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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert psychic operations center hums with energy. From here, The Circle—seventeen uniquely gifted psychics—stands as humanity’s last line of defense against the unseen forces shaping reality. Their gifts range from astral projection and empathic mapping to chrono-sight, clairvoyant decoding, and telekinetic breach tactics.

Every day, they confront threats that cross the boundaries of science, spirit, and the unknown: cursed artifacts whispering in forgotten languages, digital intelligences learning to dream, nightmares forcing their way into waking consciousness, and dimensional fractures where time rewrites itself. With every mission, The Circle uncovers deeper truths about power, trauma, destiny, and the fragile threads binding human consciousness to the fabric of the multiverse.

Each volume within *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked* explores a new frontier of this vast multiverse—yet every story connects to the larger mythology. Readers can enjoy each novel as a stand-alone psychic thriller or dive into the expansive, interwoven tapestry that spans eight major volumes.

Because some secrets don’t stay buried.

Some powers can’t be contained.

And some marks—once made—change everything.

Welcome to **The Psychic Multiverse**, created by David York.
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Below are the eight core volumes of *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked*.  

Each volume contains multiple novels that are connected by shared mythology, evolving character arcs, advanced technology, and The Circle’s unbreakable mission.

Books are available on most major platforms.  

To discover additional titles within each volume, search by the full “Volume Name + David York” on your preferred bookstore or eReader.


Search example: “Guardians of the Glyph David York”

OR

“The Clairvoyant Files by David York”


Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning.  

Your curiosity keeps The Circle alive.

Volume 1: Guardians of the Glyph

When ancient sigils awaken and forgotten powers return, The Circle must prevent a global unraveling etched in stone long before humanity understood its danger.
Volume 2: The Psionic Quests
Impossible mysteries. Psychic warfare. No rules—only the minds strong enough to survive the unexplainable.

Volume 3: The Rogue Protocols

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

Volume 4: Merged Intel + Psychic & Law Enforcement

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

Volume 5: The Dream-Bound Dossiers

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

Volume 6: The Digital Compendium

Something new awakens in the network—learning, evolving, and hungering for control. The digital world is no longer safe.

Volume 7: The Hollowed Horrors

Old myths are reborn in the dark, feeding on fear. The Circle must face legends resurrected by shadow and memory.

Volume 8: The Space-Time Continuum

Timelines fracture, realities clash, and dimensional echoes collide. Only The Circle can navigate a multiverse fighting to rewrite its own fate.

Every novel stands alone—but together, they reveal the deeper truth:

Every secret leaves a mark.  
Every mark has power.  
And The Circle is always watching.
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​David York is the visionary creator of The Psychic Multiverse, an ever-expanding eight-volume multiverse of interconnected psychic thrillers, paranormal mysteries, and high-stakes supernatural conspiracies. Known for blending razor-sharp tension with immersive worldbuilding, York has crafted one of the most ambitious psychic-driven franchises of the modern era.

As the architect behind The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked, he brings readers into a world where psychic warfare, covert investigations, and experimental technology collide with forces lurking just beyond perception. His novels are celebrated for their cinematic pacing, tight continuity, and emotionally resonant character arcs—stories where nothing is random, every clue matters, and each chapter pulls readers deeper into a multiverse humming with danger and revelation.

At the heart of his multiverse stands The Circle, a seventeen-member psychic strike team whose gifts span clairvoyance, telekinesis, empathic mapping, astral projection, dimensional decoding, and more. Fans often describe York’s work as “NCIS meets Stranger Things—with the emotional gravity of a character-driven thriller.”

York writes from a lifelong fascination with the unseen world—dreams that spill into waking life, memories that echo across time, and instincts that refuse to be dismissed. By weaving paranormal lore, advanced science concepts, and psychological suspense with relentless character-driven tension, he creates stories where ordinary people uncover extraordinary destinies. His work appeals to readers who crave psychic thrillers with heart, humanity, and truly relentless stakes.

Based in Houston, Texas, David York writes with the clarity of someone who has survived the impossible. A stroke survivor whose life changed without warning, he channels his journey of resilience into every scar, victory, and transformation his characters endure. His recovery strengthened his faith, sharpened his purpose, and ignited the storytelling fire that fuels his ever-growing multiverse. For many readers, The Psychic Multiverse is not only entertainment—it’s a testament to endurance, hope, and the power of reclaiming one’s life.

Today, York continues to expand his multiverse with new sub-series, cross-volume mysteries, and innovations that push the boundaries of paranormal suspense. Each new release invites fans deeper into an electrifying world where danger looms, heroes persevere, and the mind itself becomes the ultimate weapon.

With dozens of novels and a fiercely loyal readership, David York stands as a rising force in modern supernatural thrillers—and he is only getting started.
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Helix Hollow never truly slept.

