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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.

How to Explore the Series

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”


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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Chapter 01: The Signal That Shouldn’t Exist
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The War Room was never silent—not truly. Even in its idle state, Helix Hollow breathed. A low harmonic pulse moved through the walls like a distant tide, the steady thrum of systems listening to a world that never stopped making noise.

Tonight, the noise spiked.

The holographic table at the center of the chamber ignited without warning, layers of translucent blue light folding upward like unfolding wings. Data streams cascaded into place—maps, waveforms, spectral readings—each one blinking with escalating urgency.

Marin Vale was already moving.

She crossed the polished floor with purpose, dark curls pulled back, eyes scanning the overlays as her fingers danced through the air. With a flick of her wrist, she expanded the primary feed. With another, she isolated a pattern Helix had flagged in red.

“That’s not possible,” she said quietly.

Charlotte Reigns stepped closer, her expression unreadable, but the subtle shift in her posture told Mason everything he needed to know. Charlotte wasn’t just looking at the data. She was sensing it.

“What are we seeing?” Mason asked, voice calm, steady—the anchor he always was when the unknown pushed back.

Marin inhaled once. “Simultaneous psychic residue spikes. Five locations. Different cities. Same signature.”

She expanded the map. Five points pulsed in slow, ominous rhythm—New York, Chicago, Atlanta, Phoenix, and Seattle.

Leo Mbeki let out a low whistle. “That kind of resonance should tear itself apart.”

“It should cancel,” Marin agreed. “Or bleed. Or destabilize.”

“But it didn’t,” Charlotte said.

Her voice was soft, but it cut cleanly through the room.

Charlotte leaned forward, one hand resting lightly on the edge of the holographic table. The light reflected in her eyes as if it recognized her. As if it responded.

“It’s holding,” she continued. “Deliberately.”

Sebastian Ryss felt it then—the faint pressure behind his eyes, the subtle hum beneath the floor. Not violent. Not chaotic.

Focused.

“This isn’t aftermath,” Sebastian said. “It’s presence.”

A ripple of unease moved through the Circle.

Marin adjusted the feed again, pulling up forensic imagery from the first confirmed site. A darkened alley. Police tape. Emergency lights frozen in still frames. At the center of it all, etched into concrete as if burned by invisible fire, was a symbol that made Leora Hale go still.

“That glyph doesn’t belong to any known system,” Leora said, already pulling up comparative databases. “Not Sumerian. Not proto-Hebrew. Not spiral-derived. It’s... structured wrong.”

Kieran Miller frowned, eyes fixed on the symbol. “It feels unfinished.”

“Or pre-finished,” Ayla Khoury said softly.

The room seemed to lean inward.

Caleb pressed a hand to his temple, breath slow and measured. “There’s emotional residue everywhere. Fear, yes—but also relief. Like something completed a task.”

“That’s not what murder leaves behind,” Jaxson Dane muttered.

“No,” Charlotte agreed. “It’s what preparation feels like.”

The lights dimmed suddenly.

Then Sparrow arrived.

She didn’t simply appear—she announced herself. The air above the table shimmered, light bending inward until a familiar form resolved: a woman-shaped avatar composed of shifting silver-blue geometry, eyes sharp with artificial intelligence and something eerily like amusement.

“Well,” Sparrow said, voice smooth, resonant, “this is new.”

Marin didn’t look up. “Tell me you know what this is.”

“I know what it isn’t,” Sparrow replied. “It isn’t random. It isn’t human error. And it isn’t contained.”

Sparrow expanded her presence, drawing in feeds from national surveillance, emergency dispatches, and restricted government channels. The room filled with quiet images of controlled chaos—streets cordoned off, officials arguing in hushed tones, civilians escorted away under the guise of routine procedure.

“Confirmed fatalities?” Mason asked.

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “One at each location. Clean. Surgical. No signs of struggle.”

Charlotte closed her eyes.

For a brief moment, the world tilted.

She smelled iron—not blood, but heat. Felt stone beneath her fingers, warm and humming. Heard something like breath moving through narrow corridors. Old breath.

Her eyes snapped open.

“This isn’t about the victims,” she said. “They were keys.”

A heavy silence followed.

Marin straightened slowly. “Keys to what?”

Charlotte met her gaze. “That’s what Helix noticed before we did.”

Marin’s fingers stilled.

“What do you mean?”

Charlotte gestured to the pulsing data, the synchronized rhythm that refused to decay. “This signal isn’t echoing backward. It’s pointing forward.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered. “She’s right. The harmonic model suggests progression, not reaction.”

Mason exhaled through his nose. “So someone wanted us to see this.”

“Yes,” Charlotte said. “And they’re not done.”

Leora finally looked up from her screens, unease etched across her face. “There’s something else. The symbol—it’s repeating. Not just at the crime scenes.”

She brought up another layer. Older files. Redacted archives. Faded photographs.

The same symbol appeared—half-burned, partially erased—on documents dated decades earlier.

