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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert psychic operations center hums with impossible energy. From this underground command center, The Circle-a seventeen-member team of gifted investigators, strategists, visionaries, and mystic-tech specialists-stands against threats ordinary law, science, and reason were never built to explain.

The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked blends cinematic psychic suspense, paranormal mystery, advanced technology, ancient symbols, spiritual danger, and character-driven emotion. Each novel sends The Circle into a new case where reality bends, secrets awaken, and the unseen world leaves marks that cannot be ignored.

Every book is written to stand on its own, so new readers can enter the multiverse at any point. Returning readers will also discover a larger mythology unfolding across nine realms, each one revealing another side of The Psychic Multiverse.

Because some secrets do not stay buried. Some powers cannot be contained. And some marks, once made, change everything.

Explore the complete series online: psychicmultiverse.com/books
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The website is the living guide to the larger world behind the novels. Instead of placing the full team roster, technology guide, and complete lexicon inside every book, readers can continue the journey online through updated pages designed for easy exploration.

Books and Nine Realms: Find the novels, discover the realm structure, and choose the next mission that calls to you. Visit page

Meet The Circle: Read the full team roster, character profiles, abilities, relationships, and mission roles for all seventeen members. Visit page

Helix Hollow and Technology: Explore the War Room, Artifact Chamber, Med Bay, stealth jet, tactical SUV, and other core locations and tools. Visit page

The Lexicon: Understand the psychic terms, powers, artifacts, glyphs, wards, and mythology that shape the series. Visit page
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New readers can step into The Psychic Multiverse before choosing their next full mission. The Start Reading Free page offers an easy way to claim a free title and experience the tone, suspense, characters, and cinematic energy of The Circle’s world.

Whether you prefer to read digitally or listen in cinematic audio, this is the simplest gateway into the series. It gives you a no-pressure first mission, a feel for the larger mythology, and a direct path into the books when you are ready to continue.

Claim a free mission here: psychicmultiverse.com/start-reading-free
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For readers who want to remain connected between books, the Operative program turns the website into an active mission hub. Becoming an Operative is a way to stay close to The Circle, follow new releases, explore deeper lore, and keep your line open to the multiverse as each realm expands.

The credit-based DEFCON system works like mission clearance. Each level offers a different way to engage with The Psychic Multiverse, from casual exploration to deeper access, special content, and expanded reader experiences. It is designed for devoted readers who want more than a single story. They want to track the signals, follow the cases, and feel connected to the world as it grows.

For fans who love immersive fictional universes, serialized mysteries, team-based adventure, hidden lore, and collectible-style engagement, the Operative program offers a deeper seat near the War Room without slowing down the novel itself.

Join The Circle as an Operative: psychicmultiverse.com/premium-membership
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Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning. Whether this is your first mission with The Circle or your next return to Helix Hollow, your curiosity keeps this world alive.

Every novel stands alone, but the deeper you travel, the more the marks connect. The cases change. The threats evolve. The team grows stronger. And somewhere beyond the edge of ordinary perception, the next signal is already waiting.
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Chapter 01: The Impossible Countdown 
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The War Room at Helix Hollow pulsed with quiet blue light.

Far beneath the streets of Houston, where reinforced stone and layered sigil wards sealed the headquarters from the outside world, the Circle gathered around Marin Vale’s holographic table. The projection surface floated waist-high in the center of the chamber, a living interface of light and motion that responded to thought as easily as touch. Lines of shifting data streamed across the air above it like migrating constellations.

Normally the War Room hummed with purposeful calm.

Tonight it hummed with something else.

Marin leaned over the projection field, her dark hair pulled back as she adjusted a lattice of glowing symbols that hovered inches above the table. Runes flickered across the display, spiraling in layered geometric loops as the Helix system processed a stream of anomalous signals.

“That can’t be right,” she murmured.

The system answered her with a low harmonic tone.

Across the table, Mason Ward watched the projection without speaking. Years of law enforcement had trained him to recognize the difference between a strange situation and a dangerous one. This was the second kind.

He folded his arms.

“What are we looking at?”

Marin exhaled slowly.

“I don’t know yet,” she said. “But Helix flagged it as a Class-Nine psychic anomaly.”

That statement alone was enough to still the room.

Class-Nine events were rare enough that the system’s designation had become almost mythic among the team. Most anomalies fell into predictable patterns—artifacts reacting to emotional triggers, residual hauntings, unstable glyphs waking up where they shouldn’t.

A Class-Nine meant Helix itself had failed to categorize the event.

Charlotte Reigns stepped closer to the table, her gaze moving over the swirling projection. Even without activating her abilities fully, she could feel something beneath the data—a faint vibration that prickled along the edges of her senses like static electricity before a storm.