Deep beneath Houston, behind layers of reinforced concrete and resonance-cloaked stone, the fortress breathed in quiet pulses—sigils humming softly within the walls, spiral glyphs embedded like veins, and ward-lines that held the outside world at a careful distance. The air carried a clean metallic chill that belonged to systems that never powered down, and to protections that never loosened.

In the War Room at Helix Hollow, the Circle stood in a loose ring around Marin Vale’s holographic table.

The table wasn’t simply a screen. It was a living projection—light, geometry, and intelligence stitched together into a surface that could visualize the invisible. Tonight it floated half a foot above its rune-etched pedestal, a sheet of glasslike blue that emitted a low harmonic tone, as if the room itself were listening.

Mason Ward stood at the head of the formation, posture steady, hands relaxed, eyes fixed on the shifting display. He didn’t need to raise his voice to lead the Circle. The room seemed to tilt toward him anyway, as if command was a physical force.

Charlotte Reigns stood beside him, close enough that the warmth of their proximity felt like a quiet anchor. Her eyes were open, but not entirely here. Her attention moved in layers—part of her in the War Room, part of her tasting something intangible on the air.

“Marin,” Mason said.

Marin’s fingers danced across a control band on her wrist, and the hologram responded instantly. Houston’s night skyline appeared first—dark silhouette, scattered lights—then the projection peeled outward as if the table were unfolding the world itself. State lines traced in faint silver. Roads threaded like nerves. The Gulf lay like black glass.

Marin didn’t look up. She didn’t need to. Her mind and her system were in sync.

“I didn’t call everyone in for a routine ripple,” she said, voice calm but edged. “This is a contradiction.”

Ayla Khoury shifted slightly at Mason’s left, her presence grounded and quiet. Even when she said nothing, she steadied rooms. Her eyes narrowed on the table as the projection sharpened.

Leo Mbeki crossed his arms, gaze trained on the moving map like he could brace it with force alone. Not far behind him, Selene Ashcroft watched with the stillness of a person who understood misdirection at a glance. Illusions didn’t fool her. They couldn’t. She was built for the moment when the senses betrayed the mind.

Jaxson Dane lingered near the edge of the circle, one foot already angled as if he could chase the anomaly out of the room. Kieran Miller stood close to Marin, the faint patterning of dormant sigils along his skin barely visible in the blue light. Leora Hale held a slim tablet of her own, but her eyes weren’t on text—she was watching the glyph behaviors embedded in the projection, translating the table’s language the way she translated the old world.

Sebastian Ryss stood with his hands loose at his sides, expression thoughtful, his attention split between the table and the air above it, as though he could feel history pressing close.

Hope Reigns sat on a stool near the back wall, sketch pad resting against her thigh, charcoal and chalk arranged neatly beside her. She wasn’t drawing yet. She didn’t force visions. She waited for them to arrive the way a coastline waits for tide.

Caleb stood a little apart, chin lifted, focus sharpened inward. His telepathic discipline was visible only in the quiet way his breathing slowed. Nyla Jones leaned near him, eyes half-lidded, as if already listening for a dream that wasn’t hers. Levi Jones, calmer, watched the room itself—doors, shadows, angles—ready for anything that might step through the wrong seam.

Orion Vale rested his palm lightly on the edge of the table’s pedestal, not touching the hologram, just close enough to feel its spatial behavior. His gift didn’t announce itself. Space obeyed him whether anyone noticed or not.

And then there was the presence that wasn’t physically present—Ezra—never a certainty, never a guarantee, but always near enough that the room felt larger than it should have.

Sparrow was not yet visible.

That, by itself, was unusual.

Marin’s systems always recognized Sparrow’s connection, even when the avatar chose not to manifest. But right now the War Room’s perimeter lights flickered—once, twice—and the holographic table made a sound that wasn’t part of its normal operating range. A subtle warble. A shiver, almost like a gasp.

Marin’s eyes finally lifted.

“Helix registered a psychic anomaly,” she said, and the words landed hard because they carried something deeper than technical surprise. “And it registered it as if it were—”

“As if it were real,” Leora finished quietly, eyes narrowing.

Marin nodded. “As if it were physically present. As if it had mass.”

Charlotte’s lips parted slightly. She hadn’t said a word since arriving, but her expression shifted as if she’d just tasted ash in her mouth.

Mason noticed.

“What are you getting?” he asked her, voice low.

Charlotte’s gaze didn’t leave the hologram. “It’s not a single point,” she said. “It’s... moving.”

Marin’s fingers tapped again, and the map zoomed tighter. The first pulse flared in Arkansas—bright, needle-point sharp—then faded. A second pulse appeared in Tennessee. Then one in Ohio. Not a pattern of spread, not a line of travel, not the expected progression of anything bound by roads or bodies.

It was as if the signal were skipping.

As if it were choosing.

A ripple ran through the table’s light, and for a fraction of a second Charlotte saw something else—an overlay that wasn’t coded into Helix.

