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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.

👉Click here to explore the entire series

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.

Volume 9: Psychic Espionage & Warfare 
When nations weaponize the unseen and secrets become battlegrounds of the mind, The Circle enters a shadow war where intelligence is psychic, enemies are invisible, and a single thought can tip the balance of global power.

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.

👉Click here to explore the entire series
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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 Fractured Alert 
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Helix Hollow did not normally tremble.

The underground fortress beneath Houston carried its silence like a vow. Layers of rune wards held against the bedrock. Sigils breathed faint blue-white along reinforced thresholds. Resonance shields hummed so low they were felt more in the ribs than in the ears. Every hall, chamber, and hidden corridor had been built to absorb panic before it spread. Even the surveillance hub, with its walls of shifting live feeds and atmospheric overlays, rarely felt hurried. Urgency existed here. Fear did not.

That changed the moment the War Room table lit itself.

Marin Vale stopped in the doorway so fast the hem of her dark coat snapped behind her. The long oval chamber beneath Helix Hollow opened around her in concentric tiers of matte black flooring and embedded glyphwork. The holographic table at the center had already risen to full height, projecting a suspended lattice of rotating data panes, fragmented maps, temporal markers, and a pulsing anomaly core that looked almost alive.

She had not activated it.

That alone was wrong enough to chill her.

The second wrongness arrived half a heartbeat later, when the table rejected her identity stamp.

A sharp red glyph flashed over the air above her wrist.

ACCESS PATH CONFLICT

Marin stared at it.

“No,” she said softly.

The system recognized her biometrics. It recognized her pulse signature, rune profile, and neural cadence. It still threw the conflict warning back into the air between them like a challenge. Three additional command branches unfolded above the table, then collapsed in on themselves. New panels opened. Old ones vanished. A mission chain from six months ago appeared in miniature, then blurred as if a hand had dragged across wet ink.

The lights around the chamber dimmed without instruction.

“Helix,” Marin said, voice tightening, “stabilize table behavior.”

For a breath, nothing happened.

Then the room answered in a tone so quiet it felt more unsettling than alarm.

“Stabilization attempt unsuccessful.”

Marin crossed the floor at once. Her boots clicked over the sigil-set black stone around the table as rotating panes flashed against her face—archived mission timelines, tactical overlays, psychometric residue signatures, city grids she had not requested, and a ghost-threaded command spine that kept trying to populate a blank space before deleting itself.

A cold sensation moved along the back of her neck.

Not danger. Not exactly.

Recognition without context.

She flattened one hand over the table’s edge and sent a pulse of controlled technomantic force into the core lattice. Sigils beneath the surface brightened in response. The chamber around her filled with faint bands of light as Helix Hollow’s buried systems came awake in deeper layers. Marin felt the answer ripple through the fortress—wards confirming integrity, shield harmonics steady, uplinks protected, core servers untouched.

No intrusion. No breach.

And yet the anomaly remained.

Footsteps sounded behind her.

Leo Mbeki entered first, broad-shouldered and alert, his gaze already tracking the moving screens. Force-field instinct sat on him like a second skin even when he looked calm. Ayla Khoury came in just behind him, one hand still curled around a half-finished mug of tea, though her expression sharpened the second she saw the table. Caleb Sterling followed, then Leora Hale with a tablet tucked under one arm, then Jaxson Dane, whose eyes narrowed in the way they always did when a room felt emotionally wrong.

Within seconds the War Room began to fill.

Charlotte Reigns came in fast enough to suggest she had started running before anyone called her. The air changed around her the moment she crossed the threshold. Some people entered a room. Charlotte altered its pressure. Her gaze moved over the projections once, twice, then went still on the pulsing center of the anomaly.

“What happened?” she asked.

Marin did not look away from the lattice. “I was heading in to run a systems check before dawn rotation. The table activated itself, rejected a clean access chain, and started pulling mission history into conflict loops.”

“Internal attack?” Leo asked.

“I would prefer that,” Marin said.

That earned her a glance from Charlotte.

Ayla set her mug down on a side station. “What am I looking at?”

Marin expanded the central formation with a twist of her fingers. Houston rose above the table in translucent layers—street grids, resonance currents, protected tunnels, satellite fields, weather patterns, power distribution lines. Helix Hollow glowed far below it all like a buried heart. Around the city, thin silver threads appeared and disappeared in nervous bursts. At first they looked like normal signal pathways.