“What triggered it?” she asked.

Marin expanded the projection with a subtle motion of her hand.

A three-dimensional map of the Earth bloomed above the table, rotating slowly in the air.

At first it appeared normal.

Then the anomaly appeared.

A thin vertical thread of crimson light pulsed above the planet’s surface. The thread descended from high atmosphere until it converged on a single geographic point.

Washington, D.C.

The thread pulsed again.

And again.

Not random.

Measured.

Rhythmic.

Like a heartbeat.

Leo Mbeki leaned forward slightly, studying the pattern.

“That looks like a signal,” he said.

“It is a signal,” Marin replied. “But not one any system I know should be transmitting.”

She adjusted another control and the thread magnified.

The crimson pulse widened until the team could see what it actually contained.

Numbers.

A countdown.

Hours.

Minutes.

Seconds.

Every member of the Circle felt the room grow colder.

Mason straightened.

“Tell me that’s a simulation.”

Marin shook her head.

“It’s real.”

The numbers continued their steady descent.

Charlotte narrowed her eyes as the projection expanded again, revealing the focal point of the anomaly.

At the center of the countdown was not a device.

Not a building.

Not a satellite.

It was a person.

A human silhouette formed inside the projection—an energy outline of a man standing in a heavily shielded building within Washington.

The countdown wrapped around his body like a cage made of light.

Charlotte felt the metallic taste of danger fill the back of her throat.

“That’s attached to him,” she said quietly.

Marin nodded grimly.

“Yes.”

The man’s identity appeared beside the projection as Helix finished cross-referencing global databases.

President Alejandro Castillo, President of the United States and current chair of the International Energy Consortium.

One of the most politically protected individuals on the planet.

Kieran Miller stared at the display.

“Why would someone put a countdown on a person?”

“No idea,” Mason said.

“But we’re about to find out.”

Charlotte closed her eyes for a moment and allowed her clairvoyant senses to reach outward.

The projection on the table wasn’t the anomaly itself—it was a representation Helix had constructed so the team could see what the system was detecting.

But Charlotte didn’t need Helix.

She touched the edge of the projection.

The moment her fingers passed through the light, the signal behind it exploded across her senses.

Images flashed through her mind.

Electrical grids.

Transformer towers.

Cities glowing at night.

Then darkness.

A wave of psychic pressure rippling across continents like an invisible earthquake.

Charlotte’s eyes snapped open.

“That man can’t die,” she said.

The room went silent.

Mason turned toward her.

“Explain.”

Charlotte steadied herself against the edge of the table.

“What I felt wasn’t a bomb or a disease or anything physical,” she said.

“It’s a curse.”

Sebastian Ryss tilted his head.

“A curse attached to a world leader?”

“Yes.”

Charlotte gestured toward the projection.

“That countdown isn’t measuring time until something happens.”

She swallowed.

“It’s measuring time until something is triggered.”

Leora Hale stepped forward.

“What kind of trigger?”

Charlotte hesitated.

Then she said the words none of them expected.

“If President Castillo dies before that countdown reaches zero...”

She pointed toward the projection.

“...the entire global power grid collapses.”

For a moment no one spoke.

The weight of that possibility hung in the War Room like gravity.

Ayla Khoury broke the silence first.

“That’s not possible.”

Marin’s fingers moved rapidly through the projection as she began running deeper analysis.

“I’m afraid it might be.”

The holographic globe above the table shifted again.

This time the system overlaid global electrical infrastructure.

Power plants.

Transformer networks.

High-voltage transmission corridors.

The entire electrical nervous system of the modern world.

Thin crimson threads extended from the countdown signal.

They spread across the planet like veins.

Connecting.

Binding.

Synchronizing.

The projection dimmed slightly as Helix finished its calculations.

Then a message appeared in the air.

CATASTROPHIC GRID FAILURE PROBABILITY: 98.7%

Leo stared at the numbers.

“You’ve got to be kidding.”

“No,” Marin said softly.

“I’m not.”

The War Room lights flickered once.

Then stabilized.

No one missed the implication.

Mason stepped forward and placed both hands on the table.

“Walk me through this.”

Marin expanded the projection again, isolating the countdown.

“The signal is embedded in his biofield,” she said.

“That means the curse is bound directly to his life force.”

“Meaning what?” Mason asked.

“Meaning if he dies,” Marin said, “the signal discharges.”

She pointed toward the web of crimson threads wrapping the planet.

“And that discharge propagates through electrical infrastructure worldwide.”

Charlotte’s voice was barely above a whisper.

“Every transformer.”

“Every grid.”

“Every city.”