Cold War era.

Marin’s jaw tightened. “That’s classified.”

Sparrow smiled thinly. “It was.”

The holographic table shifted again, narrowing the focus. Five cities. Five deaths. One signature.

A pattern forming.

Outside the War Room, Helix Hollow continued its quiet vigil, wards humming, sigils holding steady. Deep underground, the Circle stood at the edge of something that had waited a very long time to be noticed.

Charlotte straightened, resolve settling into place.

“Activate full analysis,” she said. “No assumptions. No shortcuts.”

Mason nodded. “We proceed carefully.”

Sparrow tilted her head. “Carefully won’t stop what’s coming.”

Charlotte met the AI’s gaze without flinching. “No. But understanding it might.”

The symbol on the table pulsed once—brighter than before.

And somewhere far beyond Helix Hollow, something listened.

Helix adjusted its posture.

That was the only way Marin could describe it. The system didn’t merely process data—it leaned. Priorities reshuffled. Subroutines elevated. The War Room’s ambient hum deepened by a fractional degree, just enough for those attuned to notice.

“Running deep correlation now,” Marin said. “Cross-referencing psychic residue with historical anomaly archives. This may take a—”

Helix chimed.

Marin froze. “—moment,” she finished, then frowned. “That was too fast.”

Sparrow’s form sharpened, edges resolving into cleaner lines. “Helix didn’t search broadly. It narrowed first.”

“Narrowed to what?” Mason asked.

“To events that shouldn’t exist,” Sparrow replied.

The holographic table shifted again. The five pulsing city markers dimmed as a new layer surfaced beneath them—older, grainier, incomplete. Declassified photos. Scanned handwritten notes. Cracked surveillance stills.

Charlotte felt the change immediately.

The scent was different now. Dust. Old metal. Heat trapped underground for decades.

“These aren’t murders,” she said. “Not originally.”

Leora stepped closer, eyes scanning the fragmented text. “They’re... experiments. Or aftermaths of them.”

Ayla’s brow furrowed. “Why don’t I remember hearing about any of this?”

“Because you weren’t supposed to,” Mason said.

One image expanded at the center of the table: a black-and-white photograph of a concrete chamber. Thick support columns. Harsh lighting. Something etched into the floor—partially obscured, deliberately scratched out.

The same symbol.

“Cold War,” Marin said quietly. “Unregistered facility. No official designation. No funding trail.”

Sparrow overlaid a schematic reconstructed from partial data. “Buried. Purpose-built. The structure wasn’t designed around equipment.”

Orion Vale stepped forward, eyes narrowing as spatial markers flickered. “It was designed around space.”

“What do you mean?” Leo asked.

Orion traced a finger through the air, rotating the hologram. “Look at the geometry. These walls aren’t load-bearing in the way they should be. They’re compensating for something else. Something that doesn’t conform.”

The room grew still.

“That chamber,” Sebastian said slowly, “wasn’t built to hold people.”

Caleb swallowed. “I’m getting emotional bleed from the images. Fear, yes—but more than that. Reverence. Like they were afraid to speak too loudly near it.”

Jaxson’s gaze flicked between the data layers. “The victims—every one of them—shows up in these archives. Briefly. Then they vanish.”

“Not vanish,” Mason corrected. “Removed.”

Marin pulled up biometric profiles. Scientists. Engineers. Linguists. Security specialists.

“No psychics,” she said. “At least not officially.”

Charlotte shook her head. “They didn’t need to be. Exposure is enough.”

Her fingers brushed the edge of the table again, and the sensation hit her harder this time.

Stone. Deep stone. A pressure like a held breath.

She saw hands reaching—not grabbing, not pleading—waiting.

Charlotte pulled back sharply.

“It’s not awake,” she said. “But it’s aware of change.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered. “Helix agrees. The signal spike isn’t aggressive. It’s responsive.”

Leo crossed his arms. “Responsive to what?”

“To loss,” Ayla said.

Everyone looked at her.

She gestured toward the city markers. “Five deaths. Five removals. The environment reacted each time. Weather anomalies. Power fluctuations. Minor seismic tremors.”

Marin nodded. “She’s right. Nothing catastrophic—but consistent.”

“Like a system recalibrating,” Mason said.

Leora’s fingers hovered over a translation overlay. “There’s a phrase repeated in multiple fragments. Different languages. Same meaning.”

She hesitated, then read it aloud.

When the last witness is gone, the seal remembers itself.

The War Room felt colder.

Kieran stared at the glyph projection, jaw tight. “Those symbols aren’t commands. They’re confirmations.”

“Confirmations of what?” Leo asked.

“That a condition has been met,” Kieran said. “Something old. Something patient.”

Sparrow expanded another feed—this one live. A secure channel flagged moments earlier.

“Local law enforcement just confirmed another spike,” she said. “No fatality this time. But the residue matches.”

Marin’s head snapped up. “Location?”

Sparrow pulled the map back into focus.

