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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 Card That Shouldn’t Exist
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The auction house occupied a restored limestone mansion just beyond the city limits, its reputation built on discretion rather than publicity. No banners marked the entrance. No cameras lingered on the driveway. Guests arrived in unmarked vehicles, passed through layered security, and were ushered inside by staff who never asked unnecessary questions.

Inside, the air felt heavier than it should have.

Not oppressive—just dense, as if sound itself had to push harder to move. The lighting was carefully curated: warm, indirect, flattering to age and wealth alike. Glass cases lined the walls, each containing artifacts with provenance thick enough to silence most skeptics. Relics of forgotten orders. Objects once owned by people history preferred not to remember.

At precisely eight o’clock, the first lot was announced.

Charlotte Reigns stood near the back of the room, her posture relaxed, her expression unreadable. To anyone watching, she looked like another private collector—well-dressed, observant, careful not to draw attention. But her attention was already elsewhere, tugged forward by a sensation she couldn’t quite name.

It wasn’t a vision.

Not yet.

It was closer to the feeling of standing too near a mirror in a dark room and realizing, a half second too late, that the reflection wasn’t moving with you.

Her breath slowed. Her senses sharpened.

Smell came first—ink, old paper, something metallic beneath it. Taste followed, faint and bitter, like copper left too long on the tongue. Sight lagged behind, as it often did, struggling to resolve what the others were already warning her about.

Charlotte’s gaze fixed on the third case along the east wall.

The card hadn’t been unveiled yet. It sat concealed beneath archival glass, listed in the catalog as an “isolated Major Arcana fragment.” No deck attribution. No accompanying imagery. Just a brief description and a disclaimer noting “unverified symbolic origin.”

Unverified was an understatement.

She shifted her weight, subtly angling her wrist so the matte-black band beneath her sleeve caught the room’s ambient light. The band remained inert—no alerts, no vibration. That meant Helix Hollow hadn’t flagged anything yet.

Which meant whatever she was sensing wasn’t broadcasting.

That alone was troubling.

Across the room, Mason Ward watched the crowd instead of the artifacts. He didn’t need to see the card to know something was wrong; Charlotte’s stillness told him enough. She’d gone quiet in the way that meant her mind was triangulating something dangerous.

He tapped his own wrist once, a coded gesture. Status.

Charlotte didn’t look at him. She didn’t need to.

Stand by, she replied silently, keeping her face composed.

The auctioneer moved efficiently, voice smooth, practiced. Bids rose and fell with polite restraint. Each sale concluded cleanly, with minimal commentary. This was a room full of people who preferred ownership to applause.

Then the assistant approached the east wall.

A few heads turned.

Charlotte’s vision sharpened all at once, snapping into focus with a jolt that made her pulse jump. For a fraction of a second, she saw not the glass case but what lay beneath it—layered impressions stacked atop one another like reflections caught between mirrors.

A hand reaching.

A breath held too long.

A choice narrowing until there was only one way forward.

She exhaled slowly through her nose.

The glass lifted.

The card was smaller than she expected. Roughly the size of a standard tarot, its edges worn but intact. The artwork was rendered in stark monochrome, the ink lines precise despite their age. At first glance, it appeared simple: a lone figure standing at the edge of a precipice, the world stretching out behind them.

Charlotte’s throat tightened.

She didn’t know the card’s name.

But she knew what it did.

The sensation rolled through her in waves—not imagery this time, but pressure. Like probability itself was being compressed, squeezed inward. Her clairvoyance resisted instinctively, sliding off the surface of the object instead of penetrating it.

That had never happened before.

She flexed her fingers, grounding herself. Around her, the room remained oblivious. Conversations murmured on. A woman in the front row adjusted her scarf. Somewhere near the center aisle, someone laughed softly at a private joke.

No one else felt it.

Yet.

The auctioneer cleared his throat. “Lot thirty-seven. An isolated Major Arcana card, origin undetermined. Offered as a standalone artifact.”

Standalone.

Charlotte’s jaw set.

A bid came almost immediately.

Then another.

The numbers climbed faster than expected—not frenzied, but decisive. The people bidding didn’t know why they wanted the card. They just knew they did.

That, Charlotte realized with a chill, was part of the problem.

Her wristband vibrated once.

She didn’t look down. She didn’t need to.