Sebastian finished the thought.

“Gone.”

Silence settled across the War Room.

Mason exhaled slowly.

“So we’re not stopping an assassination.”

He looked around the table.

“We’re preventing the collapse of civilization.”

At that exact moment, a new presence entered the room.

The projection above the table rippled.

Pixels gathered in midair, folding inward until they formed the figure of a woman stepping out of the light itself.

Her expression carried the familiar mixture of amusement and razor-sharp intelligence the team had come to expect.

Sparrow had arrived.

The AI avatar glanced at the projection and raised one eyebrow.

“Well,” she said dryly.

“That escalated quickly.”

Marin didn’t look up.

“You’re late.”

“I prefer to call it dramatic timing.”

Sparrow stepped closer to the table, studying the countdown as it continued to tick downward.

Her expression shifted from playful to serious.

“That’s not just a curse,” she said.

“It’s a weapon.”

She rotated the projection with a casual gesture.

A new layer of data appeared.

Global surveillance feeds.

Satellite telemetry.

Infrastructure monitoring networks.

All converging on the same conclusion.

Someone had engineered this.

Sparrow folded her arms.

“And whoever built it,” she said, “designed it to do more than kill one man.”

Mason nodded once.

“Agreed.”

He looked at the countdown.

“How long?”

Marin zoomed in on the timer.

The numbers continued their relentless descent.

72 hours.

14 minutes.

And counting.

Mason straightened.

“Then we have three days to stop the end of the modern world.”

Charlotte stared at the projection again.

Her senses brushed the signal once more.

This time she felt something new inside the curse.

Not just power.

Intent.

Carefully constructed.

Deliberate.

Someone had built this to make protection look like murder.

Her eyes widened.

“Mason...”

He looked at her.

“What?”

Charlotte pointed at the projection.

“The curse doesn’t just trigger when he dies.”

She swallowed.

“It sabotages anyone trying to keep him alive.”

The War Room fell silent again.

Marin’s console chimed softly as Helix processed that revelation.

Sparrow tilted her head.

“Well,” she said.

“That’s inconvenient.”

Mason gave a faint smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

“Inconvenient,” he said.

“Is one word for it.”

He looked around the room at the Circle.

Seventeen people who had faced horrors that most of the world never knew existed.

Tonight their enemy wasn’t a monster.

It wasn’t a haunted artifact.

It wasn’t a rogue psychic hiding in shadows.

It was something far more dangerous.

A weapon designed to turn the act of saving someone into the appearance of killing them.

Mason tapped the projection.

“Find out who did this.”

The countdown continued to tick downward above the table.

72 hours.

13 minutes.

59 seconds.

And somewhere in Washington, D.C., a world leader walked through his day without knowing that his life had become the fuse of a global catastrophe.

The mission had begun.

The numbers above the table continued their quiet descent.

72 hours.

13 minutes.

42 seconds.

The countdown did not care that seventeen people in an underground fortress had just realized the fate of the modern world might hinge on one man’s heartbeat.

Marin swept her hand across the projection and the global map dissolved into layered data fields. Streams of infrastructure telemetry scrolled through the air—power grid diagnostics, transformer load balances, network stabilization routines. Normally Helix accessed those systems through open monitoring channels used by engineers and regulators.

Tonight every feed carried the same faint distortion.

It was subtle.

Barely detectable.

But once you saw it, it was impossible to ignore.

Thin crimson echoes pulsed through the systems like ghost signals riding beneath the legitimate data.

Marin pointed at one of them.

“That’s the signature Charlotte felt,” she said.

Leo studied the pattern.

“It’s in the grid?”

“Not exactly,” Marin replied. “It’s riding the grid.”

She expanded the visualization.

The crimson signal appeared again, branching across electrical infrastructure like a shadow nervous system.

Charlotte felt the metallic tang return to the back of her throat.

“It’s everywhere,” she said quietly.

Leora Hale stepped closer, her historian’s instincts already moving through possibilities.

“That level of integration isn’t accidental,” she said. “Someone built this to interface with modern infrastructure.”

Sebastian nodded.

“And whoever built it understood both technology and symbolic systems.”

Kieran looked between them.

“You’re saying this thing is part machine and part curse.”

“Exactly,” Marin said.

She rotated the projection again, isolating the energy around President Castillo’s silhouette.

The aura around the man’s biofield pulsed with precise geometry—concentric rings of sigils that rotated slowly in opposite directions.

Each ring carried its own rhythm.

Each rhythm synchronized with a different portion of the global grid.

Ayla folded her arms.

“That’s not just dangerous,” she said.

“That’s elegant.”

Marin didn’t disagree.