A new point blinked into existence—further south. Remote. Sparse population.

West Texas.

Charlotte stared at it, pulse steady despite the tension curling in her chest.

“That’s not another step,” she said. “That’s the direction.”

Mason straightened. “So the murders weren’t the destination.”

“No,” Charlotte replied. “They were the preparation.”

Sparrow’s voice lowered, uncharacteristically subdued. “If the pattern holds, whatever this is—it isn’t improvising.”

Marin’s hands clenched at her sides. “It’s following a plan.”

The lights dimmed again as Helix shifted into escalation mode. Red indicators appeared along the table’s edge—not alarms, not yet—but warnings.

Charlotte drew a slow breath.

“Then we stop guessing,” she said. “We find the source.”

Her gaze lifted to the blinking marker in West Texas.

“And we get there before it finishes remembering.”

The War Room shifted again, lighting tightening into sharper contrast as Helix elevated the situation from anomaly to active threat assessment. The table’s surface darkened, isolating the West Texas marker until it hovered alone—quiet, pulsing, patient.

Mason broke the silence first. “If that’s the direction, then we don’t wait for confirmation. We prepare.”

“Agreed,” Charlotte said. “But we don’t move blind.”

Marin was already working, pulling layers of satellite data, geological surveys, and archived infrastructure maps into alignment. “West Texas is mostly empty, but not untouched. There are pockets of buried installations out there—test ranges, abandoned research sites, things that never made it into public records.”

Sparrow nodded. “I’m seeing suppressed references to a Cold War-era complex flagged under multiple names. None of them official. All of them scrubbed.”

Leora leaned closer. “Any cultural or historical overlays?”

“Monastic ruins,” Sparrow replied. “Pre-colonial stonework. Later repurposed. The structure above ground predates the facility below it by centuries.”

A faint tightening settled in Charlotte’s chest.

“That’s not coincidence,” she said.

Sebastian closed his eyes briefly, then opened them again, expression distant. “I’m getting impressions now. Not images—intent. The place wasn’t chosen because it was hidden. It was chosen because it was already marked.”

Kieran’s jaw clenched. “Marked for containment.”

Leo straightened, shoulders squaring. “So whatever’s down there has been down there a long time.”

“Yes,” Charlotte said. “Long enough for people to forget why they were afraid of it.”

A new feed flickered to life—thermal imaging over a stretch of desert scrub. Sparrow magnified it, isolating a faint but undeniable heat signature beneath the surface.

“There,” Sparrow said. “Subterranean activity. Low-level energy output. Not enough to register as power generation. Too consistent to be natural.”

Marin exhaled slowly. “It’s active.”

“Responsive,” Charlotte corrected. “Not awake. Not yet.”

Caleb rubbed his temples. “The emotional pressure’s increasing. Subtle, but spreading. People nearby won’t know why they feel uneasy—just that something’s wrong.”

Ayla looked toward the ceiling, sensing the shift in air pressure even underground. “If it escalates, the environment will start pushing back harder.”

Mason folded his arms, eyes never leaving the table. “Then we don’t let it escalate.”

Sparrow’s tone sharpened. “There’s more. I’ve isolated a communication piggybacking on the anomaly. It’s faint—buried under noise—but it’s intentional.”

“Play it,” Mason said.

The room filled with static at first. Then, beneath it, a voice emerged—not loud, not distorted. Calm. Certain.

“You are late,” the voice said.

Charlotte felt it then—not fear, but recognition. The sensation of being addressed by someone who had expected her to listen.

Sparrow cut the feed instantly.

“That was not a broadcast,” Sparrow said. “It was directed.”

“Directed at us,” Leo said.

Charlotte nodded once. “At me.”

Marin looked at her sharply. “Charlotte—”

“He knows the Mark,” Charlotte said. “Or at least what it responds to.”

The table pulsed again, the West Texas marker flaring brighter than before.

Leora swallowed. “Whoever he is, he’s not hiding anymore.”

“No,” Charlotte agreed. “He’s inviting us.”

Mason straightened fully now, command presence settling over him like armor. “Then we don’t disappoint.”

He turned to Marin. “Prep the jet. I want Helix tied in the moment we’re airborne.”

“Already queued,” Marin replied. “And Mason—this won’t be a standard insertion.”

“It never is,” Mason said.

Charlotte placed both hands on the edge of the holographic table, grounding herself. The sensation beneath her skin shifted—less pressure now, more awareness. As if something far away had turned its attention fully toward her.

“Listen carefully,” she said, meeting each of their eyes in turn. “This isn’t a killer trying to be stopped. This is a countdown trying to be finished.”

Sparrow inclined her head. “Then time is no longer on our side.”

Charlotte’s gaze returned to the glowing point in West Texas.

“Then we move now,” she said. “Before it remembers what it was sealed away to forget.”

The War Room lights dimmed as Helix finalized deployment protocols. Somewhere beneath the desert, stone and steel waited.

And the signal held.
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