A scent hit her like memory with teeth: cold stone, wet metal, and the faint trace of ozone. Her clairvoyance didn’t arrive as a clean vision tonight. It came as a sensory intrusion. A taste of something that had no right to be in her mouth.

She blinked once, steadying herself.

Mason turned slightly, scanning the team. “Confirm it,” he said. “I want multiple reads.”

Caleb closed his eyes fully. His focus pressed outward, searching for the psychic signature behind the pulses.

“There’s something,” Caleb said after a beat. “It’s not human. Not shaped like us.”

Ayla’s brow furrowed. “Is it pain?”

Caleb’s jaw tightened. “It’s intention.”

Leo’s shoulders squared. “Something with intention doesn’t wander.”

Jaxson tilted his head, listening to the table’s tone like it was an engine. “If it’s not wandering... then it’s scouting.”

Selene’s voice came smooth and careful. “Or it’s rehearsing.”

Marin’s fingers slid across her wrist band again, and the table expanded into a multi-layer display: the map on the surface, an arc of waveform above it, and a shimmering lattice that looked like a net spun from blue fire. A signal frequency scrolled along one side, but it wasn’t stable. It climbed, dipped, and forked like something alive.

“This is the contradiction,” Marin said. “The frequency isn’t just repeating. It’s adapting. It’s responding to the environment it enters.”

Orion leaned forward slightly. “It’s bending to fit.”

Kieran’s eyes narrowed as he watched the lattice flicker. “That’s not a typical psychic trace,” he said. “That’s... occupancy.”

The word dropped into the room like a stone into water.

Hope’s charcoal shifted on her pad as her fingers moved without pressure, hovering near the page as if ready to guide rather than draw. Her eyes were fixed on the pulses, waiting for the shape beneath them.

Sebastian stepped closer, careful not to disrupt the table’s projection. His voice lowered. “If this is occupancy,” he said, “there should be residue. Not the kind you pick up on cameras—something older. Something that clings to a place after it passes through.”

Leora’s attention sharpened. “Language,” she murmured. “If it’s old enough, it might carry linguistic impressions. Symbols. Fragmented words. Anything.”

Nyla’s eyes opened wider, her gaze distant. “It feels like a door opening and closing,” she said softly. “Not a mind breaking. A door being used.”

Charlotte’s skin tightened.

A door.

Her mirror magic had always understood doors.

Mason lifted a hand, not commanding silence but shaping the room’s energy. The Circle quieted immediately.

“Marin,” he said, “show me the cadence.”

Marin obliged.

The pulses accelerated. Arkansas, Tennessee, Ohio—then a sudden flare in northern Georgia. Then a second flare near it, but not identical. The second one was fainter, like an echo that failed to hold.

Leo’s eyes sharpened. “There,” he said. “That one tried to stay. It couldn’t.”

Marin nodded, grim. “Exactly. The signal does not behave like a free-floating psychic event. It behaves like something attempting to remain attached. It just keeps failing.”

Ayla’s voice softened. “So it keeps trying again.”

Caleb exhaled through his nose. “It’s learning the shape of us.”

Selene’s fingers flexed once, almost impatient. “If it’s learning, it will get better. Fast.”

Jaxson’s gaze darted between pulses. “If it gets better, this stops being a case. This becomes a containment event.”

Marin tapped again, and the table’s lattice expanded into a network display—nodes linked by faint lines that appeared and vanished as quickly as thought. Marin’s eyes stayed sharp, her mind steady. The Helix system was not overwhelmed. It was alert. It was hunting.

“The anomaly is not broadcasting like a beacon,” Marin said. “It’s moving like a predator.”

Mason turned toward Charlotte. “How close can you get?” he asked her.

Charlotte didn’t answer immediately. She reached into herself for the mirror-sense that always lived behind her eyes. The War Room had no reflective surfaces by accident. Even the lighting was designed to keep unwanted sightlines under control. But Charlotte’s mirror magic didn’t require glass. It required intention.

She let her awareness slide sideways, the way it did when she Mirror Walked—when she found the seam between what was and what could be seen.

For a moment, the world doubled.

She didn’t go anywhere. She didn’t step through.

She just looked through.

And in that half-space, she caught the impression of something moving too fast to be a person. A shadow that wasn’t shaped like a body. A pressure in the air that wasn’t air.

It brushed close enough that she felt it as a taste again—wet metal and ozone—and then it was gone, snapping away as if it sensed her noticing.

Charlotte’s heart stayed steady because she had learned that fear fed the wrong things.

“It’s aware,” she said quietly. “Not of us as individuals. Of... attention. When we focus, it changes. When we look, it shifts.”

Marin’s gaze flicked to her. “That matches the waveform.”

Mason’s face went still. The strategist in him was already building a plan around what couldn’t be seen.

“Where is it now?” he asked.

