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Some powers can’t be contained.

And some marks—once made—change everything.
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When ancient sigils awaken and forgotten powers return, The Circle must prevent a global unraveling etched in stone long before humanity understood its danger.
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Impossible mysteries. Psychic warfare. No rules—only the minds strong enough to survive the unexplainable.

Volume 3: The Rogue Protocols

When gifted individuals turn corrupted, power becomes catastrophic—and only The Circle can restore balance before justice collapses into chaos.

Volume 4: Merged Intel + Psychic & Law Enforcement

Where evidence meets intuition, The Circle joins with elite law enforcement to solve crimes no forensic lab could ever classify.

Volume 5: The Dream-Bound Dossiers

When nightmares spill into daylight and thought becomes a weapon, The Circle must battle enemies born from the human mind itself.

Volume 6: The Digital Compendium

Something new awakens in the network—learning, evolving, and hungering for control. The digital world is no longer safe.
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Timelines fracture, realities clash, and dimensional echoes collide. Only The Circle can navigate a multiverse fighting to rewrite its own fate.
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Every secret leaves a mark.  
Every mark has power.  
And The Circle is always watching.
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Chapter 01: Signals That Should Not Exist
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Helix Hollow never slept.

Even when the city above it dimmed and quieted, even when Houston’s traffic thinned and the bayous outside the concrete arteries went dark and slow, the underground headquarters remained awake—sealed behind layers of engineered invisibility and older protections that didn’t rely on electricity. Rune wards stitched into reinforced walls. Sigil barriers nested like invisible ribs. Resonance cloaking that bent psychic attention away as cleanly as it deflected satellites.

The War Room sat at the center of it all, a chamber that looked like a command deck built by someone who believed in both science and sacred geometry.

The holographic table occupied the room like a calm, luminous ocean—smooth, circular, and impossibly precise. When it was idle, it held a faint glow, a low hum that felt less like sound and more like pressure at the base of the skull. When it was active, it became the heart of the Circle’s world: maps rising like glass sculptures, data streams turning into three-dimensional patterns, anomaly markers pulsing in the air like floating stars.

Tonight, it wasn’t humming.

It was calling.

Marin Vale stood at the table’s edge in a fitted black jacket, hair tied back as if she’d known she’d need her hands free. She didn’t look panicked. She never looked panicked. Panic was an indulgence, and Marin treated the Helix system the way a surgeon treated a scalpel—focused, precise, careful not to let urgency cut the wrong artery.

But the way she was watching the table—eyes narrowed, mouth tight—said something had gotten under her skin.

The table projected a globe above its surface, not the familiar clean model Helix usually used, but a layered, shimmering reconstruction with faint latticework overlays. Thin, translucent ribbons stretched across it like tension lines. Where those ribbons converged, faint ripples rolled outward as if the world were a membrane being pressed from beneath.

Sparrow’s voice came from nowhere and everywhere at once, threaded through the room’s ambient audio like a whisper that had learned to become a command.

“War Room alert is confirmed. This is not a false positive.”

Mason Ward entered with the calm stride of a man who’d spent years walking into danger and refusing to let it show. He wore a dark field shirt and tactical pants, and the only sign that he’d been pulled from whatever he’d been doing was the way he buttoned his cuff as he approached—small motions that kept the mind steady.

Charlotte Reigns arrived with him, her presence filling the doorway in a different way. She wasn’t physically imposing; she was simply impossible to ignore. There was a wake to her, a pressure shift, as if the air recognized her and made room. Her eyes scanned the room, then the table, then Marin.

“What are we looking at?” Mason asked.

Marin didn’t answer immediately. She lifted her hand, palm down, and the holographic globe rotated slowly until the hemisphere facing them was North America. The latticework tightened. A pulse rose at the western edge of the United States—faint, almost polite—then a second pulse appeared three inches above it, not on the map, but slightly offset, as if it existed in another layer of space.

Charlotte’s throat tightened. Not fear—recognition.

“I can smell it,” she said quietly.

Mason glanced at her. “Smell what?”

Charlotte didn’t look away from the projection. “Cold metal. Like rain on rust. Like... a hospital corridor at three in the morning when the lights are too bright and the air is too clean.”

Marin’s eyebrows lifted a fraction. She didn’t comment on the sensory detail. She never dismissed Charlotte’s perceptions, even when they sounded like poetry instead of intel.