Helix Hollow had just noticed the same anomaly she had.

Somewhere deep beneath Houston, Marin Vale’s systems would be lighting up with data that refused to categorize itself. Symbolic resonance without an identifiable source. A signal that wasn’t a signal.

Mason shifted, his voice low as he leaned in just enough to be heard. “You seeing it now?”

“Yes,” Charlotte murmured, eyes never leaving the card.

“What is it?”

She hesitated. Not because she didn’t have an answer—but because the answer didn’t make sense yet.

“It’s not showing me a future,” she said finally. “It’s showing me an ending.”

The gavel struck.

Sold.

The card was sealed, transferred, and removed from the case with practiced efficiency. The assistant carried it away, already forgotten by most of the room as attention shifted to the next lot.

Charlotte’s vision pulsed once more—sharp, insistent—and then went dark.

Whatever threshold had just been crossed, it hadn’t done so loudly.

But it had been crossed all the same.

Charlotte didn’t move until the card was gone.

The sensation lingered after its removal, like a pressure imbalance in the room—subtle, but persistent. She waited for her clairvoyance to reassert itself, to offer context or correction. It didn’t. The usual cascade of sensory impressions refused to organize, slipping sideways every time she tried to focus.

That worried her more than a violent vision ever could.

Mason angled his body slightly, shielding their exchange from the crowd. “Helix just flagged it,” he said under his breath. “Marin’s seeing a spike that doesn’t behave like anything on record.”

Charlotte nodded once. “It won’t let itself be read.”

That earned his full attention. “Nothing does that.”

“I know.”

The auction continued uninterrupted. Another artifact took center stage—an engraved reliquary, beautifully mundane by comparison. Applause followed. Numbers rose. The room exhaled, unaware that something fundamental had already slipped out of alignment.

Charlotte turned away from the east wall, forcing her focus outward. She scanned faces instead of objects, grounding herself in the present. Human reactions were still reliable. Patterns of breath, posture, intent. Those she could trust.

The winning bidder was already leaving.

A man in his late forties, well-tailored suit, careful gait. Not a collector who thrived on attention—more the type who preferred acquisition over admiration. He accepted the sealed case from the attendant with a brief nod and tucked it beneath his arm like a document rather than an artifact.

Charlotte tracked him instinctively.

“Don’t follow yet,” Mason murmured. “We’re not burning cover in a room like this.”

“I know,” she said. “I just need to see how close it stays.”

“How close what stays?”

She hesitated again. “The ending.”

Mason didn’t ask her to clarify. He never did when her instincts sharpened like this. Instead, he lifted his wrist and tapped twice.

“Helix, passive shadow,” he subvocalized.

There was no audible response, but Charlotte felt the shift—an almost imperceptible tightening in the air, like static being pulled into alignment. Somewhere far below them, Helix Hollow adjusted its attention.

In the Surveillance Hub, Sparrow would already be mapping exit vectors, matching faces to public records, calculating probabilities that were suddenly misbehaving. Marin’s systems would be running diagnostics that refused to close cleanly.

Charlotte hated when the tech confirmed her unease.

The man with the card reached the foyer. Security parted without question. No one stopped him. No alarms triggered. To the outside world, this was a perfectly normal transaction.

That was the other thing that bothered her.

If the card had been meant to be hidden, it would have resisted attention. If it had been meant to be protected, it would have drawn guardians.

Instead, it was leaving quietly.

As if it wanted to be taken.

“Charlotte.” Mason’s voice was firmer now. “Talk to me.”

She closed her eyes briefly, just long enough to catalog what lingered at the edge of perception. No images. No voices. Just a narrowing sensation—like standing in a corridor where the walls were slowly, politely moving closer together.

“It isn’t attached to the deck,” she said. “Not the way it should be.”

“You’re saying it doesn’t need the others.”

“I’m saying it doesn’t miss them.”

Mason exhaled through his nose. “That’s not how tarot works.”

“That’s not how anything works.”

They exited the auction house without haste, blending into the steady flow of departing guests. Outside, the night air felt thinner, cleaner—relief rushing in to replace the artificial density inside.

Charlotte paused on the steps, her hand brushing the stone balustrade. For a moment, her reflection caught in the darkened glass of the front doors behind her. The image lagged—not enough for anyone else to notice, but enough for her.

She turned away sharply.

