?”

“It didn’t propagate across the same channels as the first,” Sparrow replied. “It wasn’t sent through psychic resonance. It was sent through matter. Old stone. Old metal. Old memory.”

Sebastian’s eyes narrowed. “Artifacts with temporal memory can do that.”

“Temporal memory?” Levi asked. “Care to translate?”

Sebastian’s voice lowered. “Some alien structures record impressions from past centuries. They can replay or pulse those impressions at will.”

Charlotte felt the air thin around her just slightly. “You’re saying it remembered something. And then replayed it.”

“Yes,” Sebastian said. “But the question is why.”

Before Mason could respond, the holographic table shifted. A small, pulsing dot blinked on the digital surface—faster than before.

Marin leaned closer. “The signature spiked. Again.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered with cascading data. “Incoming energy flare. Not electromagnetic. Not thermal. Pure resonance.”

The jet shuddered—once, lightly—as if something invisible had brushed against its stealth field.

“Is that the artifact?” Leo asked.

“No,” Sparrow said. “That was directed at us.”

Caleb inhaled sharply. “Everyone just felt that. That wasn’t a push. It was a question.”

Hope set her sketchbook aside. Her voice was barely above a whisper. “It feels like it’s trying to see us.”

Charlotte straightened. Her heart thudded once, hard.

Like it was recognizing something familiar.
Like it was cataloguing them.
Like it knew.
Mason stood, voice low and firm. “Sparrow, maintain stealth. No matter what.”

“Stealth is stable,” Sparrow confirmed. “But the artifact is not using technology to scan us. It’s using patterned resonance. Something ancient and... deeply efficient.”

Marin’s gaze darkened. “That means it doesn’t need line of sight. It doesn’t need radar. It doesn’t need instruments.”

She swallowed. “It’s scanning thought.”

A hush settled across the jet.

“Is it reading us?” Kieran asked.

“No,” Sparrow said after a moment. “Not directly. But it is reading our presence. Our pattern. Our combined psychic signatures.”

Charlotte’s chest tightened.

“It’s been collecting for a long time,” she said. “And now that we’re within range... it recognizes us as additions.”

A slow, cold realization slid through the cabin.

This wasn’t an artifact waking blindly.
It was an artifact completing its final task.
A task it had prepared for across centuries.
A task it had stored in silence until someone came close enough to trigger it.
Mason exhaled once.
“Everyone strap in. We’re approaching the perimeter.”
Leo pulled the overhead harness into place. “I’ll deploy a shield bubble if it spikes again.”

“Caleb,” Mason said, “stay ready to calm anyone we encounter on the ground. They may already be under harmonic pressure.”

“Got it,” Caleb said, jaw set.

“Nyla,” Mason continued, “when we land, give me a skim of the Annex. No deep projections, just edges.”

“Understood.”

Sparrow lifted her hand, fingers fluttering in a gesture halfway between code and instinct. “Descent clearance established. Touchdown in six minutes.”

The holographic table dimmed, switching to a topographic landing grid.
Roswell’s desert stretched before them—a quiet, open expanse under the soft weight of night.
Marin looked at the pulsing dot again.
“It’s waiting.”
Charlotte felt the pendant warm like a heartbeat against her chest.

“So are we,” she whispered.

The jet lowered into its silent descent, the desert rising up beneath them—vast, ancient, and holding a secret that had just reached out to touch them.

The desert came into sharper view as the jet slipped out of its cruising altitude, gliding low over the land like a thought skimming the back of someone’s mind. The sand shifted in muted patterns beneath faint moonlight, scattered with brush, broken rock, and the lingering ghosts of long-abandoned installations. Roswell didn’t glow; it waited.

Mason moved to the cockpit threshold, checking the forward monitor. “That landing pad Sparrow marked—still clear?”

Sparrow stepped beside him, her form seamlessly shifting into a more grounded, human silhouette. “Clear and stabilized. No heat signatures. No motion. But something is wrong.”