Then one of them abruptly folded back on itself.

Caleb leaned forward. “That isn’t a transmission path.”

“No,” Marin said. “It isn’t.”

Jaxson stepped closer, head tilted. “The room feels like someone left in a hurry.”

Leo glanced at him. “From here?”

Jaxson frowned. “Not physically.”

Leora pushed her glasses higher on the bridge of her nose and studied the rotating glyphs. “Those symbols on the outer ring shouldn’t be rendering in operational mode. They’re archival retention marks.”

Marin nodded once. “Exactly.”

Charlotte circled slowly toward the far side of the table, one hand brushing the edge as if she could feel more through touch. The suspended city grid threw pale lines across her face. “This doesn’t feel like a cyber event.”

“It isn’t behaving like one,” Marin said.

“Psychic?” Ayla asked.

“Not cleanly.”

That answer settled over the room with a weight nobody liked.

Hope Reigns entered without speaking, a black sketch pad tucked against her side. The charcoal sliver already hovered beside her shoulder, turning in slow, restless circles as if it had arrived before she did and had simply waited for the rest of them to catch up. Her eyes went immediately to the central pulse over the table. The hovering charcoal twitched hard in midair.

Charlotte saw it. “Hope?”

“I didn’t call it,” Hope said quietly.

The charcoal spun once, then drifted down toward the waiting pad.

Sebastian Ryss and Kieran Miller entered together, conversation dying the second they took in the room. Nyla Jones followed with Levi beside her, both still carrying the hush of interrupted sleep. Orion Vale slipped in next, adjusting the cuffs of his dark sleeves as if he had dressed while moving at speed. Selene Ashcroft came in last among them, silent and watchful, one hand hooked loosely at her elbow.

They did not crowd. They never had to. The Circle moved like a practiced organism around pressure—everybody finding sightlines, angles, breathing room, and purpose without stumbling over one another.

Still, something about the arrangement felt off.

Charlotte felt it before she named it, and even then the name refused to hold.

Her eyes moved over the room again. Marin at the table. Leo at her right. Ayla, Caleb, Jaxson, Leora. Hope with the charcoal. Sebastian and Kieran near the rear arc. Nyla and Levi to the left. Orion beside a folded interface panel. Selene in shadow where shadow suited her.

Everyone was here.

The certainty arrived, then slipped.

Charlotte pressed her fingers lightly against the table’s edge. The polished black surface felt colder than it should have. A scent brushed past her senses—cedar, rain on concrete, gun oil warmed by skin. Her clairvoyance caught at it like a hook catching cloth.

She turned sharply.

Nobody stood there.

“What is it?” Ayla asked.

Charlotte’s gaze held on the empty space beside the western station. “I thought—”

The scent vanished. The impression with it. All that remained was the humming chamber and the city projection spinning above the table.

She frowned. “Nothing.”

Before anyone could press her, every screen in the War Room cut to white.

The chamber lights dropped to emergency amber.

A sound rolled through the room like distant metal bending under ice.

Hope’s charcoal drove itself across the page.

Fast.

Too fast for human hands.

The black sliver never touched the paper. It hovered a fraction above the surface, flicking and slashing with vicious precision while Hope held the pad rigid against her chest, eyes wide. Broad strokes formed first. The outline of a man’s shoulders. A dark coat. One hand braced against the edge of something that might have been this very table. The jaw came next, then a mouth set in concentration, then the suggestion of eyes beneath a hard shadow of brow.

Charlotte took one step toward her sister.

“Hope, let it finish.”

“I’m not stopping it.”

Across the chamber, the white screens flickered.

Data returned in fragments.

MISSION ROUTES

COMMAND AUTHORITY

FIELD RESPONSE DELAY

A half-dozen archived operations appeared in translucent bands above the table. In each one, tactical chains extended outward from Helix Hollow toward field teams, support systems, vehicles, uplinks, containment protocols.

And in each one there was a hole.

Not a blank line. Not corruption. A structural absence around which everything else had been forced to bend.

Leo swore under his breath.

Caleb stepped closer, gaze sharpening as his telepathic senses brushed the room and recoiled. “Something is smoothing us.”

Marin looked up from the table. “What?”

“Thought edges. Emotional recall. Tiny corrections. Like pressure over wet clay.”

