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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”

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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Chapter 01: The Anomaly That Shouldn’t Exist
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The War Room at Helix Hollow was never truly silent.

Even at rest, the underground chamber breathed—soft harmonic pulses from sigil wards embedded in the walls, the low hum of resonance shields cycling beneath the floor, the whisper of data flowing between the Helix mainframe and the holographic strategy table at the room’s center. It was a living space, tuned to awareness.

Tonight, it was alert.

The Circle stood gathered around Marin Vale’s holographic table, seventeen figures arranged with the ease of people who had done this countless times before. No one spoke. No one needed to. The table itself held their attention, its luminous surface projecting a three-dimensional lattice of Houston and the surrounding districts, rendered in layered bands of probability, psychic density, and temporal flow.

Something was wrong.

The anomaly did not pulse like most disturbances. It did not spike or flare or announce itself with dramatic instability. Instead, it folded inward—quietly, insistently—like a future being erased before it could finish forming.

Marin’s fingers moved through the hologram, adjusting parameters with practiced precision. “I’ve rerun the visualization six times,” she said, her voice level but tight with focus. “The system keeps correcting for an error that isn’t there.”

Mason Ward stood at her right, hands resting lightly on the edge of the table. He didn’t lean forward. He didn’t pace. He simply watched, his presence steadying the room the way it always did. “Say that again.”

Marin rotated the projection. A thin spiral of light shimmered near the eastern freight districts, its edges flickering as if reality itself couldn’t decide how to hold it. “Helix is flagging probability collapse without an initiating event. No impact point. No surge. No causal trigger.”

“That’s not possible,” Leo Mbeki said quietly. A faint shimmer rippled around him as his defensive senses instinctively tested the air. “Probability doesn’t just... drain.”

Charlotte Reigns didn’t answer. She had gone very still, her gaze unfocused as her clairvoyant senses reached beyond the visible spectrum. The smell of ozone brushed the edge of her awareness—sharp, wrong. Beneath it, something colder. Like time left out too long in the dark.

“It’s thinning,” she said. “Not breaking. Thinning.”

Mason turned his head slightly. “Charlotte.”

Her eyes refocused on the table. “Whatever that is, it’s not blocking outcomes. It’s taking them.”

A subtle shift moved through the room—not fear, not panic, but recognition. This was new. New was dangerous.

Caleb stepped closer, his telepathic field brushing the perimeter of the anomaly. His brow furrowed. “I’m picking up echoes. Confusion. Relief. Regret.” He paused. “Hope.”

“That doesn’t fit,” Selene Ashcroft murmured. Illusions curled faintly at her fingertips, responding to the unease in the room. “People don’t feel hopeful when something like this happens to them.”

“They might,” Ayla Khoury said softly, her empathic senses reaching outward. “If they think they’re gaining something.”

Marin froze mid-gesture. “Say that again.”

Before Ayla could answer, the room changed.

The War Room lights dimmed—not shut down, not overridden, but softened, as if the space itself were yielding priority. The holographic table brightened, its projections pulling inward, reorganizing. A ripple of motion swept across the air above it, pixels condensing into form.

Sparrow manifested.

She did not arrive abruptly. She never did. Her avatar assembled in a fluid cascade of light and shadow, resolving into a human silhouette that looked almost solid—dark hair pulled back, expression sharp and focused, eyes already tracking the data as if she’d been present all along.

“Good,” Sparrow said as her feet touched the floor. “You’re seeing it too.”

No one questioned her presence. No one needed authorization spoken aloud. Sparrow was Helix. Her arrival meant escalation.

Mason inclined his head. “You’re late.”

“I was confirming,” Sparrow replied, stepping closer to the table. With a flick of her hand, new layers unfolded across the hologram—statistical anomalies, surveillance gaps, subtle distortions in predictive modeling that most systems would have smoothed over and ignored. “This pattern doesn’t exist in any Helix archive. Not locally. Not globally.”

Marin’s eyes widened despite herself. “That’s not possible either.”

Sparrow’s gaze met hers. “It is now.”

The spiral on the table contracted, its glow dimming as if something were siphoning light directly from it. Around it, projected futures blinked out one by one—traffic incidents that never happened, conversations that would no longer occur, decisions erased before they could be made.

“Probability loss,” Sparrow said. “Localized. Sustained.”

Leo straightened. “Define loss.”