The SUVs waited at the curb, engines silent. As they approached, the vehicles came alive—not with sound, but with readiness. Doors unlocked. Internal systems synced. The AR windshield in the lead vehicle flickered once as Helix established a secure uplink.

Mason slid into the passenger seat. Charlotte followed, settling in behind him. The interior lighting adjusted automatically, responding to biometric cues neither of them consciously registered.

“Marin,” Mason said quietly.

Her voice came through immediately, calm but intent. “I see it.”

Charlotte leaned forward. “You see what.”

“A resonance profile that shouldn’t exist without a source,” Marin replied. “Symbolic density without an anchor. It’s behaving like a closed loop.”

“That’s what it feels like,” Charlotte said. “Like it’s already finished something.”

“Finished things don’t keep moving,” Marin said. “Unless they’re designed to.”

The SUV pulled away from the curb, traffic parting smoothly as Sparrow adjusted routing in real time. On the windshield, a faint overlay traced the path of the departing bidder’s vehicle—already flagged, already tracked, already calculated.

Charlotte watched the line stretch forward into the dark.

“Whatever that card is,” she said, her voice low, steady, “it doesn’t want to be interpreted.”

Mason glanced back at her. “Then what does it want?”

Charlotte didn’t answer right away.

Because for the first time since she’d learned to trust her gift, the question felt backward.

“It doesn’t want anything,” she said at last. “It expects something.”

The SUV merged onto the highway, the city lights blurring into streaks of gold and white. Somewhere ahead of them, a sealed case rested on a passenger seat, inert and unassuming.

And already, the space around it was beginning to close.

The man did not consider himself superstitious.

That fact alone would have amused him if he’d known how little it mattered.

He drove with both hands on the wheel, the sealed case resting on the passenger seat beside him. The auction had gone exactly as expected—efficient, discreet, satisfying. He had acquired what he came for, paid a premium, and left without complication. Another line item added to a private collection no one else ever needed to see.

The card did not demand his attention.

That was the first mistake.

He told himself he would examine it later, at home, under proper lighting. He told himself it was simply paper and ink, valuable only because others believed it to be. He told himself many things, all of them reasonable.

The case shifted slightly as he took an exit ramp.

He glanced at it without thinking.

The latch was still secured. The seal intact. Nothing had changed.

And yet, the thought settled in his mind with surprising clarity: I should look at it now.

He dismissed the impulse immediately. Foolish. Distracted driving. He was not the sort of man who indulged whims.

Still, the silence in the car felt different afterward.

Not heavier. More focused.

He reached the parking structure beneath his office building ten minutes later, guiding the car into a familiar space. The lights hummed softly overhead. Concrete echoed as he shut off the engine.

The urge returned.

Stronger this time.

He stared at the case, irritation prickling beneath his composure. “Later,” he muttered aloud, as if the word itself might settle the matter.

It didn’t.

He removed the case from the seat and carried it with him, telling himself it was more secure inside the building. That he was being practical. The logic felt sound enough to accept without scrutiny.

In his office, he set the case on his desk and shrugged out of his jacket. The room was quiet—too quiet for this time of night, though he couldn’t have said why that struck him as odd. The city skyline beyond the windows glowed faintly, distant and detached.

He washed his hands in the adjoining restroom, the water running longer than necessary. When he returned, the case was exactly where he’d left it.

He stood there for a moment longer than necessary, studying it.

The seal broke cleanly when he pressed his thumb against it. No resistance. No snap. Just a soft separation, like something that had been waiting.

He lifted the lid.

The card lay nestled inside, unmoving. Smaller than he remembered. Or perhaps the room was larger now.

He removed it carefully, holding it between his fingers. The cardstock was thicker than modern prints, textured in a way that suggested age without fragility. The ink was matte, absorbing light rather than reflecting it.

He tilted it slightly.

The figure on the card seemed to shift—not moving, exactly, but resolving. A lone silhouette stood at the edge of a precipice, head bowed, one foot forward as if preparing to step into empty space.

He frowned.

“I don’t remember bidding on this one,” he said quietly.

The words echoed strangely in the room, as if the walls had been waiting for them.

He turned the card over.

There was no text. No title. No indication of orientation.

Just a symbol etched faintly into the back—something geometric, unfamiliar, and unsettlingly precise.

He didn’t know what it meant.