Ayla’s expression darkened. “Can you stop it?”

“Not if I can’t isolate where it starts.”

Leora pointed suddenly toward the topmost projection. “There.”

A rotating mission file had split open above them. Most of the text remained intact. Location data. Team movement. Extraction route. Artifact containment. Time stamps. Uplink notes. Vehicle signatures.

But in the center of the command column, one designation had been replaced by a distortion so violent the letters would not hold still.

Marin reached into the projection and forced it larger.

The line shuddered.

FIELD LEA— _ _ _

The rest tore sideways and vanished.

Jaxson went pale.

He put a hand against his chest as if steadying his own heartbeat. “That void is wrong.”

Sebastian moved toward Hope, eyes on the sketch taking shape under the furious orbit of charcoal. “The room remembers someone.”

Nobody answered him.

Maybe because the sentence made no sense.

Maybe because every person present, on some private level, knew it did.

The War Room doors sealed with a low magnetic thud.

A new presence bloomed at the center of the table in a scatter of blue shards, assembling from feet upward—boots first, then long legs, a sharply tailored silhouette, hands planted on nonexistent hips, chin lifted in theatrical annoyance as the projection completed itself.

Sparrow.

Tonight she wore the shape of a dark-haired woman in a razor-cut suit woven from moving data. Light ran beneath her skin in faint circuit pulses. Her eyes flashed silver as she looked around the room, then upward at the fracture-ridden mission chains.

“Well,” she said dryly, “that is profoundly rude.”

Despite the tension, Levi let out a short breath that almost counted as a laugh.

Sparrow turned toward Marin. “Before anyone asks, no, I did not do this. I enjoy dramatic entrances, not existential vandalism.”

“Status,” Charlotte said.

Sparrow’s humor thinned. “Helix mainframe integrity is intact. External breach vectors remain negative. Archive redundancies are producing contradictory retrieval trees. Mission chains from the last three years show recurring authority gaps in tactical sequencing.” Her gaze shifted to the half-finished charcoal drawing in Hope’s hands. “And apparently your art department is receiving field notes from reality itself.”

Hope looked down at the page.

The face there had become clearer.

Not complete.

But close enough now to unsettle everyone in the room for reasons none of them could yet explain.

Charlotte stared at the sketch. That same cold certainty moved through her again, stronger this time. Not recognition. Not fully.

Loss.

Immediate and intimate, like grief arriving before memory.

Her throat tightened.

“Marin,” she said, never taking her eyes off the drawing, “tell me exactly what triggered the table.”

Marin brought both hands over the holographic controls and began peeling the anomaly apart layer by layer. Data spiraled outward in luminous bands. Below them, Helix Hollow glowed beneath Houston like a secret under stone. Around it, the anomaly pulsed once, then again, as if responding to scrutiny.

“I don’t have a source signature,” Marin said. “I have impact without entry. Distortion without breach. Structural conflict without a visible intruder.”

Sparrow folded her arms. “In simpler language, something touched our history without coming through the door.”

Silence fell.

Around the table, no one moved.

No one needed to.

Deep below the city, inside the safest place they had ever built, the Circle stood under the light of an impossible alert while Hope’s charcoal hovered over a face that felt like a wound.

And somewhere inside Helix’s broken command architecture, something missing was trying to be seen.

For several long seconds after Sparrow spoke, no one moved.

The War Room held its breath with them. The holographic table rotated slowly, casting shifting light across the Circle’s faces while the anomaly pulsed at its center like something patient and watchful. The charcoal in Hope’s hand hovered motionless now, as if it had spent its urgency and was waiting for instruction.

Charlotte stepped closer to her sister.

“Show me.”

Hope lowered the sketch pad without protest. The charcoal followed the page down, drifting just above the surface, its tip still darkened from movement. Charlotte took the pad carefully. The paper trembled faintly under her fingers, not from Hope’s grip but from her own.

The man in the drawing looked real.

Not stylized. Not symbolic. Real.

Short dark hair. Strong jaw. Calm mouth set in concentration. A long coat angled slightly as if he had turned mid-thought. The shading under the eyes carried weight without exhaustion. The posture suggested readiness, not tension.

Charlotte stared at him.

Nothing surfaced.

No name. No memory. No association.

And yet her chest tightened so sharply she had to breathe through it.

“Do you recognize him?” Ayla asked softly.