“Luck,” Sparrow answered. “Time. Opportunity. The margin between survival and failure.”

Silence settled again, heavier this time.

Sebastian Ryss closed his eyes, fingers brushing the beaded bracelet at his wrist as his medium’s senses reached into the residue surrounding the projection. His voice, when he spoke, carried a distant echo. “There’s history here. Repetition. People touching something they shouldn’t.”

Leora Hale stepped closer to the table, eyes scanning faint glyphic distortions embedded deep in the anomaly’s structure. “I’m seeing pattern language,” she said. “Not written. Implied. This wasn’t built in a single moment.”

Mason’s gaze never left the projection. “Is it contained?”

“For now,” Sparrow said. “But it’s growing more efficient.”

Hope Reigns had been sketching without realizing it, charcoal moving across the pad balanced against her arm. She looked down, startled, then held it up. The drawing showed a wheel—elegant, luminous—its segments glowing unevenly, some bright, some dark. At its center, an outstretched hand.

Charlotte inhaled sharply. “That’s what I smelled.”

Ayla’s expression tightened. “People are choosing this.”

Marin’s voice dropped. “Or being convinced to.”

The hologram shifted again, resolving into a tighter focus on the freight district. Buildings layered over one another as Sparrow filtered civilian records, zoning overlays, and energy readings through Helix’s deep scan.

“Whatever this is,” Sparrow said, “it’s not public. It’s not loud. And it’s not sloppy.”

Mason straightened, his calm presence anchoring the rising tension in the room. “Then we proceed the way we always do.”

He looked around the table, meeting each of their eyes in turn. “We observe. We confirm. And we shut it down.”

The spiral flickered once more, dimmer now, as if aware it was being watched.

Somewhere beneath Houston, something was quietly winning.

The War Room responded to Mason’s words as if they were a command code.

Marin’s holographic table expanded its projection, peeling back layers of the city with surgical precision. Residential grids dimmed. Commercial zones softened. Infrastructure rose to prominence—freight corridors, defunct rail spurs, abandoned warehouses that had slipped through the cracks of redevelopment and memory. The spiral anomaly anchored itself among them, faint but persistent, like a heartbeat trying not to be heard.

“Lock the focus,” Mason said.

Sparrow’s eyes flicked toward him. “Already done.”

The projection tightened. The spiral sharpened into something less abstract—still not a structure, not yet a location, but a convergence. Probability vectors bent inward toward a narrow radius, looping and folding as if drawn to a gravity well that shouldn’t exist.

Jaxson Dane stepped closer, his tracker’s instincts flaring. His perception slid sideways, time stretching just enough for him to read the residue left behind by movement and choice. “There’s a trail,” he said. “Not footprints. Decisions. People arriving with intent.”

“Voluntary?” Mason asked.

Jaxson nodded slowly. “At first.”

Caleb’s jaw tightened. “I’m getting surface impressions from the periphery. Excitement. Relief. Nervous anticipation.” He paused, then added quietly, “Addiction.”

“That confirms it,” Ayla said. Her hands rested lightly at her sides, palms open, as if ready to steady someone who wasn’t there. “Whatever this is, it’s offering something people think they need.”

Marin rotated a new layer into view—financial records, hospital admissions, incident reports. At first glance, nothing stood out. But as she isolated variables and adjusted filters, patterns emerged. A psychic consultant who suddenly recovered from a degenerative condition. A low-level empath whose abilities spiked briefly before vanishing entirely months later. A string of improbable survivals that all shared one thing in common.

“They don’t peak at the same time,” Marin said. “The benefit window varies.”

“Which keeps anyone from comparing notes,” Selene said. “By the time one of them crashes, the next ‘winner’ is already being noticed.”

Leo folded his arms, force-field projections humming faintly beneath his skin. “This isn’t random exploitation. It’s controlled.”

“Calibration,” Orion Vale said from the edge of the room. He hadn’t moved since Sparrow’s arrival, his spatial awareness mapped across the hologram like an unseen grid. “Space here is being manipulated subtly. Interior volume compression. That convergence point could house far more than the external structure allows.”

Sebastian opened his eyes. “It feels old,” he said. “Not ancient. But practiced. Like someone refining a ritual over time.”

Leora glanced at him. “Ritual implies belief.”

Sebastian shook his head. “Not belief. Habit.”