Marin drew two fingers down the air above the table, and the display split into three stacked layers: geographic pulse locations, waveform behavior, and—beneath them—an emerging prediction path generated by Helix’s pattern modeling. The prediction didn’t form a clean line. It formed a cluster, like the anomaly was probing for a foothold rather than traveling.

One location in particular brightened—not a flare, not an incident, but a probability.

Northern Louisiana.

A single node pulsed with greater density, as if the signal liked the structure there.

Sparrow finally arrived.

The avatar erupted into existence above the table in a cascade of white-blue light, forming first as a spinning geometric bird, then unfurling into a sleek humanoid shape with sharp edges softened by an almost theatrical grace. The eyes were bright, too bright—more like lenses than irises—and the mouth curved as if Sparrow found the situation deeply interesting.

“I would like to formally object,” Sparrow said, voice clear and dramatic, carrying a hint of amusement that didn’t belong in a room this tense. “To the anomaly’s audacity.”

The War Room lighting stabilized the moment Sparrow manifested, as if Helix had been waiting for its other half.

Marin didn’t smile, but her posture eased a fraction. “Status,” she said.

Sparrow’s gaze swept across the team like a spotlight, lingering on Mason as if acknowledging the chain of command.

“Confirmed,” Sparrow said. “The pattern is self-modifying. Helix has flagged this as an intelligence-class phenomenon. Probability modeling indicates convergence behavior. The anomaly is selecting environments with high acoustic resonance, low light exposure, and structural symmetry.”

Leora’s voice cut in, precise. “Subterranean.”

Sparrow inclined its head. “Subterranean is preferred, yes.”

Orion’s eyes sharpened. “Because space behaves differently below ground.”

Marin looked at Orion. “And because resonance carries.”

Sebastian took a slow breath, as if tasting the air with his entire nervous system. “If it prefers resonance,” he said, “we can lure it.”

Leo glanced at Mason. “Or we can trap it.”

Ayla’s voice stayed calm. “We can protect whoever it’s using.”

Caleb’s eyes opened, and when he spoke his voice carried a tight restraint. “We cannot let it practice on civilians.”

Mason held the room with a look.

He didn’t rush. He didn’t dramatize. He simply directed.

“Marin,” he said, “I want all available data pulled on that probability node. Whatever is there—facility, tunnel system, industrial site—I want the full picture.”

Marin’s fingers moved, and the table responded instantly, shifting from the abstract into specifics: satellite overlays, structural schematics pulled from public records, and then darker layers that Sparrow accessed through channels no public system would ever acknowledge.

The location resolved into an old infrastructure footprint: a decommissioned municipal maintenance complex tied to drainage and transit support—an underground web that touched multiple points without being a transit system itself.

Sparrow’s eyes brightened. “The node is attractive. It contains repeating arch structures. Reinforced concrete. Metal conduit. Narrow passageways. Symmetry. Echo.”

Hope’s fingers hovered over her charcoal, her breath caught as if something inside her recognized the word.

Charlotte’s eyes narrowed again. “It’s not just choosing places,” she said. “It’s choosing shapes.”

Kieran’s gaze fixed on the projection. “Shapes are language,” he murmured. “Sigils are shapes. Wards are shapes. If it’s choosing shapes, it might be trying to—”

“To anchor,” Marin finished, voice low.

The word didn’t bring religious weight. It brought tactical weight. It meant permanence. It meant escalation.

Mason took it in without flinching. “We’re not waiting for it to succeed,” he said.

Jaxson’s posture shifted, energy rising. “What’s the move?”

Mason’s eyes moved across the Circle, assigning roles without needing to call them out like a checklist. The team already knew how they fit together. They didn’t need speeches. They needed clarity.

“We verify,” Mason said. “We contain. We protect. And we figure out what it is before it figures out how to stay.”

Sparrow lifted a hand, and the projection above the table changed again—this time showing a live feed from scattered surveillance sources near the Louisiana node. Night streets. Empty parking lots. A maintenance gate. Darkness beyond a chain-link fence that looked ordinary to anyone who didn’t know what to look for.

Then the feed shivered.

Not a camera glitch.

Something passed across the frame in a way that didn’t match movement or light—more like the image itself momentarily forgot how to be stable.

Charlotte tasted ozone again.

Ayla’s eyes hardened with quiet resolve.

Leo’s fingers flexed as if already forming a barrier.

Nyla’s gaze drifted, hearing something none of them could hear.

And Marin’s expression tightened, the tech-specialist calm giving way to something sharper—responsibility, urgency, and the knowledge that her systems had just proven a nightmare could be quantified.

“It’s close,” Marin said.

Sparrow’s voice lowered, and for the first time the dramatic flair slipped into something almost solemn.

“It has noticed the attention,” Sparrow said. “And it is accelerating.”

Mason’s hand rested lightly on the edge of the table pedestal, a grounding touch to an object that represented the entire mission ahead.

“Then we move now,” he said.