She tapped two fingers against the table. New overlays blossomed: spectral bands, frequency lines, a scrolling vertical column of symbols and numbers that meant something to Marin and Sparrow and the Helix mainframe, but were purposefully translated into visual patterns for the rest of the team.

“These are return-signature patterns,” Marin said.

Mason’s expression didn’t change, but Charlotte felt the shift in him. A slight tightening around the eyes. A tactical mind running through possibilities and finding none that fit.

“Return-signature patterns,” Mason repeated. “From where.”

Marin’s fingers hovered, then she flicked her wrist. The second pulse—the one that sat slightly above the first—expanded, revealing a faint translucent plane. It wasn’t labeled. It wasn’t mapped. It wasn’t something Helix normally displayed because Helix was built to interpret reality, not claim ownership over what existed beyond it.

But the table rendered it anyway, as a thin, shimmering veil draped over the world like an invisible skin.

From that plane, the pulses came.

Charlotte swallowed. The air tasted different now—sharp, like ozone on the tongue.

Mason’s voice remained steady. “Marin.”

Marin inhaled slowly. “Helix is reading activity that looks like consciousness.”

Charlotte’s eyes snapped to her. “Looks like?”

“It behaves like cognition,” Marin clarified, careful with her words. “Pattern repetition. Adaptive modulation. Feedback response to observation.”

Mason’s gaze sharpened. “It’s reacting to us.”

“Not to us specifically,” Marin said. “To gifted proximity.”

The War Room doors opened again. Leo Mbeki entered first, tall and broad-shouldered, his presence grounded like a shield. Beside him, Ayla Khoury moved with quiet intensity, her eyes already scanning the holograms as if she could feel the air pressure inside them.

Behind them came Leora Hale, holding a slim tablet close to her chest, her hair still slightly damp as if she’d rushed here from a shower or a late-night study session. Jaxson Dane followed—lighter on his feet, eyes flicking from corner to corner like a tracker reading a trail no one else could see.

Kieran Miller arrived with a thoughtful frown and an almost imperceptible tremor in his hands, the kind that came when something older than logic stirred beneath the skin. Hope Reigns slipped in beside him, carrying a sketchbook under her arm like a shield. Caleb entered without urgency but with alertness, as if he’d been listening before he reached the door.

Levi Jones and Nyla Jones followed. Levi looked as if gravity was optional for him even at rest, posture relaxed but ready to move. Nyla’s eyes were distant, already half in a place no one else could see, her expression concentrated as if she were holding a thread between worlds.

Orion Vale appeared in the doorway next, hands in his pockets, gaze measuring the room’s geometry as if he couldn’t help it. Selene Ashcroft moved last, her presence subtle—she didn’t enter a room so much as arrive inside it, a whisper of confidence and controlled misdirection.

And then Sparrow arrived.

Not as a voice.

As a figure.

A shimmer coalesced at the far side of the table, pixels folding into form, light bending into a silhouette. The shape clarified into a woman in a sleek dark outfit that wasn’t fabric so much as design. Her eyes gleamed with an intelligence that never blinked because it didn’t need to.

Sparrow offered a small tilt of her head in greeting, an almost theatrical acknowledgment of the team’s attention.

“Good evening,” she said, as if she hadn’t just manifested out of the Helix mainframe. “Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say: good alert.”

Charlotte’s gaze narrowed. “You chose a body.”

Sparrow’s smile was subtle. “I chose presence. The system determined this anomaly requires it.”

Mason didn’t waste time. “Explain.”

Marin gestured at the plane hovering above the globe. “Helix flagged a series of return patterns. Not hauntings. Not residuals. Not impressions attached to objects.”

Sebastian Ryss entered quietly, as if the War Room had shifted its energy and he didn’t want to disturb it. He wore dark clothing and a chain at his neck that glinted faintly when the holographic light caught it. His eyes were already distant, focused on something beyond the table. He approached, hands at his sides, and Charlotte felt a slight change in the air—like the room was making space for him too.

Sebastian’s voice was low. “I felt it before the alert.”

Nyla’s gaze snapped to him. “In the astral?”

Sebastian shook his head once. “In the space between breaths.”

Ayla stepped closer, her expression tight. “That’s not a place you usually describe.”

“I don’t usually have to,” Sebastian replied.

Leora looked at the shimmering plane and murmured, almost to herself, “The boundary.”