The table flickered again. This time, the spiral dimmed noticeably, a thin strand of light snapping inward and vanishing entirely.

Hope gasped. “That one just disappeared.”

Sparrow’s voice sharpened. “Confirmed. A projected future collapsed fully. No redirection. No alternate branch.”

“Meaning?” Mason asked.

Charlotte answered before anyone else could. “Someone just paid.”

The words settled into the room with quiet weight.

Mason nodded once. “All right. We keep this contained. No outreach yet. No direct engagement.”

Sparrow’s avatar shifted, her form momentarily destabilizing as she pulled in new data streams. “That will buy us time,” she said. “But not much. The siphoning rate is increasing.”

Marin looked up sharply. “Define increasing.”

“Marginally,” Sparrow replied. “But consistently. Whatever system is doing this is learning.”

That drew everyone’s attention.

“Learning how?” Leo asked.

“How to take more,” Sparrow said. “With less resistance.”

A ripple of unease moved through the Circle—not fear, but something colder. Respect for a threat that adapted.

Mason straightened fully now, shoulders squared. “Then we don’t give it more data than necessary.”

He looked to Marin. “What can Helix give us without alerting whoever’s behind this?”

Marin’s fingers danced through the hologram, isolating passive surveillance modes. “We can monitor environmental shifts. Thermal anomalies. Energy draw.” She hesitated. “But if they’re smart, they’re masking.”

“They are,” Sparrow said. “I recommend a human perspective.”

Charlotte tilted her head slightly. “You want eyes inside.”

Sparrow met her gaze. “Eventually. Not yet.”

Selene smiled faintly. “You already have someone in mind.”

“I do,” Sparrow said. Her form rippled—just for a moment—as if reminding the room of what she was capable of. “But before I change faces, I want to understand the invitation.”

Leora frowned. “Invitation?”

Sebastian reached out, touching the edge of the hologram where faint psychic residue lingered. “These people weren’t recruited aggressively. They were guided. Introduced at moments of vulnerability.”

Caleb nodded. “I’m sensing subtle nudges. Suggestions planted weeks in advance. Not commands. Curiosity.”

“And hope,” Ayla added again, softer this time.

Marin brought up a new overlay—encrypted message fragments scraped from obscure forums, psychic support circles, invitation-only digital salons that masqueraded as self-help spaces. Most were harmless. A few weren’t.

“There,” Marin said, isolating a cluster. “Language patterns. Promises without specifics.”

Charlotte read one aloud. “‘Sometimes luck just needs a place to land.’”

Hope shivered. “That’s exactly how it feels.”

Sparrow leaned in, eyes scanning faster than any human could track. “This is invitation logic,” she said. “Vague enough to avoid scrutiny. Precise enough to resonate.”

Mason considered that. “No addresses.”

“No,” Sparrow agreed. “Just instructions. Be ready. Be open. Be discreet.”

“Which filters out skeptics,” Selene said. “And leaves the desperate.”

The spiral flickered again—another thin strand snapping away.

Leo exhaled slowly. “We’re on a clock.”

“Yes,” Sparrow said. “But we’re not behind.”

Mason’s gaze hardened. “Then we move deliberately.”

He turned slightly, addressing the Circle as a whole. “I want observation only. We map the pattern. We identify the gatekeepers. We do not intervene until we understand the full mechanism.”

Orion inclined his head. “I’ll monitor spatial distortions remotely.”

Sebastian closed his eyes again. “I’ll trace the residue backward. See where the habit began.”

Ayla looked at Hope. “Stay close. If you see anything—anything at all—you tell us immediately.”

Hope nodded, charcoal already moving again, her hand guided by something she didn’t question.

Sparrow watched them all, then shifted her attention back to Mason. “When the time comes,” she said, “I can enter unnoticed.”

Mason met her gaze steadily. “When the time comes, we’ll all be ready.”

The hologram dimmed slightly as the War Room settled into a lower operational hum, containment protocols cycling quietly beneath the floor. The anomaly remained—smaller now, but sharper, like a blade being honed in the dark.

Beneath Houston, choices were being made.

And somewhere within that convergence, the house continued to win.

The War Room did not relax once the projections dimmed.

Even as active scans shifted into passive monitoring, Helix Hollow remained coiled with intent. The Circle stayed where they were, not out of habit, but because instinct said this moment mattered. First contact with a threat rarely came with sound or violence. It came with pattern. With silence where there should have been noise.