Marin’s head snapped up. “Define wrong.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered with translucent data columns. “The air around the Annex is carrying oscillations. Not environmental. Not mechanical. Patterned resonance. It’s building in timed cycles.”

Charlotte felt a soft hum behind her ears—a faint vibration that matched Sparrow’s cadence. “It’s already reaching for us.”

Sebastian closed his eyes. “It’s not just reaching, Charlotte. It’s measuring.”

Jaxson shifted uncomfortably. “I didn’t sign up to be measured by a centuries-old alien relic before breakfast.”

“It’s nighttime,” Levi murmured.

“Doesn’t matter. Still too early for ancient alien roll calls,” Jaxson shot back.

Ayla leaned in between them, quiet and certain. “It’s not malicious. Not yet. It’s... curious.”

Kieran glanced at her, his expression tightening. “Curiosity from anything that old usually means it’s gathering data to act. It doesn’t gather for no reason.”

The jet’s altitude dropped another thousand feet. The desert plateau now filled the forward screens—empty, pale, unbroken. Except for the faint, geometric structure of the Roswell Annex in the distance.

The Annex was quiet. Too quiet.

“Final descent,” Sparrow announced.

The jet made no sound as it approached the landing grid, its stealth mode absorbing vibration and dispersing it like ripples into the air. Holographic landing prompts outlined the drop pad in faint blue shapes.

Charlotte felt the hum return—stronger, more insistent. Not hostile. Not welcoming.
Just... waiting.
“Everyone prep,” Mason called. “Standard perimeter formation when we exit. Leo, barrier ready. Ayla, stay close to the center for environmental stability. Caleb, keep your senses open but don’t push your range. Jaxson, I want you on trail-read immediately after we disembark.”

Sparrow shifted her form again, the edges of her body rippling with pale energy as she reconfigured into a slim, desert-adapted field suit. She looked almost human except for the slight shimmer of her skin.

“If the artifact pulses again,” Sparrow said, “I can absorb some of the harmonics. Not for long. But long enough to keep our entry stable.”

Charlotte nodded. “Good. We’ll need you close.”

The jet touched down with a gentle, grounded thrum.

A beat of silence.
The engines powered down.
The cabin lights dimmed to field-operation levels.
And the outer hatch unsealed with a soft hiss.
The desert air rushed inside—dry, warm, carrying the faint metallic scent of sand heated earlier by the sun. Charlotte stepped forward first, boots meeting the earth with a steady thud.

The Annex stood ahead, a low, square facility half-buried into the desert floor. It looked like a building meant to be forgotten. Weather-worn panels. Dust-laden vents. Faded hazard signs. A structure built to house secrets and then be left behind.

Leo exited next, extending a faint telekinetic shimmer around the immediate landing zone. The air thickened briefly, then stabilized.

“Perimeter stable,” he said.

Ayla followed, placing a hand against the desert soil. A quiet spiral of earth energy radiated from her palm, blending with Leo’s barrier and smoothing it.

“That should help soften any harmonic spikes,” she murmured.

Mason moved out last with Sparrow beside him. The rest of the team fanned out, creating a wide arc around Charlotte.

The hum came again.

This time everyone felt it.

Not in the chest. Not in the ears.

In the mind.

Caleb tensed, one hand gripping the side of the SUV parked beside the Annex entry ramp. “Hold on—there’s something at the edge of perception. Not a thought. More like... an echo of a thought.”

Sebastian’s eyes widened. “It’s cycling. The artifact is repeating something it heard long ago.”

Leora stepped closer to Charlotte. “Historical recall?”

“More like historical retransmission,” Sebastian said. “But it’s incomplete. Fragmented. Whatever memory it’s replaying is distorted.”

Marin approached the Annex door, scanning the seal with her gauntlet. “This lock was bypassed recently. Not forcefully. Someone used an authorized code.”