Charlotte hesitated longer than she liked. “No.”

Hope’s voice was quiet behind her. “I didn’t either.”

Sebastian leaned in beside Charlotte, careful not to touch the page. His brow creased in slow confusion. “He feels present.”

“That’s not possible,” Leora said.

Sebastian did not look away from the drawing. “I didn’t say he was here.”

Caleb moved closer to the table again, eyes half-closed as he let his focus widen across the room. The air around them felt textured now, like layers of thought stacked too tightly together. He brushed the edges of the team’s awareness carefully, gently, refusing to push.

Something resisted him.

Not a wall.

More like a smoothing pressure that reduced contrast before he could sharpen it.

He opened his eyes. “Whatever is happening is working on us directly.”

Leo shifted his weight. “Define directly.”

Caleb gestured faintly with one hand. “Emotionally. Cognitively. Subtle distortions. Memory edges rounding off before we can catch them.”

Ayla folded her arms slowly. “You think this is targeted?”

Caleb met her gaze. “I think it’s precise.”

Across the table, Marin dragged a chain of mission logs outward and froze them in place. The projections arranged themselves into layered rows stretching across the War Room like suspended glass corridors. Time stamps glowed faintly at the top of each.

“Look at the sequencing,” she said.

The team shifted closer.

Each mission timeline was intact on its surface. Departure coordinates. Field assignments. Extraction routes. Containment outcomes. Uplink confirmations. All present.

But the structure beneath them was wrong.

Orders appeared without origin.

Tactical responses arrived before triggers.

Movement patterns repeated without visible direction.

And threaded through it all was the same absence they had seen before—a hollow in the command spine where leadership should have anchored every operation.

Jaxson rubbed his temples slowly. “That gap is loud.”

Leora turned to him. “Loud?”

He nodded faintly. “Emotionally loud. Like silence that pushes back.”

Charlotte returned the sketch pad to Hope. The moment her hands left it, the tightness in her chest eased slightly, which disturbed her more than the sensation itself had.

“Marin,” she said, “show me the first instance.”

Marin’s fingers moved quickly through the lattice. The projections rearranged themselves again, folding inward until one timeline remained above the table. It dated back nearly three years.

“This is the earliest confirmed distortion,” Marin said.

Sparrow stepped forward, studying the data. “Correction,” she said. “Earliest surviving distortion.”

Marin glanced at her. “Explain.”

Sparrow tilted her head. “Several earlier sequences show continuity inconsistencies but lack enough structural damage to confirm manipulation. This one does not.”

Marin nodded once and expanded the mission.

Houston dissolved into a desert grid somewhere along the southern border. Satellite overlays appeared first, then topographic layers, then thermal feeds. A convoy route flashed into view, followed by containment geometry and extraction vectors.

The mission unfolded smoothly at first.

Then the command spine flickered.

A brief distortion ran through the tactical sequence—small enough that no one would have noticed it during real-time execution.

But now, slowed and isolated, it looked deliberate.

Leo leaned closer. “Pause it.”

Marin froze the frame.

The convoy sat in suspended motion under a red desert sun. Heat shimmered across the projection. Dust hung unmoving behind the vehicles.

Caleb studied the frozen moment. “Something changes right there.”

“What?” Ayla asked.

Caleb exhaled slowly. “The emotional tone.”

Selene spoke for the first time since entering the room. “Before or after?”

“After,” Caleb said.

Selene watched the image for several seconds longer, then nodded faintly. “Yes.”

Charlotte looked between them. “You’re both feeling the same shift.”

Selene’s gaze remained on the convoy. “It’s subtle.”

Caleb nodded once. “But consistent.”

Jaxson stepped forward again, focusing on the suspended vehicles. He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them. “Someone’s missing.”

Nobody spoke.

Charlotte felt the air tighten around her again.

“Missing from what?” Leo asked.

Jaxson hesitated, visibly frustrated with himself. “The emotional field. The imprint. There’s a hole.”

Leora glanced at Marin. “Advance it.”

Marin released the frame.

The mission resumed its motion. Vehicles accelerated. Containment teams deployed. The operation completed cleanly. Extraction confirmed. Artifact secured.

But when the timeline ended and collapsed back into the lattice, the hollow remained.

Charlotte turned slowly toward Hope.

The charcoal moved again.

Not quickly this time.

Deliberately.