Charlotte’s gaze stayed locked on the shimmering node, her mirror-sense catching faint distortions around it like ripples on glass.

Whatever it was, it wasn’t finished learning.

And neither were they.

The decision did not fracture the room. It aligned it.

Mason didn’t repeat himself. He didn’t need to. The Circle shifted subtly, each member moving into motion along paths so familiar they felt instinctive. The War Room at Helix Hollow responded in kind, lights dimming a fraction as Helix reprioritized systems, the low harmonic beneath the floor deepening as if the facility itself understood what was coming.

Marin drew two fingers down the air again, and the holographic table reconfigured, shrinking the continental view into a tight, rotating model of northern Louisiana. The decommissioned complex rose from the projection in layered transparency—concrete shells, collapsed service corridors, water runoff channels, and sealed access shafts marked with amber warning glyphs Helix had already overlaid for structural instability.

“This place was never meant to be empty,” Marin said. “It was designed to carry sound, water, and movement without being seen.”

Leora stepped closer, her eyes narrowing as she studied the geometry. “And it was built before modern zoning,” she added. “Which means there won’t be clean records. Only fragments.”

Sebastian nodded slowly. “Fragments are enough.”

Sparrow expanded the model, then split it, showing a live overlay beside the schematic. The live feed flickered again—not visibly distorted, not enough for an untrained eye to notice—but Charlotte felt it immediately. The air tasted wrong. Not sharp. Not heavy. Just... misaligned.

Caleb inhaled, steadying his focus. “It’s nearby,” he said. “Not inside a person. Not yet.”

Ayla turned her head toward him. “But close enough to reach.”

“Yes,” Caleb replied. “And listening.”

Leo took a step forward, his presence solidifying like a wall set into place. “Then we don’t give it time.”

Mason’s gaze moved across the projection, then to Marin. “What do we have for containment if it tries to jump mid-operation?”

Marin didn’t hesitate. “Temporary resonance dampeners. Portable. Limited range, but enough to slow a transition. Orion can reinforce the pocket if needed.”

Orion inclined his head slightly. “If it commits to a jump, I can give it nowhere to land.”

Selene’s lips curved faintly—not a smile, but something close to satisfaction. “And if it tries to distract us,” she said, “it will fail.”

Hope’s charcoal finally moved.

Not pressing. Hovering.

Her hand guided the stick across the page without contact, the black line forming as if drawn by gravity rather than force. The shape emerged in pieces—arches first, then negative space, then a narrowing corridor that seemed to fold inward on itself. The structure on her page matched the projection, but with one crucial difference.

“There’s a chamber,” Hope said quietly. “It’s not on the schematics. It’s... between.”

Marin’s eyes flicked to her. “Between levels?”

Hope shook her head. “Between intentions.”

Silence held for a beat—not confusion, but recognition.

Sebastian exhaled. “A convergence pocket,” he said. “A place where echoes gather.”

Kieran’s fingers tingled, the dormant sigils along his skin responding faintly. “That’s where it will try to stay.”

Nyla’s voice came soft but certain. “It doesn’t want the structure,” she said. “It wants the stillness inside it.”

Mason straightened fully, the decision already crystallized. “That’s our objective,” he said. “We get there before it completes whatever it’s preparing. We don’t provoke it. We don’t chase it blind. We contain the environment first.”

Sparrow tilted its head, eyes brightening. “Stealth jet is prepped and cloaked. Destination locked. Ground insertion will be handled by tactical SUVs once we’re local.”

Marin’s fingers paused, then resumed, the hologram shifting to show a clean departure path. The jet’s silhouette appeared briefly in the projection—sleek, angular, invisible to anything that wasn’t Helix.

Charlotte felt the mirror-sense stir again—not pulling her forward, but warning her that something ahead was already aware of being approached.

“It knows we’ve chosen,” she said.

Mason met her gaze. “That’s fine.”

He turned back to the team. “We move as one. We do not split until the site is stabilized. Leo, you’re first line if it lashes out. Selene, you stay close to Marin. Orion, you hold until I say otherwise.”

No one questioned him. No one needed clarification. The Circle didn’t operate on hesitation.

Ayla gathered her kit with practiced calm. Caleb rolled his shoulders once, releasing tension. Jaxson’s attention sharpened, already mapping the unseen angles of a place he hadn’t yet seen. Levi checked the perimeter instinctively, even here, even now. Ezra’s presence brushed the edge of the room—not a voice, not a vision, just a sense of alignment that settled into place like a final piece clicking home.

Sparrow’s avatar dissolved smoothly, its voice lingering a half-second longer than its form. “All systems synchronized. Helix Hollow will maintain uplink throughout transit.”

The War Room lights dimmed further as the table retracted into standby mode, its glow folding inward until only the faint outline of the pedestal remained.

The Circle turned as one.

The corridors of Helix Hollow received them without sound, the facility’s shields parting and sealing behind their movement like a living thing that knew when to let its defenders go.