Marin broke that silence first.

“I don’t like the rate curve,” she said, her voice controlled but edged. She pulled the anomaly’s siphoning metrics back into focus, isolating the trend Sparrow had flagged earlier. “It’s not linear. It’s anticipatory.”

Mason turned slightly. “Explain.”

Marin adjusted the scale. “The system is taking more right before Helix finishes recalibrating predictive models. Almost like it senses when it’s being observed.”

“That shouldn’t be possible,” Leo said.

“No,” Sparrow replied calmly. “But it is consistent.”

Caleb closed his eyes, letting his awareness drift just far enough to touch the psychic background noise of the city above them. He inhaled slowly, then let the breath out. “There’s excitement bleeding through the fear. Someone just made a choice they think will change everything.”

A faint tremor passed through the hologram.

Hope looked up sharply from her sketchpad. “That one didn’t fade,” she said. “It flipped.”

Marin froze. “What do you mean, flipped?”

Hope turned the pad so they could see. Her drawing had changed without her realizing it. The wheel was still there, but one of its dark segments now glowed brightly—too brightly. At its edge, a figure stood upright instead of slumped, arms raised as if in triumph.

Charlotte’s pulse ticked faster. “Someone believes they won.”

Sebastian’s eyes opened, pupils dark. “And belief has weight.”

Sparrow overlaid live data. Hospital admissions. Police reports. Financial records. A single name highlighted itself—not flagged for loss, not for collapse, but for improbability.

“He walked away,” Sparrow said. “No immediate deficit. No visible drain.”

“That’s the hook,” Selene murmured. “You let one of them shine.”

Ayla’s jaw tightened. “And the cost waits.”

Mason absorbed that without comment. His focus had shifted inward, weighing timing, consequence, escalation. He’d led enough operations to recognize the shape of a trap even when it smiled back.

“We don’t intervene tonight,” he said finally.

No one argued.

“But we don’t wait either,” he continued. “We learn how they’re invited. How they’re vetted. How they’re reassured.”

Sparrow nodded once. “I can isolate the invitation pathway. It won’t be a direct message. It’ll be layered—social, psychic, behavioral.”

“Then we map it,” Mason said. “Quietly.”

Orion stepped forward, eyes fixed on the freight district projection. “The space down there is folded deliberately. If we rush it, it will resist.”

“Which means,” Leo added, “we don’t force entry.”

Marin’s hands hovered above the table, already sketching out solutions in her mind. “I can design a probability anchor,” she said. “Something passive. It won’t disrupt the system—but it will let us see what’s being taken.”

“And returned?” Ayla asked.

Marin hesitated. “That depends on how it’s stored.”

The anomaly pulsed again—subtle, almost mocking.

Charlotte turned away from the table, her reflection briefly catching in the mirrored surface of the War Room’s far wall. For a split second, she didn’t see herself alone. She saw hands overlapping her own. Countless. Reaching.

“Whatever this is,” she said quietly, “it’s patient.”

Mason met her gaze. “So are we.”

Sparrow shifted, her avatar flickering as she began preparing secondary processes—persona frameworks, behavioral overlays, appearance matrices. She did not announce what she was doing. She didn’t need to.

Caleb sensed it anyway. “You’re already choosing a face.”

Sparrow looked at him, the hint of something almost like a smile touching her expression. “Someone curious. Not desperate. Someone who looks like they don’t need to win.”

“Those are the most dangerous,” Selene said.

“Yes,” Sparrow replied. “Which is why they’re invited last.”

The War Room lights brightened slightly as Helix finalized its containment sweep. The anomaly remained, pinned now beneath layers of observation and restraint, but still active. Still feeding.

Above them, Houston slept—unaware that luck itself was being weighed, measured, and quietly taken.

Mason placed his hands flat on the table, grounding the room once more. “This ends,” he said, not as a promise, but as a certainty. “But we do it clean. No panic. No collateral damage.”

His gaze moved around the Circle, steady and unyielding. “We stop the game before it learns how to beat us.”

The hologram contracted into a single point of light, pulsing softly like a heartbeat held in check.

Somewhere beneath the city, a hand extended across polished black stone.

And someone reached back.
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Chapter 02: Probability Bleeds Sideways
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Houston woke up without noticing anything had changed.