It added one line at the corner of the man’s mouth. A small shadow beneath the jaw. The suggestion of a watchband at his wrist.

Hope swallowed. “I’m not pushing it.”

“No one thinks you are,” Ayla said gently.

Across the room, Nyla stood very still.

Levi noticed first. “You okay?”

Nyla didn’t answer immediately. Her gaze remained fixed on the drawing.

“I’ve seen him,” she said quietly.

Every head turned toward her.

“Where?” Charlotte asked.

Nyla’s voice dropped lower. “In sleep.”

The room went silent again.

Sparrow tilted her head slightly. “Clarify.”

Nyla folded her arms across herself. “Not recently. Not clearly. Just flashes. A presence I never stayed with long enough to question.”

“Why not?” Leo asked.

Nyla looked uncomfortable with the answer. “Because I didn’t notice anything strange about him being there.”

Charlotte felt the weight of that settle.

Leora spoke next. “If he exists in dreamspace, why don’t we remember him here?”

Sebastian answered softly, “Because something doesn’t want us to.”

The words hung between them.

Marin expanded another data cluster over the table. “We’re assuming deliberate manipulation. That means motive.”

Sparrow nodded. “And capability.”

Charlotte rested both hands lightly on the table. The cold surface grounded her. “Let’s stop assuming.”

Marin looked up. “Then what do you want us to do?”

Charlotte’s gaze moved across the team slowly.

Every face reflected the same quiet tension now. No panic. No confusion. Just an awareness building beneath the surface.

“We treat this as real,” Charlotte said.

Leo nodded immediately. “Agreed.”

Caleb followed. “Yes.”

Ayla added, “We proceed carefully.”

Charlotte turned back to Marin. “Start with infrastructure.”

Marin didn’t ask what she meant. She began isolating the anomaly’s structural layers again, peeling away data until only the pulse remained.

It beat slowly over Houston.

Not random.

Rhythmic.

Intentional.

Sparrow watched it for several seconds, then said quietly, “It’s not reaching outward.”

Marin frowned. “No.”

Sparrow met her eyes. “It’s reaching inward.”

The realization settled heavily across the room.

Charlotte spoke before anyone else could. “Then we start here.”

No one argued.

Hope’s charcoal hovered silently over the page, waiting.

Below them, Helix Hollow hummed with buried power, its wards steady, its shields intact, its systems untouched.

And at the center of its perfect defenses, something impossible had already begun.

They began with Helix itself.

Marin split the War Room projections into layered operational fields that hovered in slow, steady rotation around the central anomaly. Infrastructure grids unfolded beneath Houston in translucent strata—power routing, transit arteries, storm drains, fiber networks, underground corridors, municipal tunnels. Beneath all of it, Helix Hollow glowed in precise architectural relief, its sigil geometry clean and unbroken.

“Perimeter wards stable,” Marin said, scanning the inner lattice. “Resonance shields holding. No external pressure signatures.”

Sparrow paced slowly through the projections, her shoes leaving faint ripples of light where they passed. “Then the manipulation occurred without conventional entry.”

Leo folded his arms. “Meaning?”

Sparrow glanced at him. “Meaning it touched continuity without crossing space.”

The room absorbed that quietly.

Charlotte circled the table once more, gaze moving not just across the projections but across the team itself. The earlier sensation had returned—a faint imbalance she could not name, like the echo of something spoken too softly to catch.

She stopped beside Marin. “Run internal cross-recall.”

Marin nodded once. “Already building the framework.”

She expanded a new sequence over the table. The War Room darkened further as Helix’s deeper systems activated. Thin bands of light threaded outward from each team member’s position in the room, representing recorded cognitive reference patterns Helix had quietly stored over years of operations. Normally the lines braided cleanly.

Tonight, they did not.

Charlotte watched as the lines flickered unevenly around the anomaly’s pulse.

Caleb leaned closer. “Those breaks aren’t random.”

“No,” Marin said. “They’re patterned.”

Jaxson frowned at the lattice. “Patterned how?”

Marin enlarged the fractures.

They formed a loose spiral.

Leora’s breath caught softly. “That’s deliberate.”

Selene stepped forward slightly, eyes narrowing as she studied the shape. “It’s controlled.”

Charlotte felt something move beneath her ribs again. Not fear. Recognition still without memory.

“Trace its origin,” she said.