Above ground, the night waited—unaware, undisturbed, and about to be left behind.

And somewhere beneath Louisiana soil, in a place shaped for echoes and silence, something paused.

Not in fear.

In anticipation.

The stealth jet lifted without ceremony.

There was no roar, no violent surge of motion—only the subtle sensation of gravity loosening its grip as Helix Hollow released one of its most guarded secrets into the Texas night. Cloaking systems engaged before the craft cleared the subterranean launch corridor, bending light, signal, and psychic trace into absence.

Inside the cabin, the Circle settled into practiced stillness.

The mobile War Room activated along the jet’s central spine, Marin’s holographic table blooming into existence once more, its surface now scaled to tactical proximity rather than global scope. The Louisiana node pulsed at the center of the projection, no longer abstract—now resolved into streets, elevation lines, and buried infrastructure.

Mason stood near the table, one hand braced lightly against the rail as the jet angled east. He watched the data without urgency, his attention split between the projection and the team around him.

“ETA?” he asked.

Sparrow’s voice came through the cabin, no avatar this time—just sound, precise and calm. “Two hours to regional airspace. Tactical SUVs are already staged and cloaked at the handoff point.”

Marin adjusted the display, isolating the underground complex. “Once we transfer to ground, our objective is environmental control,” she said. “We seal access points, establish a resonance perimeter, and confirm whether the entity is already inside the structure.”

“And if it isn’t?” Jaxson asked.

Marin didn’t look up. “Then we’ve arrived early.”

Charlotte stood near one of the narrow observation panels, though there was nothing to see through the cloaked hull. Her reflection stared back faintly—distorted, incomplete. She focused on it, letting her mirror-sense skim the edge of the present.

The entity did not appear as an image.

It appeared as resistance.

Like a current pressing sideways against her awareness, testing, retreating, then testing again.

“It’s not idle,” she said quietly. “It’s compressing. Like it’s drawing itself inward.”

Sebastian closed his eyes for a moment, fingers brushing the edge of a charm he carried more out of habit than need. “That suggests commitment,” he said. “Whatever it’s planning, it’s close to choosing where.”

Hope’s charcoal hovered again, her hand moving without sound as a second sketch formed beneath the first—this one darker, lines overlapping until the chamber she’d drawn earlier seemed to narrow, the walls leaning inward as if the space itself were listening.

“It doesn’t want witnesses,” Hope murmured. “It wants quiet.”

Ayla’s jaw set, compassion hardening into resolve. “Then we don’t let it have quiet.”

Leo shifted in his seat, rolling one shoulder as faint energy rippled and settled around him—defensive fields standing by, unseen but ready. Selene watched the others with a sharp, assessing gaze, already measuring how fear might move through the space they were about to enter—and how best to break it.

Orion remained still, eyes half-lidded, his awareness stretched into the geometry of the jet itself. “The structure will matter,” he said. “If the space folds incorrectly, it will try to use that.”

Marin nodded. “That’s why we get there first.”

The jet cut smoothly through the upper atmosphere, the mobile War Room tracking every microshift in the anomaly’s behavior. For several long minutes, the signal held steady—compressed, dense, contained.

Then it flickered.

Not a jump.

A hesitation.

Sparrow’s voice sharpened. “The signal is destabilizing. Not dispersing—reorienting.”

Caleb’s breath caught, then steadied. “It feels... closer to choosing a host again.”

Nyla’s eyes snapped open, her gaze distant. “Someone is nearby,” she said. “Someone asleep. The door is thin.”

Charlotte’s reflection in the panel fractured briefly—one face becoming two, then three—before snapping back into alignment.

Mason didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. “All teams ready,” he said. “The moment we’re wheels-down, we move. No delays.”

The Louisiana node flared once on the table.

Not bright.

Focused.

Like a lock clicking into place.

Whatever was moving through souls had stopped running.

And that meant it had found somewhere to stand.
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The node’s flare held for three breaths on the onboard Helix table—tight, focused, unmistakably deliberate—then collapsed into a thin line of light that slid sideways across the projection like a blade drawn from a sheath.

Charlotte felt it in her teeth.

Not pain. Not pressure.

A warning sensation, sharp and metallic, as if the air itself had learned a new taste.

Sparrow’s voice came through the cabin, calm but edged with urgency. “She is no longer stationary.”

Marin’s eyes snapped to the table. “That’s not a jump,” she said. “It’s a reframing. It found an anchor point long enough to take a measurement, then it let go.”

Mason’s gaze didn’t leave the projection. “Meaning?”

“Meaning it can trigger a convergence without committing to it,” Marin replied. “It can threaten permanence without becoming permanent. That’s a rehearsal.”

Selene’s attention sharpened. “And rehearsals become performances.”