Mason turned. “You think that’s our handler?”

“No,” Marin said. “This code is older. Much older. Someone accessed this place using credentials from the original Roswell personnel files.”

Charlotte stiffened. “Marin... those files were destroyed.”

“Exactly.”

A wind pushed across the sand. It wasn’t a strong wind, but it carried something cold through the heat of the desert night—like the breath of an old machine waking from beneath the surface.

Hope shivered. “It feels like we’re standing on a threshold.”

Orion stepped forward, eyes scanning the Annex foundation. “The geometry’s wrong. Space beneath this facility has been altered. The basement isn’t where it used to be.”

“What do you mean altered?” Mason asked.

“Shifted,” Orion replied. “Like someone folded the lower structure inward to protect something inside.”

“That’s impossible,” Jaxson said. “Buildings don’t fold.”

Orion gave him a flat look. “Human buildings don’t.”

Charlotte approached the sealed door and placed her hand near the panel. Her vision flicked—an involuntary clairvoyant pulse. She saw a flash of a hand. Not her own. Someone else’s. Entering an access code. The digits blurred into spiraling light.

She inhaled sharply.

Kieran stepped beside her. “Charlotte?”

“I saw a hand,” she said. “Someone entered the door. But I can’t see their face.”

“Was it human?” Mason asked.

She nodded. “Human. No augmentation. No resonance manipulation.”

Sparrow ran a hand along the side of the door. “The material is still carrying an imprint. Whoever accessed this place wants the artifact to finish its task.”

Caleb looked up sharply. “How do you know that?”

“Because the door is still listening,” Sparrow answered. “It’s waiting for the person to come back.”

A thin, eerie quiet settled over the team.

Mason took a slow breath. “All right. We go in controlled. Charlotte and Sebastian take point on psychic read. Leo, maintain a soft barrier around the center. Ayla, stay ready to stabilize the environment if anything shifts. Sparrow—”

Sparrow lifted her hands slightly, shimmering with a soft, blue light. “I’ll take the lead on technical interference. If the artifact tries to read us again, I’ll buffer what I can.”

Charlotte touched the warm pendant at her neck.

Something beneath the facility pulsed.

Deep. Rhythmic.
Like a heartbeat that wasn’t human.
Leora whispered, “It wants to speak.”

Sebastian corrected her gently. “No. It wants to remember.”

The Annex door beeped once.
A single, slow chime.
Then it slid open on its own.

Every member of The Circle froze.

Mason drew a controlled breath. “It knows we’re here.”

Charlotte stepped forward, jaw set.
“And it’s inviting us in.”
She lifted her hand, signaling the team formation.

“Let’s move.”

They crossed the threshold together.

And the darkness of the Annex swallowed them whole.
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Chapter 02: The Harmonic Descent
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The temperature dropped the moment the heavy metal door sealed behind them.

Charlotte felt it first—a prickle that danced across her skin, like static clinging to the edges of her senses. The air inside the Annex wasn’t stale; it was charged. The walls hummed, faint and rhythmic, pulsing with a pattern too uniform to be mechanical, yet too deliberate to be environmental.

Ayla stepped closer, rubbing her forearm. “The humidity isn’t changing. But the air density is.”

Leo extended a mild telekinetic buffer around the team, the shimmer barely visible in the low light. “We stay tight. No one wanders. The structure is... off-balance.”

Sparrow moved forward, her eyes glowing faintly as she scanned the interior. She defaulted to her human form but with a slight, ethereal distortion along her outline—a sign she was integrating more deeply with the Annex’s dormant tech systems.

“This facility used to be a weathered military bunker,” she said quietly. “But it has been altered. The walls are reading dual signatures—material and... something else. Something reflective but not metal.”

“Reflective like mirrors?” Charlotte asked.

Sparrow shook her head. “Not quite. More like memory plates—structures that record and reroute sensory impressions.”