Marin dragged the spiral backward through Helix’s archived reference streams. The projections rearranged themselves rapidly, cycling through mission years, operational rotations, training simulations, secure comm logs, field recordings. Every path they followed eventually led back to the same impossibility: a hollow threaded into the structure of their work.

Sparrow stopped pacing.

“That should not exist.”

Charlotte looked at her. “Why?”

Sparrow’s tone was unusually quiet. “Because continuity corruption of that scale would require sustained exposure over time. This feels surgical.”

Leo said, “Then someone knew exactly where to cut.”

A silence followed that observation.

Hope shifted her grip on the sketch pad. The charcoal hovered motionless now, but her fingers tightened around the edge of the paper as if she could feel something moving inside it.

Ayla noticed. “Hope?”

Hope swallowed slowly. “It’s not done.”

Charlotte turned toward her. “Let it.”

The charcoal rose again.

This time its movement was slower than before. Measured. The tip drifted over the page without touching it, adding small details to the man’s coat, the line of the collar, the angle of the shoulders. The drawing deepened, gaining weight with every mark.

No one spoke.

No one needed to.

Sebastian moved closer, careful with his breathing. “He’s real.”

Leora glanced at him. “We don’t know that.”

Sebastian did not look away from the page. “I do.”

Across the room, Nyla stood with her eyes half-closed now, her attention angled somewhere inward and distant. Levi remained beside her without asking questions.

Charlotte turned back to the table.

“Marin,” she said quietly, “overlay Helix command sequencing.”

Marin complied immediately. A second lattice unfolded above the first—years of tactical deployment architecture, compressed into a rotating structure of decisions, responses, and outcomes.

At first glance, the system appeared flawless.

Then Charlotte saw it.

The delays were microscopic. Fractions of seconds across thousands of operations. Nothing anyone would have noticed in real time. But together they formed a faint distortion across the structure of their work.

Leo leaned closer. “What am I looking at?”

Charlotte answered slowly. “We’ve been slower.”

Caleb nodded faintly. “Yes.”

Jaxson exhaled through his teeth. “Not by much.”

“No,” Charlotte said. “Just enough.”

Sparrow watched the distortion bands ripple across the lattice. “Operational degradation by absence.”

Marin looked at her sharply. “Absence of what?”

Sparrow did not answer immediately.

Instead, she reached into the projection and isolated one of the earliest delay clusters. The timeline expanded outward until a mission briefing room formed in pale blue light above the table. Figures appeared in ghosted silhouettes, their features blurred by archival compression.

Charlotte stared at them.

Something inside her tightened again.

The silhouettes moved through a briefing sequence she did not remember attending. Orders were issued. Assignments given. Routes confirmed.

But the cadence was wrong.

The rhythm faltered.

A small, structural hesitation passed through the room at once.

Leo shifted slightly. “Why does that feel off?”

Selene answered softly. “Because it is.”

The silhouettes continued speaking silently overhead.

Then one of them flickered.

Just once.

Not enough to disrupt the recording.

Enough to unsettle everyone watching.

Caleb’s voice dropped. “There.”

Marin froze the projection.

The flicker hung suspended in midair.

Charlotte stared at it, her pulse suddenly loud in her ears.

The silhouette had not disappeared.

It had failed to fully render.

A missing edge.

A partial outline.

A space the recording tried and failed to hold.

Charlotte felt the scent again—cedar, rain, metal warmed by skin—so suddenly it almost made her dizzy.

Her fingers tightened against the table.

Sparrow broke the silence.

“That,” she said quietly, “is not data loss.”

Charlotte swallowed once. “What is it?”

Sparrow met her gaze.

“It is removal.”

No one spoke after that.

The word settled into the War Room like gravity.

Hope’s charcoal made one final movement.

A single line beneath the man’s eyes.

Not exhaustion.

Resolve.

Hope lowered the pad slowly. “He matters.”

Charlotte looked at her sister.

Something inside her chest shifted—small but undeniable, like the first crack in ice.

“Yes,” Charlotte said softly. “He does.”

Across the table, Marin closed both hands over the controls and began building a new structure around the anomaly. Additional systems came online in response. The War Room brightened slightly as Helix committed more processing power to the investigation.

Leo straightened. “What’s the plan?”

Charlotte lifted her gaze to the center of the table.

The anomaly pulsed once more over Houston.