So he did what anyone would do when faced with uncertainty dressed as mystery.

He interpreted it.

“Choice,” he murmured, tracing the silhouette with his gaze. “Risk. Transition.”

The moment the meaning settled in his mind, the room seemed to adjust around him. Not visibly. Not dramatically. Just enough that his breath caught halfway through an inhale.

He laughed once, softly. “That’s ridiculous.”

The laugh didn’t help.

His phone buzzed on the desk, startling him. He glanced down—an email notification. Subject line: Effective Immediately.

His brow furrowed. He hadn’t been expecting anything urgent.

He set the card down and opened the message.

By the third sentence, his pulse had begun to climb.

By the fifth, the air felt thinner.

He read the email twice more, certain he’d misunderstood it. Corporate restructuring. Unforeseen liability. Decisions made at a level beyond his influence.

A position eliminated. Access revoked. A meeting scheduled for the morning—procedural, not deliberative.

He stared at the screen, disbelief giving way to something colder.

This wasn’t possible. He had just closed a major deal. His performance metrics were flawless.

He glanced at the card without meaning to.

The figure at the precipice seemed clearer now, the lines sharper, the posture unmistakable.

Stepping forward.

“No,” he said, more firmly this time. “This is coincidence.”

The word felt thin in his mouth.

Outside, a distant siren wailed and cut off abruptly. Somewhere in the building, an elevator chimed on a floor that shouldn’t have been occupied.

He picked up the card again, intending to put it back in the case, to seal it away and forget the entire evening.

As his fingers closed around it, a thought slipped into place—quiet, uninvited, complete.

This is just the beginning.

Deep beneath the city, in a chamber shielded by rune and sigil, Helix Hollow registered a shift.

Not a spike.

A lock.

Marin Vale stared at the data stream, her jaw tightening. “It’s active,” she said.

Charlotte felt it at the same instant—a constriction, sudden and absolute.

Whatever the card had done, it had finished its first instruction.

And it was ready for the next.

Helix Hollow did not panic.

It never did.

The underground facility responded the way it always had—quietly, efficiently, with systems sliding into place as if anticipating the need. Lights adjusted by a fraction. Data streams reprioritized. Shields recalibrated, not because of an incoming threat, but because something within the world’s statistical fabric had just... settled.

Marin Vale stood at the central console in the Surveillance Hub, one hand braced against the edge of the holographic table. Lines of translucent data hovered above its surface, twisting in slow, uneasy spirals.

“This isn’t a surge,” she said, her voice steady but tight. “It’s a stabilization event.”

Mason stepped closer, eyes scanning the projections. “Meaning?”

“Meaning whatever just activated isn’t escalating,” Marin replied. “It’s locking in.”

Across the room, Sparrow shifted form—her avatar resolving into a familiar human silhouette, posture attentive, expression neutral. “Correlation confirmed,” she said. “Probability variance across multiple unrelated data points has narrowed simultaneously. This pattern is not consistent with predictive modeling.”

Charlotte closed her eyes, one hand resting lightly against the smooth glass wall of the chamber. The sensation had followed her home—persistent, unyielding. Not a vision. Not a warning.

A conclusion.

“I can’t see past it,” she said quietly.

Mason turned to her. “Past what?”

“The moment it decides,” Charlotte replied. “Whatever this thing is, it doesn’t forecast outcomes. It removes alternatives.”

Marin’s fingers moved quickly, isolating the data stream tied to the auction artifact. The card’s resonance signature hovered at the center of the display, unnervingly stable.

“It’s behaving like a closed narrative loop,” she said. “Once engaged, it doesn’t seek input. It enforces completion.”

Sparrow tilted her head slightly. “A system optimized for inevitability.”

Charlotte opened her eyes. “That’s what it felt like in the room. Like the ending had already been written—and the middle was just catching up.”

A brief silence settled over the team.

Not fear. Focus.

“Track the buyer,” Mason said at last. “Quietly. No intervention yet.”

Sparrow nodded. “Already in progress. Financial records, communications, travel patterns. No overt anomalies detected beyond the activation event.”

“Good,” Mason said. “I want to know who he is before the card decides who he becomes.”

Marin expanded the projection, pulling in comparative models. “If this is what I think it is,” she said, “then separating the card from the rest of the deck wasn’t an accident.”