Sebastian inhaled slowly. “The artifact is rewriting its environment. Like it’s preparing... an interface.”

Marin knelt beside a panel embedded in the wall. Dust clung to the edges, but underneath, the surface was smooth—too smooth. She scraped her glove lightly across it, and a faint circular pattern lit up beneath her hand.

“That’s not paint,” Marin said softly. “That’s alien circuitry. Very old, but still active.”

Jaxson lifted the beam of his wrist light. The hallway ahead stretched into a dark corridor, the floor lined with faint geometric scoring that looked like scratches—except they were evenly spaced and perfectly straight.

Mason stepped beside him. “Trail-read?”

Jaxson closed his eyes, letting the psychic threads of emotion and movement rise within him. His breath hitched.

“There were three people here within the past twenty-four hours,” he said. “All human. All tense. One of them was terrified, but forcing himself forward anyway. The others were guarded, but... curious. Fixated.”

“Do any of them match Dr. Vargas or Tomas?” Charlotte asked.

“No. These were newcomers. Not personnel from this facility.” Jaxson’s expression tightened. “And one of them kept thinking about completing something.”

“Completing what?” Mason asked.

Jaxson’s fingers twitched. “A cycle.”

Sparrow turned sharply, her form flickering for a split second. “The artifact’s transmission pattern is a cycle. A repeating loop that intensifies with each pass.”

Marin looked up quickly. “If someone is trying to align themselves with that cycle...”

“...they’re syncing with the artifact,” Sparrow finished. “Willfully or not.”

Hope silently flipped open her sketch pad, her hand already moving in sweeping strokes. She wasn’t trying to foresee the future; she was grounding herself, stabilizing the flickers of visual impressions drifting at the edges of her mind.

Leora stood by the far wall, fingertips brushing faint glyph-like impressions. “This wasn’t here before. These symbols... they’re emerging.”

Sebastian moved beside her, placing two fingers on the wall. His eyes widened.

“It’s reenacting something,” he whispered. “A moment from long ago. A memory of a memory. The wall is carrying an echo of the original Roswell event.”

The corridor ahead pulsed with a soft glow, faint and intermittent. Each pulse lasted no more than a second. But the light wasn’t white or fluorescent.

It was silver.

Alive.

Marin frowned. “That’s not lighting.”

“Then what is it?” Mason asked.

Sparrow stepped forward, her voice almost reverent.

“A signal flare. The artifact is letting us track its heartbeat.”

Charlotte felt another pulse—this one deeper, resonating in her ribs.

“We move,” she said. “Slow, deliberate, eyes everywhere.”

The team advanced.

The hum grew louder.
The air tightened.
The walls shimmered with faint, shifting patterns—like static storms caught beneath glass.
Caleb touched his temple lightly. “There’s something behind that signal. A consciousness... not speaking, not thinking, but remembering.”

Sebastian inhaled sharply. “Retrocognitive imprinting.”

“No,” Caleb said quietly. “Retrocognition leaks into the present. This... this is something watching us through its past.”

They reached a junction where the corridor split into two narrow pathways. The right path dipped downward, lined with old military warning signs. The left path slanted slightly upward, where the silver pulses intensified.

Mason studied the map Marin projected from her gauntlet. “The lower path leads to the standard storage vaults. The upper path didn’t exist on the original plans.”

“Which means the artifact created it,” Marin said.

“Or someone opened it using a code we haven’t identified,” Sparrow added.

Charlotte stepped between the two paths, feeling the air currents.

The lower path felt dead.
Still.
Forgotten.
The upper path... breathed.

She pointed. “We go up.”

Leo tightened the telekinetic buffer. “Stay behind me.”

They climbed the incline.

Halfway up, the corridor widened into a chamber. The walls were smooth and curved—not military steel, but something else entirely. Something older. Something that hummed with quiet intelligence.

In the center of the chamber lay an object.

It was small.
Spherical.
Silver.
And floating six inches above the ground.