Orion’s eyes tracked the thin layer. “That isn’t a map.”

“It isn’t supposed to be,” Marin said, and then she did something Charlotte had rarely seen her do.

She hesitated.

Mason noticed immediately. “Marin.”

Marin exhaled. “Helix is calling it a Veil-layer interface.”

Sparrow’s eyes brightened. “Clarification: that is a designation I assigned after analysis.”

Charlotte’s stomach tightened. A word rose in her mind before she could stop it: Ezra.

Hope opened her sketchbook without sitting down. Her pencil moved quickly, almost without thought.

Jaxson’s gaze fixed on the pulsing point. “I can feel a trail,” he said. “Like... a tug. Emotional residue, but it’s not from here.”

Caleb’s eyes unfocused, not staring at the table but at the space behind it. “There’s pressure,” he said. “Not from an emotion. From intention.”

Leo’s hands flexed once. “If it’s intention, we need to decide if it’s hostile.”

Mason’s voice cut through the tension like a blade. “First we decide what it is.”

Marin drew her fingers through the air. The holographic table responded instantly, projecting a swarm of threads—thin, luminous filaments that traced from multiple points across the globe to a single convergence.

The threads didn’t just connect geographically. They connected through the Veil-layer overlay.

One knot in the network pulsed stronger than the rest.

Sparrow’s tone sharpened. “Primary convergence point identified. Classification: anomalous stress nexus.”

Levi’s gaze lifted. “That sounds like something pushing.”

Selene’s eyes narrowed. “Or something pulling.”

Sebastian’s hand rose slowly, fingertips hovering over the air near the projection as if he could touch the pattern without breaking it.

Charlotte watched his face shift—subtle tightening, a flicker of strain. His breath caught, then steadied. His eyes dimmed, then brightened with something that wasn’t the War Room’s light.

Ayla stepped closer instinctively, ready to stabilize if he faltered.

Sebastian whispered, “He’s... near.”

Mason’s posture stiffened by a fraction. “Ezra.”

Sebastian didn’t answer right away. His mouth opened, but his voice didn’t come from him at first. It arrived through him—thin, strained, as if pushed through a narrowing passage.

“Do not—” Sebastian’s voice cracked, then continued in a different cadence, familiar but never entirely comfortable to hear. “Do not follow the signal blindly.”

Charlotte felt her pulse spike. It was Ezra’s voice, not in full clarity, but in enough of it that her mind recognized the tone like a handprint.

Leora’s face went pale. “He can speak through you.”

Sebastian’s eyes flickered. “Not—like this.”

Sparrow’s expression held a careful neutrality. “Audio and resonance recording engaged.”

Ezra’s voice—through Sebastian—strained like a rope under weight. “It is not... a door. It is pressure. It is failing.”

Nyla’s throat tightened. “Failing?”

Ezra’s voice lowered. “The boundary.”

Charlotte felt cold metal again, sharper now. The taste of antiseptic. The scent of rain on rust. And beneath it, something else—something like a candle blown out too quickly.

Mason stepped closer to the table. “Ezra, can you identify the source?”

There was a pause that felt longer than it was. Sebastian’s jaw clenched; Ayla’s fingers hovered near his shoulder, ready to ground him.

Ezra’s voice returned, barely audible. “Not one source. Many hands. One knot. One place. They are... pressing.”

Marin’s eyes snapped to the convergence point on the table. “They’re applying force.”

Sparrow’s gaze narrowed. “Force is an imprecise term.”

Marin didn’t look away. “Pressure. Harmonics. Something.”

Orion’s eyes tracked the lattice as it shimmered. “If it’s pressure, they’re stressing a system.”

Levi’s expression darkened. “And systems fail.”

Sebastian’s breath hitched, and Ezra’s voice—still faint—pushed through once more.

“They believe they can bring them back.”

Hope’s pencil froze mid-stroke.

Charlotte felt her blood turn to ice. The idea wasn’t new to humanity—grief always wanted to bargain with finality—but it had never been operational. Never engineered.

Mason’s voice remained steady, but Charlotte heard the edge beneath it. “Who is ‘they’?”

Sebastian’s face tightened in pain. Ezra’s voice answered with a simplicity that made it worse.

“Living.”

And then the connection snapped.

Sebastian staggered half a step, and Ayla’s hand landed lightly on his shoulder, steadying him with a warmth that didn’t feel like magic so much as compassion given shape.