Charlotte’s gaze sharpened. “You think it’s designed to work alone.”

“I think,” Marin replied carefully, “it works better that way.”

Deep in the Artifact Chamber, a newly assigned containment unit hummed softly as its wards adjusted—preparing for an object not yet in its care. Sigils flared briefly, then dimmed, as if acknowledging a future task they couldn’t yet perform.

Charlotte felt the echo of that acknowledgment ripple through her.

“Whatever’s powering this,” she said, “it isn’t watching us.”

Mason frowned. “Then what is it doing?”

She met his eyes. “Waiting.”

The holographic table pulsed once, then settled. The resonance signature remained unchanged—perfectly balanced, perfectly contained.

Too contained.

“Designation,” Marin said suddenly.

Mason looked at her. “For the record.”

She drew a slow breath. “We need a way to talk about it without pretending we understand it.”

Charlotte nodded. “Name the function.”

Marin’s fingers paused over the console. “It collapses possibility. It forces outcomes to converge.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered with internal calculation. “Designation accepted. The Convergence Engine.”

The name settled into the room, heavy but precise.

Charlotte felt the pressure ease just slightly—not because the threat had diminished, but because it now had a shape they could work against.

“Then that’s what we’re dealing with,” Mason said. “A machine that turns belief into inevitability.”

“And it just completed its first cycle,” Marin added.

Far above them, in an office tower that had already begun rearranging a man’s life without his consent, a single tarot card rested on a desk, perfectly still.

The world around it adjusted.

Helix Hollow watched.

And for the first time since the auction gavel fell, the team understood the truth of what they had felt from the beginning.

This was not a warning.

It was a signal.
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Chapter 02: Provenance
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Morning in Houston arrived without ceremony.

Traffic thickened along the freeways. The city stretched, shook off sleep, and resumed its rhythms—unaware that something subtle had already altered the shape of its day. Above ground, people moved forward with purpose. Below ground, Helix Hollow was already awake.

The Surveillance Hub glowed with layered projections, each pane calibrated to a different stream of information. Auction records scrolled beside financial metadata. Transit logs hovered adjacent to facial-recognition matches. Sparrow’s presence threaded through it all, silent and precise, refining patterns faster than human cognition could track.

Marin Vale stood at the center of it, sleeves rolled, eyes sharp.

“I don’t like how clean this is,” she said.

Mason Ward leaned against the edge of the holographic table, coffee untouched in his hand. “Clean how.”

“No friction,” Marin replied. “The card moves through systems the way a legitimate object should. No black-market flags. No occult registry anomalies. Even the auction paperwork is pristine.”

“That’s a problem?”

“It is when the object shouldn’t exist.”

Charlotte Reigns entered quietly, her steps soft against the polished floor. She looked rested, but Mason knew better. When her visions resisted resolution, sleep never went deep.

She joined them at the table, eyes immediately drawn to the central projection—a rotating image of the tarot card’s back, its faint geometric symbol magnified and analyzed from every conceivable angle.

“That symbol still doesn’t belong to any recognized system,” Charlotte said.

Leora Hale’s voice came through from the Translation Archive, calm and focused. “I’ve cross-referenced it against known glyph families—European, Near Eastern, even fringe symbolic languages. It borrows structure without belonging to any of them.”

Sebastian Ryss added, “And psychometrically, it’s... quiet. Not empty. Quiet. Like a room that’s already been cleaned.”

Charlotte’s jaw tightened. “Endings leave residue. This didn’t.”

Marin expanded a new layer of data. “Auction provenance next. The card surfaced through a private consignor using a shell trust. No prior public sales. No museum records. No theft reports.”

Mason frowned. “Someone went out of their way to make it look ordinary.”

“Yes,” Marin said. “And they succeeded.”

The projection shifted again, highlighting the auction house itself—a limestone estate on the outskirts of Houston, known for discretion and high-end private sales. The location pulsed softly, marking it as the confirmed point of entry.

“Houston,” Mason said. “So this starts at home.”

Charlotte nodded. “That’s why it caught my attention so fast. The closer it is, the louder it feels.”

Sparrow spoke again, her tone neutral. “The buyer’s identity has been confirmed. Marcus Halevi. Senior operations director at a regional logistics firm. No criminal history. No documented occult interest.”

“No tarot habit,” Mason said.