Ayla took a slow breath. “That... isn’t running on any power source I recognize.”

Sparrow stepped forward, her voice barely above a whisper.

“That is not the artifact.”

Charlotte felt the air drop ten degrees.

Mason turned. “Then what is it?”

Sparrow’s expression flickered with something very human.

“An anchor.”

Sebastian’s voice trembled. “Then the real artifact...”

“...is beneath us,” Sparrow finished.

And the chamber lights—those strange, silver pulses—flared bright enough to blind.

The floor shifted.

And the chamber began to move.

The room didn’t drop—it slid.
A smooth, frictionless shift that defied geometry and gravity, like the chamber had quietly unfurled from the corridor and begun gliding into a space that shouldn’t exist.
Leo braced himself, planting his feet. “Everyone against the inner wall. Now.”

Charlotte pressed back as the curved surface warmed beneath her touch. The chamber wasn’t falling or tilting—it was transitioning, sliding through some hidden internal track system that didn’t vibrate, didn’t grind, didn’t so much as whisper.

Like it was designed to travel silently through another era.

Marin pressed her palm against the hum of the chamber. “This isn’t machinery. It’s spatial redirection. The walls are active—responding to the presence of the anchor.”

Sparrow remained perfectly still, her form stabilizing, as though anchoring her connection to the walls. “The Sphere is sending directions. The room is following them.”

Hope’s pencil skidded across her sketchpad as she tried to draw despite the shifting. The lines bent instinctively—curved patterns, mirrored arcs. Her breath caught. “I’ve seen this shape... not this object, but this pattern. It’s in several of my premonition sketches. The ones I couldn’t decode.”

Leora stepped closer, eyes narrowing as she studied the anchor. “It’s not a weapon. It’s a... locator.”

Sebastian nodded slowly, the energy around him vibrating. “An echo marker. A point the artifact left behind a long time ago. Not part of its body—part of its memory.”

Charlotte felt the walls tremble, but not physically. Her gift tugged—a faint, sharp metallic taste in her mouth. “It’s pulling us toward something. Lower. Deeper.”

Mason watched the Sphere hover, unshaken by the movement of the chamber it commanded. “If this is just a marker, then how far down is the main artifact?”

Orion pressed a palm against the wall. “Farther than this facility’s foundation. But not in a normal way. It’s bending space... warping distance. We’re moving down, but the chamber isn’t descending through physical structure.”

“So we’re not really moving?” Jaxson asked.

“Not in the way you’re thinking,” Orion said. “We’re moving through folded space. Shortening the distance to the artifact by traveling through its architecture.”

Leo exhaled. “That explains the lack of vibration.”

“And the lack of gravity shift,” Marin added.

The silver pulses along the chamber brightened again, but this time they aligned—synchronized like a heartbeat preparing to repeat.

Caleb closed his eyes. “It feels like someone is whispering through static.”

“Can you hear words?” Mason asked.

“No. Just... intention.”

“What intention?” Charlotte pressed.

Caleb swallowed. “Completion.”

Sparrow glanced up sharply. “The cycle.”

Charlotte stared at the Sphere—tiny, floating, perfect and still. “Is this how the artifact calls its chosen?”

Sebastian shook his head. “No. This isn’t a summons. This is a test.”

The chamber slowed.

For the first time since entering it, a faint hum vibrated beneath their feet—earth. Real ground. The spatial fold resolved.

A narrow doorway materialized in the curved wall, sliding open without a sound.

On the other side waited a long, descending walkway illuminated by soft silver lines running along the floor. The walkway extended deep into the earth—too deep to be part of any man-made design.

Mason scanned the new space. “Same formation. Leo center. Charlotte and Sebastian up front. Marin and Sparrow with me. Everyone stay within fifteen feet.”

Leo’s telekinetic buffer flexed around them as they exited the chamber. The air shifted again—colder now, with a faint metallic scent mixed with ozone. Ayla traced a finger along the walkway’s railing.