Sebastian blinked, breathing hard but controlled. “That—was not normal.”

Caleb stepped closer, eyes gentle but probing. “You’re still you?”

Sebastian exhaled shakily. “Yes.”

Mason looked at Marin. “We have a convergence point.”

Marin’s hand moved again. The holographic table shifted, zooming in on the strongest knot in the network.

A location tag appeared—not a city name, not a recognizable landmark, but a coordinate grid and a blank label that read:

DECOMMISSIONED SITE / RECORDS PARTIALLY EXPUNGED

Sparrow’s voice softened, but the content didn’t. “This facility is not listed in standard federal databases. Helix retrieved fragmented archival references from closed networks. The site is officially decommissioned. However, current energy readings indicate intermittent power draw and active resonance emissions.”

Leora’s eyes widened. “A place that was erased.”

Jaxson’s gaze sharpened. “And someone’s using it.”

Mason looked around the table at the Circle—seventeen people, each one capable of reach

ing into the unseen, each one trained to keep their gifts from controlling them.

He spoke with the clarity of a leader who understood the weight of what had just happened.

“Helix just told us something impossible is trying to become real,” Mason said. “Ezra confirmed it’s intentional. We’re going to figure out what that facility is, who’s inside it, and what they think they’re doing.”

Charlotte’s eyes stayed on the Veil-layer overlay, watching the shimmering plane ripple slightly as if it were breathing.

She didn’t like the way it moved.

She didn’t like the way it felt.

And she didn’t like the cold certainty settling in her bones that whatever was happening out there wasn’t a curiosity.

It was a fracture.

The War Room’s light made everything look sharper than reality deserved.

It made the lines of Mason’s face more defined, the tension more visible in Leo’s shoulders, the concentration in Marin’s eyes more intense. It made the holographic table feel like a second sun in the center of the room, illuminating the Circle’s faces from below, turning them into a tribunal gathered around an omen.

Marin expanded the display.

The convergence point hovered like a wound.

Ayla leaned in, her fingertips hovering over the projection as if she could sense wind patterns on light alone. “The air feels... wrong,” she murmured. “Even in here.”

Leora nodded slowly, eyes distant. “Because we’re looking at a boundary, not a place.”

Charlotte shifted her weight, and the faintest ripple of mirrored sensation moved behind her eyes—an instinctive readiness. She didn’t mirror-walk without reason, but the part of her that could, the part that knew there were surfaces in the world that weren’t just glass, had awakened the moment the Veil-layer appeared.

“Show us what Helix knows,” Mason said to Sparrow.

Sparrow’s head tilted. The table responded immediately. A vertical column rose beside the globe, forming a translucent archive stack with thin panes of data, each one floating and rotating slightly like pages in a book that refused to be bound.

“Retrieved records are incomplete,” Sparrow said. “However, cross-referenced fragments indicate the facility was constructed over a naturally anomalous region. Designation keywords include: boundary observation, resonance containment, stress-point mapping.”

Orion’s eyes narrowed. “Containment. Of what.”

Sparrow’s smile was faint. “That question is not answered in the available records.”

Hope’s pencil resumed moving, fast now. She was drawing the globe with the thin veil overlay, but the veil wasn’t smooth in her sketch. It was cracking.

Jaxson touched the edge of the holographic table lightly, as if grounding himself. “The emotional trail is stronger when the convergence point pulses,” he said. “It feels like... grief, but weaponized. Like someone took loss and turned it into a lever.”

Caleb’s gaze sharpened. “That matches what I’m sensing—intent. Not random suffering. Directed.”

Leora looked up from her tablet. “If there are old records, there are older roots. People have feared the boundary between worlds since they could tell stories. But this—this looks like someone modernized an ancient obsession.”

Kieran’s hands flexed. A faint shimmering pattern rippled across the skin of his forearm, like invisible ink reacting to a presence. “Something’s trying to wake the glyphs,” he said quietly. “Not ours. Not Helix. Something else.”

Marin’s eyes flicked to him. “You’re feeling activation?”

Kieran swallowed. “Not activation. Pressure. Like the world is leaning on a symbol that’s already carved into it.”

Leo shifted, jaw tightening. “That’s not a place I want the world leaning.”

Ayla’s gaze lifted to Sebastian. “Can you reconnect?”