Traffic flowed. Lights switched on in office towers. Morning news tickers scrolled through weather, sports, and market chatter with the practiced calm of a city that believed tomorrow still behaved like yesterday. From the surface, nothing appeared broken.

Below it all, Helix Hollow never slept.

The War Room had shifted from containment posture to deep analysis, its ambient hum tightening into a sharper rhythm as Helix processed live feeds from across the city. Marin Vale stood at the holographic table again, though the projection was no longer a single anomaly. It had multiplied.

Dozens of faint distortions flickered across the map now—soft bends in probability that barely registered unless you knew how to look for them. They clustered around neighborhoods, hospitals, transit corridors, and pockets of nightlife. Not explosions. Not spikes. Just... absences. Small slivers of possibility shaved away and never returned.

“This is spread,” Marin said quietly. “But it’s not random.”

Mason Ward stood beside her, posture relaxed, eyes steady. “Show me the rhythm.”

Marin adjusted the visualization. The distortions aligned themselves into a staggered pattern, each one offset just enough to avoid overlap. No two drained points occurred simultaneously. No obvious chain reaction.

Leo Mbeki frowned. “They’re spacing it out.”

“Exactly,” Marin replied. “If too many collapses happened at once, Helix would flag it as a mass event. This keeps it under the noise threshold.”

“Predatory efficiency,” Selene Ashcroft said. “Take just enough to matter. Not enough to be seen.”

Charlotte Reigns closed her eyes, letting her clairvoyant senses drift outward. The city answered her the way it always did—with layers. Smells of oil and rain. The taste of metal and concrete. The faint echo of human intent humming beneath everything. But threaded through it now was something else.

Thin. Cold.

Like a draft slipping through a sealed room.

She opened her eyes. “People aren’t feeling attacked.”

Ayla Khoury looked at her. “They wouldn’t. Not if they volunteered.”

Charlotte nodded. “They think something good is happening. Relief comes first. Gratitude. Then confusion when it doesn’t last.”

Caleb leaned against the table, his telepathic perception brushing the edges of the city’s psychic field. He winced slightly. “I’m getting delayed feedback. Emotional recoil. The hope hits hard—and then drops off. That crash doesn’t point backward. It just... exists.”

“Which means,” Mason said, “no one knows where to look.”

Sparrow’s avatar shimmered into sharper focus beside the table, her attention split across dozens of incoming data streams. “I’ve isolated the earliest confirmed instance,” she said. “Six months ago. No reportable incident. No criminal marker. Just a subtle statistical deviation that corrected itself two weeks later.”

Sebastian Ryss stirred from where he sat cross-legged near the edge of the room, fingers resting lightly on the floor as if feeling for vibrations beneath the concrete. “That’s when the habit began,” he said.

Leora Hale turned toward him. “You’re certain?”

Sebastian nodded slowly. “Not of the person. Of the behavior. Someone learned what they could take without consequences.”

Orion Vale studied the spatial readouts. “And how much space they could bend without tearing it.”

The hologram zoomed in on a single data point—a man in his mid-thirties, no criminal history, no psychic registry entry beyond a low-level sensitivity marker. Two weeks prior, he’d survived a highway accident that should have killed him. Walked away without a scratch.

“Probability spike,” Marin said. “Then a drop.”

“Delayed,” Sparrow added. “Exactly fourteen days later. He lost his job. His partner left. His health declined rapidly.”

Ayla’s breath caught. “He paid without knowing.”

Hope Reigns lifted her sketchpad, already filled with half-formed images she didn’t remember starting. One showed a figure standing at the edge of a bright cliff, sunlight behind them. Another showed the same figure weeks later, shadowed, smaller, almost fading.

“They don’t see the edge,” Hope said. “Only the view.”

Mason straightened. “Bring up geographic clustering.”

The map shifted. The distortions reorganized themselves, revealing faint lines of convergence—not pointing directly to a single structure, but circling one. A freight exchange long since abandoned, its records buried beneath layers of redevelopment plans that never materialized.

“There,” Jaxson Dane said, his tracker’s instincts flaring as he studied the projection. “People pass through that zone differently. Their intent sharpens as they get closer.”

“Like they’re already committed,” Selene said.

“Or already convinced,” Caleb replied.

Marin exhaled slowly. “This isn’t a siphon-and-run. It’s a system.”