“The air is purified. Constantly cycling. This place hasn’t been abandoned. It’s been maintained.”

Leora scanned the walls. “This isn’t military architecture. This is adaptation. The artifact absorbed the facility’s geometry and rebuilt it according to its original design.”

Hope blinked. “Original design from where?”

Sparrow answered quietly. “From wherever it came from.”

The walkway ended at a vast circular room.

Perfectly symmetrical.
Perfectly silent.
And impossibly old.
In the center stood a towering structure—conical, smooth, and etched with spiraling patterns that looked like neither glyphs nor human carvings. The lines glowed softly, pulsing in rhythm with the Sphere behind them.

Kieran moved toward it instinctively. “This is it.”

Charlotte’s breath hitched. “The artifact?”

“No,” Sparrow whispered. “This is still just its interface.”

Then the conical structure shifted.

Not physically—energetically.
The lines brightened.
The hum deepened.
And a soft vibration shivered through the floor.
Sebastian inhaled sharply. “It’s awakening.”

Marin raised her gauntlet to take a reading, but her screen glitched—bursting into static before Sparrow reached out and steadied her arm, re-synchronizing the tech.

“Do not analyze it yet,” Sparrow warned. “It’s scanning us.”

Mason tensed. “Scanning us for what?”

Sparrow turned, eyes bright with alien light.

“For our resonance patterns.”

Jaxson stepped back. “What does it want with our resonance?”

“To compare it,” Sparrow said. “To something it already recorded.”

Charlotte’s heart froze.

Psychics.

Ayla whispered, “It’s looking for a match.”

Kieran stared at the conical interface. “To complete the cycle.”

The hum crescendoed.

And the entire chamber lit up with spiraling, silver light.

The silver spirals surged outward from the conical interface, layering the chamber in expanding rings of light. The glow wasn’t bright enough to blind, but it was intense enough that the air itself seemed to vibrate. Charlotte felt the hum press against her sternum—firm, deliberate, calculated.

It wasn’t an attack.

It was an evaluation.

Sparrow stepped forward first, her outline rippling as she adjusted her internal frequency to withstand the resonance. “Everyone hold position. It’s not trying to breach our defenses. It’s reading our psychic signatures—mapping us.”

Sebastian lowered his gaze toward the floor. The patterns beneath his boots pulsed like a heartbeat trying to mimic a human rhythm. “This is a recognition chamber.”

Leora touched one of the glowing lines on the wall. The moment her fingers met the surface, the room shifted tone—subtle but noticeable, as though her presence altered its calibration. “It’s matching us to memories,” she murmured. “Old ones. Very old.”

Kieran stepped closer to the conical interface, his glyphs under the skin faintly illuminating like embers stirred by wind. “It’s recognizing the glyph carriers first. I can feel it. It’s responding to lineage.”

Ayla moved behind him instinctively, one hand hovering near his shoulder. “Careful. If it sees you as the primary resonance, it may try to anchor to you.”

Kieran swallowed. “I know.”

Marin raised her gauntlet and attempted a controlled scan—this time slow, minimal, non-invasive. Her display flickered with alternating alien geometries she couldn’t decode. “It’s comparing us to something in its historical memory. We’re triggering its stored resonance files.”

Mason’s brow furrowed. “Stored from when? The Roswell crash?”

Sebastian shook his head. “From before that. Much before.”

Hope stepped forward hesitantly, her sketchpad trembling in her hands. She flipped to a blank page, but her pencil moved before she consciously directed it—quick spirals, overlapping arcs, shapes that mirrored the conical interface’s glow.

“It’s influencing your hand?” Mason asked.

“No,” she whispered. “It’s showing me something.”

Caleb looked up abruptly. “I’m hearing something. Not thoughts—tones. Like a sequence.”

Charlotte closed her eyes, letting her own clairvoyance sharpen. The metallic taste returned, stronger now, layered with faint echoes of sound. Not language. Not music.