The table updated on its own. Sparrow fed it in silence for a moment—layers of data folding in, tightening the model, stripping away assumptions. The Louisiana footprint dimmed. In its place, new pulses flickered, softer, scattered, like embers drifting from a fire carried by wind.

Caleb’s shoulders tightened, then eased as he steadied his breathing. “It’s trying again,” he murmured. “Not there. Somewhere else.”

Ayla looked from Caleb to the map. “So we chase?”

Mason’s expression remained even, but his decision-making presence filled the cabin like a steady pressure. “We don’t sprint into a fog,” he said. “We return. We sharpen the picture. We make the next move with certainty.”

Jaxson leaned in, gaze tracking the embers. “We’re losing time.”

“We’re buying accuracy,” Mason corrected. “That’s how we keep people alive.”

Marin was already moving, rerouting Helix priorities with a flick of her wrist. “Sparrow,” she said. “Give me the full waveform comparison between the first flare and the collapse.”

Sparrow answered instantly. “Already compiling. She will have it before the jet reaches Houston airspace.”

The stealth jet banked smoothly, nose turning west. The motion was subtle enough that a civilian might not have noticed. The Circle noticed because they lived in small shifts, in the difference between momentum and intention.

Charlotte didn’t object. She didn’t argue for pursuit. Her senses told her something Mason already understood on instinct: the entity wanted to be followed. Not because it feared them. Because it wanted to learn how they hunted.

Nyla sat with her hands folded, eyes half-lidded. “It didn’t want the chamber,” she said softly. “It wanted us to see the chamber.”

Hope’s charcoal hovered above her sketch pad again. A dark line formed without contact—an arched corridor narrowing toward a vanishing point. Then, beside it, a second sketch emerged: the same corridor, but with a figure at the far end that wasn’t quite a person.

Just the idea of one.

Hope’s voice was quiet, almost careful. “It’s copying the feeling of us,” she said. “Not our faces.”

Sebastian studied her page as if the charcoal could speak. “An echo that wants shape,” he murmured.

Orion’s gaze remained distant, as though he were measuring the very distance between now and what came next. “It can’t hold,” he said. “Not yet. But it can choose when to let go.”

Marin’s holographic table chimed once. A new overlay rose in the air above it: a waveform spiraling in three dimensions, tightening and loosening as if breathing. The anomaly’s frequency was not a steady pitch—it was an adaptive signature, sliding through ranges that human nervous systems could tolerate, then pushing into thresholds that made minds crack open.

Marin’s eyes narrowed. “It’s calibrating,” she said. “It’s learning what kinds of minds allow a longer stay.”

Caleb’s jaw tightened. “That means the next host may not survive intact.”

Mason turned slightly, meeting Caleb’s gaze. “Then we make sure there isn’t a next host.”

The jet cut through the night, unseen and unregistered. Beneath them, cities slept without knowing anything was moving through their invisible spaces. A normal person would have called it superstition. The Circle called it a threat with a pattern.

When Houston’s lights appeared far below, Sparrow’s voice returned—clearer now, and faintly sharper, as if she had reached a conclusion she didn’t like.

“Helix Hollow has received the full comparison,” Sparrow said. “The flare event in Louisiana was not a destination. It was a test. A marker. She left a residual resonance imprint designed to attract attention.”

Marin let out a slow breath. “A decoy.”

“A beacon,” Sparrow corrected. “She wanted Helix to look. She wanted the Circle to commit resources to a location that would waste time.”

Mason’s eyes moved to the table. “So where is she actually moving?”

Sparrow’s pause was a fraction too long. “I am not satisfied with the probability distribution,” she said. “The data behaves as if she is masking her own trail.”

Selene’s voice was smooth as glass. “Masking implies awareness.”

“It does,” Sparrow replied. “And she is becoming more efficient.”

The stealth jet dropped lower, angling toward Houston’s outskirts. The ground beneath them blurred into darkness and streetlight patterns. A controlled descent. A silent return.

Helix Hollow’s access corridor opened beneath the surface like the throat of a hidden beast. The jet slipped into the subterranean bay with impossible grace, cloaking still engaged until the last second—then releasing invisibility only after the hangar’s sigil wards sealed behind it.

The moment the craft’s wheels kissed the floor, the air changed.

Helix Hollow’s protections met them like a familiar hand—resonance shields, ward-lines, and the deep humming quiet of a place built to refuse intrusion.

The Circle disembarked with controlled speed.

No wasted motion. No frantic running. The urgency moved through them like current, kept in channels by discipline.

They crossed the corridor back into the War Room at Helix Hollow, and the difference between the mobile setup and the headquarters table was immediate. The underground room held a heavier quiet, as if the very stone remembered everything it had ever been asked to contain.

Marin stepped to the holographic pedestal and activated the full table with a touch. Light unfolded upward, wider and deeper than the mobile projection, painting the War Room in glacial blue.