“And systems don’t survive on fear,” Mason said. “They survive on participation.”

The War Room dimmed slightly as Helix shifted processing priority. Outside, the city continued on, unaware that pieces of its future were being quietly shaved away—one hopeful choice at a time.

Mason looked around the Circle, his calm presence steadying the rising tension. “We keep watching,” he said. “We learn who’s being shown the door—and who’s being let back out smiling.”

Sparrow’s eyes tracked a new data point blinking into existence. “Someone just crossed the threshold again,” she said.

The distortion barely registered.

That was the problem.

The new distortion lingered on the edge of the hologram, faint enough that a lesser system would have ignored it entirely. Helix did not. The table responded with a soft tonal shift, highlighting the point in pale amber as Sparrow isolated the signal.

“Same signature,” Sparrow said. “Same siphoning profile. Different subject.”

Marin leaned in, fingers slicing through the air as she pulled the data forward. “Time between entry and payout?”

“Eighteen minutes,” Sparrow replied. “Shorter than average.”

Leo’s brow furrowed. “He’s accelerating.”

“Or refining,” Sebastian said quietly.

Mason’s gaze remained fixed on the projection. “Who is it?”

Sparrow expanded the profile. A woman this time. Early forties. Registered as a minor precognitive years ago—nothing strong enough to draw attention, nothing stable enough to build a life on. Recently divorced. Recently diagnosed. Recently desperate.

Ayla felt it immediately. Her hand rose to her chest as the empathic wave hit her fully. “She’s afraid,” she said. “But she’s choosing anyway.”

“That’s the door,” Selene murmured. “Fear opens it. Hope keeps it open.”

Charlotte closed her eyes again, letting her senses follow the thinning trail as it bent toward the freight district. The air tasted faintly sweet there, like ozone cut with perfume. She could almost hear laughter beneath it. Music. The sound of glass touching glass.

“It feels... elegant,” she said, uneasy. “Not violent.”

“Of course it does,” Caleb said. “No one walks into a slaughterhouse willingly. But they’ll walk into a promise.”

Marin pulled up structural overlays of the freight exchange. On the surface, it was nothing more than an aging concrete shell—condemned, fenced off, written off by the city years ago. But beneath it, Orion’s spatial readouts painted a different picture.

“The interior volume is inconsistent,” Orion said. “Corridors that shouldn’t exist. Rooms layered over one another without structural support. It’s folded inward.”

“Pocketed,” Leo said. “Defensible.”

“And controlled,” Mason added.

Sparrow began threading live surveillance feeds into the hologram—traffic cams, street-level sensors, municipal blind spots. None showed unusual activity. No crowds. No guards. No obvious ingress points.

“He’s careful,” Marin said. “If this were just a club, someone would have noticed by now.”

“Which means the entrance isn’t physical,” Leora said. “At least not at first.”

Sebastian nodded. “The invitation completes the path.”

Hope looked down at her sketchpad again. Her hand trembled slightly as charcoal darkened the page. This time, she drew a doorway where none should be—an opening framed by light, half-hidden behind shadow. At its threshold stood a figure hesitating, one foot forward, one back.

“They’re told they can leave,” Hope said. “That’s part of it.”

“And they believe it,” Ayla added.

Mason exhaled slowly. “Belief doesn’t make it true.”

“No,” Sparrow said. “But it makes it profitable.”

The hologram pulsed again. The woman’s profile dimmed—not collapsing, not fading completely. Just... altered. Her probability curve dipped, then smoothed itself artificially, as if something were holding it in place.

“She’s been front-loaded,” Marin said. “Temporary reinforcement.”

Selene’s expression hardened. “A win.”

“For now,” Caleb said. “Until the debt comes due.”

Leo straightened, energy humming faintly beneath his skin. “How many before Helix flags this as a crisis?”

Marin didn’t answer right away. She ran the numbers again, then again. When she finally looked up, her face was grim. “If he keeps spacing them like this? Months. Maybe longer.”

“That’s too long,” Ayla said softly.

“It’s exactly long enough,” Mason replied.

Silence followed. Not uncertainty—decision.

“All right,” Mason said. “We escalate.”

Every head turned toward him.

“Not with force,” he continued. “With understanding. Sparrow, I want that invitation path mapped end to end. Not just who gets in—how they hear about it. Who reassures them
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