More like a neural imprint.

A memory trying to surface.

“What do you see?” Mason asked.

Charlotte exhaled, her voice trembling despite her control. “Flashes. A landscape not from Earth. Bright skies. Metallic terrain. Structures shaped like spirals stacked inside each other. And something else—something moving.”

Sparrow’s eyes widened. “Describe it.”

Charlotte wavered. “I can’t. It’s not a creature. It’s not a machine. It’s something in between.”

Leo strengthened his telekinetic buffer, absorbing a sudden pulse that rippled outward. “The room reacted to that. Whatever you saw, it recognized it.”

Then the conical interface shifted.

The spirals on its surface reoriented, rotating with seamless precision. The energy in the room compressed inward before bursting outward again in a diffuse wave.

Caleb grabbed the wall, steadying himself. “It’s focusing. Narrowing the resonance to—”

“To one of us,” Sparrow said sharply.

Charlotte felt the pull a moment before it hit.

Not physical.
Not psychic.
Something deeper—like a magnet pulling at the core of identity.
Ayla stepped forward immediately. “Charlotte—”

“I’m fine,” Charlotte said, her voice tighter than she intended. “It wants something. I don’t know what.”

Sebastian reached out with his mediumship, just enough to feel the edges of the artifact’s intention. His expression paled. “It’s not calling you by name. It’s calling your type. Clairvoyance. Spiral affinity. Mirror-touch resonance.”

Hope inhaled sharply. “It’s looking for the same patterns it archived.”

Kieran’s eyes widened. “Psychics it encountered before.”

Leo glanced around the room. “But how? Other psychics didn’t know about this place. And even if they had abilities, they wouldn’t have entered an underground alien interface chamber.”

Sebastian looked at the interface again. “Unless the artifact has encountered clairvoyant resonance somewhere else. Sometime else.”

“What do you mean?” Mason asked.

Sebastian swallowed. “I mean... this isn’t the first time it has seen someone like Charlotte.”

The room pulsed sharply.

The Sphere—a faint presence they’d almost forgotten at the entrance—descended from above, drifting forward like an obedient messenger. It hovered beside the conical structure, spinning slowly in a pattern that resembled a waiting gesture.

Sparrow’s voice dropped to a whisper. “The anchor is ready for the next step.”

Marin took a breath. “What is the next step?”

Sparrow met her gaze.

“Selection.”

The walls trembled.

Patterns formed.

Little by little, the spirals rearranged themselves into shapes—distinct shapes.

One by one, they transformed into outlines of humanoid figures.
Seventeen outlines.
The Circle.

Each silhouette glowed with a frequency that matched its corresponding member.

Leo’s flickered like layered shields.
Ayla’s pulsed like a storm.
Sebastian’s shimmered like drifting reflections.
Sparrow’s rippled like woven data.
Orion’s outline warped the air around it.
Charlotte’s—unlike all the others—shone brightest.

Hope gasped. “It’s choosing her.”

Caleb shook his head. “No. It’s preparing her.”

“For what?” Mason demanded.

Sparrow’s voice came out low, almost human in its unease.

“For the cycle.”

The hum crescendoed again—deeper, more resonant—and the chamber brightened until the air became silver fog.

The artifact was waking.

And it had chosen its first point of contact.

Charlotte.

The silver fog thickened, swirling around Charlotte like a living veil. She held her ground, jaw tight, palms open at her sides. She wasn’t being pulled. She wasn’t being restrained. The resonance felt like... an invitation.

But the kind that could collapse someone’s mind if they stepped forward unprepared.

Leo expanded the telekinetic buffer until a low hum vibrated across the chamber. “I don’t like how close that resonance is getting. If it spikes—”

“It’s not attacking,” Charlotte said quietly. “It’s waiting.”

“For what?” Mason asked, forcing himself not to reach for her. He knew better than to break the psychic thread she was balancing.