“None,” Sparrow confirmed.

Ayla Khoury’s voice joined from Med Bay. “Emotionally stable baseline. No signs of obsession or distress prior to acquisition.”

Charlotte exhaled slowly. “Which means the card didn’t choose him because he was vulnerable.”

“Or,” Marin said, “it doesn’t choose at all.”

The room fell quiet as that settled.

Mason set his coffee down. “Then the question isn’t why him. It’s why now.”

Marin nodded and pulled up a timeline. “The card’s activation occurred less than thirty minutes after purchase. That suggests the trigger threshold is low.”

“Interpretation,” Charlotte said. “Not ritual. Not expertise. Just meaning.”

Leora’s voice softened. “That makes everyone a potential reader.”

“Yes,” Charlotte replied. “And that’s the point.”

The projection widened, revealing several other auction lots from the same event—items that had drawn modest interest, sold quickly, and already left the building.

Marin highlighted three of them.

“These weren’t flagged last night,” she said. “But now that we know what to look for, I don’t like their symbolic density.”

Mason straightened. “You think there were more cards.”

“I think,” Marin replied carefully, “the deck didn’t scatter itself. It was scattered.”

Charlotte felt the familiar tightening in her chest—not fear, but recognition.

“Then we’re not tracing an artifact,” she said. “We’re tracing intent.”

Sparrow overlaid a new data set—shipping confirmations, private couriers, insured packages already in transit.

Lines extended outward from Houston.

Dallas. New Orleans. Santa Fe.

And one farther still, stretching beyond state lines.

Mason stared at the map. “So Houston’s just the first fault line.”

“Yes,” Charlotte said. “The ground cracked here. But it’s not going to stop here.”

Marin closed her fingers slowly, collapsing the projections back into a single point—the card’s symbol, hovering alone.

“Then our window is narrow,” she said. “And it’s closing.”

Charlotte met Mason’s gaze. “We need to understand where this thing came from.”

“And fast,” Mason replied. “Before the rest of the deck finishes what this one started.”

Deep beneath the city, Helix Hollow adjusted its focus—no alarms, no urgency, just intent sharpening to a fine edge.

The hunt for provenance had begun.

The logistics firm occupied six floors of a glass-and-steel tower along the western edge of downtown Houston. From the outside, it looked indistinguishable from a hundred other corporate buildings—clean lines, muted signage, reflective windows that mirrored the sky more than they revealed what lay inside.

Marcus Halevi arrived early.

That, too, was routine.

He stepped out of the elevator with his briefcase tucked under one arm, nodding absently to the security guard stationed near the reception desk. The guard returned the gesture without enthusiasm. Mondays carried their own gravity.

Marcus reached his office, set his briefcase down, and stopped.

The chair behind his desk was not where he’d left it.

It had been shifted slightly—no more than a few inches. Enough that he noticed. Not enough to immediately alarm him.

He frowned, scanning the room. Everything else appeared unchanged. The desk surface was orderly. The city beyond the window moved as it always did.

He told himself the cleaning crew had nudged it.

Then his gaze drifted to the corner of the desk.

The tarot card lay there, face down.

He was certain he hadn’t put it there.

He stood very still, the faint hum of the building’s HVAC system filling the silence. A ripple of irritation passed through him—at himself, more than anything else.

Get a grip, he thought.

He crossed the room and picked up the card.

The texture felt different this time. Warmer. As if it had absorbed the room’s ambient heat while he was gone.

He turned it over.

The figure at the precipice seemed closer now. Not physically—nothing so obvious—but compositionally, as if the margins had tightened. The void beyond the edge looked deeper, more defined.

Marcus swallowed.

“This is ridiculous,” he muttered, but the words came out weaker than before.

His phone vibrated in his hand.

Another message.

This one wasn’t from corporate.

It was from his sister.

He hesitated before opening it, a strange reluctance settling into his chest. When he finally did, the screen filled with a single sentence.

We need to talk. Today.

No context. No explanation.

His thoughts leapt ahead of him, assembling possibilities with unwanted efficiency. Family disagreements. Old resentments. Conversations postponed too long.

The card felt heavier in his fingers.

Choice, his mind supplied again, unbidden.

He set the card down and forced himself to sit. He was not going to let an antique novelty dictate his emotional state. He was a rational man. Patterns existed whether one acknowledged them
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