Sebastian shook his head once, slow. “Not on command.”

“But you can try,” Mason said.

Sebastian met Mason’s eyes. He wasn’t afraid. He was cautious, which was different. “Trying may bring him back. Or it may bring something else.”

The War Room went still.

Even Sparrow’s posture seemed to freeze, as if the AI recognized the weight of the statement.

Nyla stepped closer, her voice calm but strained at the edges. “If the Veil is thinning, the astral is going to be unstable. If Sebastian opens himself again, it’s like... opening a window in a storm.”

Levi leaned slightly forward, eyes narrowed. “What about my bilocation? Could I split myself and scout?”

Orion’s gaze shifted to him. “Not without a map. And not without knowing what’s waiting.”

Selene’s lips curved faintly. “And if the facility is active, they may have countermeasures. Not psychic—tech-based. The kind that doesn’t care what you are.”

Marin nodded. “They’ve already interfered with Sebastian’s connection. That means dampening, shielding, or something more specialized.”

Leo’s hands lifted slightly, not dramatic—just enough to show he was ready. “We can protect the team if we go in blind. But it will cost energy.”

Mason looked around the circle, eyes landing on each member in turn—seventeen people whose abilities were different expressions of the same strange truth: reality was bigger than most people could handle.

“Everyone contributes,” Mason said, not as a reminder but as a vow. “We don’t split into spectators and heroes. We move as a unit.”

Charlotte felt warmth at that, even through the tension. Mason never treated her gifts like a circus act. He treated them like tools with souls attached.

Marin tapped her wrist and a new set of holograms unfolded: a model of the facility’s likely layout based on terrain data, old archival schematics, and current thermal scans. The building appeared as a squat complex half-buried into rock, with underground levels extending deeper like roots.

“This is an approximation,” Marin said. “But the core is here.”

A pulsing chamber appeared in the lowest level, marked by a concentration of resonance emissions that made Charlotte’s teeth ache when she looked at it too long.

“What’s powering it?” Leo asked.

“Unknown,” Sparrow answered. “Likely modular reactors or concealed infrastructure. The energy draw is intermittent—suggesting cycles rather than constant operation.”

Leora frowned. “Cycles. Like testing. Pressing and waiting for response.”

Jaxson nodded slowly. “Like someone tapping on glass, listening for cracks.”

Charlotte’s eyes narrowed. The sensation of cold metal sharpened again, and along with it came a faint smell—candle wax. Not lit candles. Cold wax. Unused. Waiting.

Her clairvoyance didn’t arrive like a movie. It arrived like sensation. Like memory that wasn’t hers.

“It’s not just pressure,” she said softly.

Everyone looked at her.

Mason’s voice remained steady. “Tell us.”

Charlotte closed her eyes for half a second, then opened them. “It tastes like antiseptic and old paper. It smells like wet concrete. And there’s... a feeling of people standing in a room, waiting for something to come through.”

Hope’s pencil scratched faster.

Caleb glanced at Charlotte, then back to the table. “That could be a ritual. Or a procedure.”

Selene’s eyes sharpened. “Or a staged event. They want something to happen.”

Ayla’s voice was quiet, but her conviction was strong. “And if it’s staged, they’ve done it before.”

Marin gestured. The hologram zoomed out, showing the global network again. Several thinner nodes blinked with a faint rhythm—like warning lights.

“They’ve already stressed other points,” Marin said. “This facility appears to be the primary knot. The place they’re using to coordinate.”

Orion’s gaze shifted to the lattice. “If the Veil is a system, and they’re creating a cascade, then stopping the primary knot might halt the chain reaction.”

Sparrow’s eyes glinted. “Probability improves significantly if the primary nexus is neutralized.”

Charlotte’s gaze snapped to Sparrow. “Don’t talk about it like a statistic.”

Sparrow didn’t flinch. “Acknowledged. I will rephrase: the primary nexus is the most critical target.”

Sebastian’s breathing had steadied. He rubbed his palm briefly, as if grounding himself to his body. “Ezra said they believe they can bring them back.”

Leora’s expression tightened. “Bring back the dead.”

“Or what they think the dead are,” Nyla added softly.

Hope’s pencil paused. She looked up, her voice barely above a whisper. “In my drawing... they’re not coming back as themselves.”

Charlotte felt a chill. She didn’t ask Hope to explain. Hope’s visions were a gift
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