“A response,” Sparrow answered. “One that doesn’t come from fear.”

The anchor Sphere drifted toward Charlotte, stopping only inches from her chest. Its glow intensified, rippling across her clothing, casting her in layered shades of silver.

Charlotte inhaled. The Sphere mirrored it—an exhale of light, like breathing.

“This thing is syncing with her,” Jaxson whispered. “Like it’s calibrating her presence.”

Sebastian stepped forward cautiously, allowing his mediumship to skim the edge of the Sphere’s frequency. He didn’t push deeper—just enough to sense intent.

“It’s not choosing her as a leader,” he murmured. “It’s choosing her as a translator.”

Leora frowned. “Translator of what?”

“Of memory.”

The conical interface behind them pulsed sharply, and one of the spiraling lines reversed its rotation—an abrupt shift that felt like someone turning a page in a book made of light.

Hope drew in a breath. “It’s going to show her something.”

“Charlotte isn’t stepping into a vision alone,” Ayla said firmly, already moving forward. “If you go, I’m grounding you the entire time.”

Charlotte nodded. She wanted Ayla close. Ayla’s elemental resonance could stabilize a psychic shockwave if one hit.

Sparrow extended her arm toward Marin. “Prepare to buffer the perimeter. The artifact may create electromagnetic surges when transferring memory.”

Marin flicked a series of commands into her gauntlet. “Leo, get ready. If it pushes too hard—”

“I’ll reinforce,” Leo replied, bracing himself.

Then the Sphere flashed.

Not bright.
Not violent.
A single, focused pulse.

The light shot directly into Charlotte’s mind.

Her body didn’t move. But her eyes widened—and silver reflected across her irises like shifting galaxies.

Mason’s heart stopped. “Charlotte?”

She didn’t answer.

A second pulse followed, spiraling into her with surgical precision. The chamber responded immediately: the walls tightened their glow, the floor dimmed, and the conical interface shifted into darker patterns.

Sebastian pressed a hand to the floor, feeling the resonance shift beneath the surface. “It’s opening a recall channel.”

Caleb’s breath quickened. “I’m hearing it. Memory waves. Non-human. Ancient. It’s compressing information into symbolic form.”

Leo gritted his teeth against the force pressing on his buffer. “If this escalates, I won’t be able to hold it.”

Ayla touched Charlotte’s shoulder.

Charlotte gasped.

Her breath trembled.
Her knees nearly buckled.
Ayla held her steady.
Then Charlotte spoke.

But the words weren’t hers.

Not her tone.
Not her cadence.
Not her language.
A soft, fluid sequence of sounds—impossible consonants, spiraling vowels, rhythmic hums. The walls responded instantly, matching the tones with corresponding flashes.

Sparrow’s lips parted in awe. “That’s the artifact’s native linguistic pattern.”

Leora’s eyes filled with wonder. “It’s not speech... it’s geometry.”

Charlotte continued—each syllable weaving from her throat like silver smoke.

Mason stepped closer but didn’t touch her. “Charlotte. If you can hear me, nod.”

She didn’t.

But the Sphere pulsed, sending a wave outward that hit the chamber walls and rebounded—like sonar.

Suddenly the walls projected imagery.

Not holograms.
Not visions.
Memory.

A landscape. But not Earth.

Metallic plains. Towering structures shaped like spiraled needles. Shifting silver storms that moved like living machines. In the distance—floating conical vessels drifting across a sky the color of chrome.

Charlotte’s voice carried over the images, still speaking the alien sequence.

Sebastian’s breath caught. “We’re seeing the artifact’s origin.”

Hope clutched her pad to her chest. “This is like the sketches I couldn’t decipher.”

The imagery shifted—now showing the Vessel. No, not a vessel... a ship shaped like the conical interface before them. It drifted into Earth’s orbit, scanning, observing. No malice. No intent to harm.

Just... collection.

Memory collection.
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