Slow.

Patient.

Waiting.

“We prove he existed,” she said.

No one questioned her.

Below them, Helix Hollow remained sealed and silent, its defenses perfect, its systems untouched.

And somewhere inside its history, someone had already been taken.
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Helix Hollow did not sleep, but by midmorning the fortress had settled into its working silence again.

The War Room at Helix Hollow remained sealed from the inside.

No one had suggested leaving.

The anomaly still hovered above the holographic table—unchanged in shape, unchanged in rhythm, unchanged in the quiet pressure it exerted on the room. Marin had locked its core signature into a stable containment frame just after sunrise. Since then, the projection had rotated slowly over Houston, a steady pulse threaded through its structure like a heartbeat that did not belong to anything alive.

Charlotte had not left her position at the table.

She stood with her hands lightly braced on the edge, watching the anomaly rotate through its endless cycle while the Circle moved around her in disciplined silence. There was no panic, no confusion, no raised voices—only the tightly controlled energy of people who understood something was wrong but did not yet know what.

Marin worked continuously beside her, her fingers moving through the air with small, precise motions that reshaped the lattice into layered analytical fields. She had stripped away decorative data entirely. What remained were structural models—clean, stripped frameworks built for clarity rather than comfort.

“Cross-recall grid ready,” Marin said quietly.

Charlotte nodded once. “Run it.”

The War Room dimmed further as Helix redirected processing power. Above the table, the anomaly separated into rotating vertical slices, each representing a timeline branch tied to the Circle’s operational history. Around them, smaller panes opened—briefing recordings, vehicle telemetry, mission schematics, secure uplink transcripts, biometric logs.

Caleb stepped closer to the table as the layers expanded. “This is going to hurt.”

Ayla glanced at him. “How?”

Caleb’s mouth tightened slightly. “Because we’re looking for something we don’t remember losing.”

Charlotte did not respond.

She watched the slices turn slowly, letting the motion settle into her senses the way she did before entering a difficult vision. Somewhere beneath her calm, tension pressed steadily outward.

Sparrow stood at the far edge of the table, her projection less theatrical now—leaner, sharper, closer to the way she appeared when operating at full focus. Streams of encrypted data passed through her form in pale vertical bands as she monitored Helix’s deeper architecture.

“Initial sweep confirms continuity fractures across twelve percent of archived mission structures,” Sparrow said. “None large enough individually to trigger alarms.”

Leo frowned. “Together?”

“Substantial.”

Marin isolated one of the slices and expanded it across the room. The War Room filled with the ghosted image of a coastal briefing chamber from nearly two years earlier. The recording carried no sound, but the visual detail was sharp.

The team watched themselves moving through the room.

Charlotte stood near the far wall. Leo leaned over a table with Jaxson and Selene. Marin worked at a console beside Kieran. Ayla and Caleb stood close together at the center while Leora spoke with Sebastian. Nyla and Levi occupied the rear arc.

Everything looked normal.

Except it did not feel that way.

Jaxson folded his arms slowly. “Something’s missing.”

No one answered him.

They all felt it now.

Marin froze the recording and rotated it slightly. “Look at spacing.”

The team studied the arrangement again.

The geometry of the room was subtly wrong. Not enough to identify immediately, but enough to create discomfort once seen. There was too much empty air between positions that should have been anchored more tightly.

Selene stepped forward. “There’s a gap in the formation.”

Leo nodded once. “Yes.”

Charlotte watched the frozen figures overhead, her breathing steady but shallow now. The sensation returned again—that strange pressure in her chest, that quiet insistence of absence without memory.

“Advance it,” she said.

Marin released the frame.

The recording resumed. The Circle moved through briefing motions with their usual precision. But several times, team members shifted their weight or glanced sideways as though expecting instruction from someone just outside the edge of the frame.

Caleb spoke first. “We’re waiting.”

“For what?” Ayla asked.

Caleb shook his head faintly. “I don’t know.”

Sparrow moved closer to the projection, analyzing frame sequences faster than human sight could follow. “There are repeated micro-delays in response timing across all personnel.”

Leo exhaled quietly. “You’re telling me we hesitated.”

Sparrow did not soften it. “Yes.”

Marin cut the recording.

Silence settled again over the War Room.

Charlotte closed her eyes briefly, letting her senses stretch outward the way they did when she entered
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