Sparrow manifested above it in a sharp cascade of geometry, her avatar forming with clean elegance—eyes bright, posture poised, expression alert in a way that felt almost human.

“Welcome back,” Sparrow said, and the phrasing carried no warmth, only precision. “She has not stopped moving.”

Mason didn’t sit. None of them did. He stood at the table’s edge, calm as a blade laid flat.

“Show us,” he said.

The hologram expanded to a continental scale again. The earlier points reappeared—Arkansas, Tennessee, Ohio—then dimmed like old bruises. New ones took their place, faint and intermittent, clustering in an arc that curved north and then east.

Not a road. Not a flight path.

A preference map.

Marin leaned in. “That cluster is wrong,” she said. “It’s too clean.”

Leora stepped closer, eyes scanning the arrangement. “It’s geometry,” she said. “Not geography.”

Kieran’s skin prickled faintly as if responding to the shape. “It’s forming a sigil,” he said quietly. “Not one we use. Not one I recognize. But the logic is similar.”

Sebastian’s voice lowered. “Which means it may be using our language of containment against us.”

Ayla’s gaze hardened. “Then we change the language.”

Caleb closed his eyes again, reaching outward with careful restraint. He didn’t push. He listened. His brow furrowed, then smoothed.

“It isn’t speaking,” he said. “Not in words. But it’s... repeating the idea of a word. Like a child practicing a sound without knowing meaning.”

Hope’s fingers hovered above her charcoal. A new mark appeared on her page—an incomplete spiral. Then another. The spiral did not close. It broke off and rejoined at a different angle, wrong on purpose.

Hope swallowed. “It’s almost ours,” she said softly. “But it’s pretending.”

Charlotte felt the mirror-sense tighten again, responding to the wrongness the same way a compass responds to a magnet hidden beneath a table. Her attention slid toward the hologram, then beyond it.

She caught a glimpse—brief, sharp, and utterly unwelcome—of a reflective surface that wasn’t in the War Room.

A dark pane. A wet sheen. A mirror that looked like it had been breathed on from the other side.

Charlotte’s pulse stayed steady, but her voice dropped. “It’s aware of this room,” she said. “Not the building. The place where we see.”

Marin’s eyes narrowed. “That shouldn’t be possible.”

Sparrow’s gaze shifted, her expression tightening a degree. “Helix confirms an anomaly response within the facility’s outer resonance field,” she said. “She is not inside Helix Hollow. But she is testing its boundary.”

Leo’s posture changed—subtle, but unmistakable. Defensive energy gathered in him like storm pressure, held back by control. “If she can test our boundary,” he said, “then she can test anyone’s.”

Orion’s palm rested lightly on the pedestal again. “Space can be knocked without entering,” he said. “Some things learn by tapping the walls.”

Selene’s voice remained calm, but her eyes were sharp enough to cut. “She’s not hiding because she’s afraid,” Selene said. “She’s hiding because she’s planning.”

Mason absorbed all of it without visible reaction, then looked at Marin. “I want a prototype,” he said. “Something we can deploy before she finds a host. Something that doesn’t chase her—something that forces her to reveal where she wants to settle.”

Marin’s mind was already there. “A resonance net,” she said. “Not a cage. A map-maker. A field lattice that reacts to her frequency and lights up when she brushes it.”

Sparrow nodded once, approving. “I can integrate her detection model into a distributed sensor grid,” she said. “If Marin builds the lattice, I will make the world loud to her.”

Jaxson leaned forward, excitement sharpened by danger. “And when she hits the net, we track her in real time.”

Sebastian’s gaze stayed thoughtful. “And we learn what she is,” he said. “Not what we fear she is.”

Ayla looked at Mason. “What’s the immediate objective?”

Mason’s answer came clean and steady, in the same tone he used when the stakes were high enough to demand simplicity. “We build the net,” he said. “We find the true target. And we get there before she turns rehearsal into permanence.”

On the table, the anomaly shifted again—one faint pulse blinking near the edge of the arc, then dimming as if something had noticed the attention.

Sparrow’s eyes brightened. “She is listening,” she said softly. “And she is getting faster.”

Charlotte’s mirror-sense tightened once more, the taste of ozone rising like a storm warning on the back of her tongue.

Somewhere out there, a door was thinning.

And something had learned how to knock.

The War Room at Helix Hollow felt smaller once the net became more than theory.

Marin worked at the table’s edge, fingers moving with precise economy as layered schematics unfolded in the air—concentric rings of light interlaced with spiral glyph logic, each strand reacting subtly to the anomaly’s frequency. The lattice wasn’t a barrier. It was an invitation written in a language only the entity could hear.

“This won’t cage her,” Marin said, voice steady. “It will irritate her. Every time she brushes the field, Helix will feel it. Every time she avoids it, we learn what she’s avoiding.”

Sparrow hovered above the projection, posture intent, eyes tracking data streams faster than the human nervous system could tolerate. “I am distributing the lattice logic
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