“The architecture is sophisticated,” she said. “Too sophisticated to be improvised.”

Mason leaned forward.

“So someone planned this.”

“Yes,” Marin said.

“And they planned it carefully.”

Sparrow drifted around the table, examining the projection from different angles. Her avatar’s eyes glowed faintly as she processed the incoming data streams.

“Helix has finished cross-referencing infrastructure consultants with known psychic anomalies,” she said.

“Results?”

Sparrow flicked a finger.

Three names appeared in the air.

Two disappeared immediately as Helix eliminated them.

One remained.

Dr. Charles Sinclair.

Sebastian exhaled slowly.

“I’ve heard that name.”

Leora glanced at him.

“Where?”

“Energy infrastructure conferences,” Sebastian said. “He was considered a genius.”

Marin pulled up Sinclair’s file.

A photograph materialized above the table.

A man in his early fifties stared calmly out of the projection—sharp features, silver-threaded hair, and the quiet confidence of someone accustomed to solving problems that other people didn’t understand.

His résumé scrolled beside the image.

Electrical systems engineering.

Grid resilience architecture.

International infrastructure consulting.

Leo whistled softly.

“That’s not a random suspect.”

“No,” Marin agreed.

“That’s someone who understands how the world stays powered.”

Mason studied the photograph.

“And apparently someone who figured out how to turn that knowledge into a weapon.”

Charlotte stepped closer to the table.

The moment she looked at Sinclair’s image, her senses stirred again.

Not a vision.

Not yet.

But a faint ripple of recognition.

“He believes this is necessary,” she said quietly.

Everyone turned toward her.

“You’re getting something?” Mason asked.

Charlotte nodded slowly.

“Not details,” she said. “Just intent.”

She touched the projection again.

The signal vibrated against her senses.

“He doesn’t see this as murder.”

Sebastian frowned.

“Then what does he see it as?”

Charlotte met his gaze.

“Correction.”

The word settled heavily across the room.

Sparrow tilted her head.

“Well that’s comforting,” she said. “A man attempting to collapse global infrastructure believes he’s performing community service.”

Marin scrolled further through Sinclair’s history.

“He spent twenty years designing fail-safe systems for power grids,” she said.

“That explains the infrastructure knowledge,” Mason said.

“Yes,” Marin replied.

“But it also means he understands every redundancy the system has.”

Leo looked at the web of crimson signals again.

“So if the grid collapses...”

“...it stays collapsed,” Marin finished.

Kieran rubbed the back of his neck.

“Cities would go dark.”

Ayla added quietly, “Hospitals.”

“Air traffic,” Leo said.

“Water treatment,” Leora said.

Sebastian finished the thought.

“Everything.”

The implications stretched across the War Room like a shadow.

Mason broke the silence.

“What’s the timeline on Castillo?”

Marin adjusted the display again.

A second projection appeared beside the countdown.

President Alejandro Castillo stood at a podium inside a conference hall in Washington, D.C.

International Energy Consortium Summit.

The event was being broadcast live across several global news networks.

Castillo spoke calmly into a cluster of microphones.

Behind him hung the flags of multiple nations.

Mason watched the feed for a moment.

“He looks fine.”

“For now,” Marin said.

She enlarged the man’s biofield projection.

The rotating sigils tightened around Castillo’s aura like a mechanical cage.

“The hex is dormant until certain conditions are met,” she explained.

“Such as?” Leo asked.

“Trauma,” Marin said.

“Physical stress. Medical intervention. Environmental interference.”

Ayla frowned.

“So anything that could happen to a human being.”

“Yes.”

Marin pointed toward the projection.

“And the hex will actively manipulate events to make those conditions occur.”

Charlotte closed her eyes briefly.

The feeling of the curse grew stronger the longer she remained near the signal.

“It wants him to die,” she said.

“More than that,” Sebastian added.

“It wants the people protecting him to appear responsible.”

Sparrow folded her arms.

“That’s clever,” she said.

“Assassination attempts create chaos. But if the protection team appears guilty, trust collapses too.”

Marin nodded.

“The curse frames its own investigators.”

Mason glanced around the room.

“Which means the moment we step into this operation...”

“...the hex will try to make us look like assassins,” Leo finished.

“Correct,” Marin said.

A soft chime sounded from the Helix console.

Sparrow glanced toward it.

“Additional data,” she said.

“What kind?” Mason asked.

Sparrow expanded a new layer of projection.

Surveillance feeds from Washington appeared above the table—traffic cameras, satellite imagery, infrastructure sensors.

Every one of them carried the faint crimson distortion.

“The signal is already interacting with city infrastructure,” Sparrow said.

“How widespread?” Marin asked.

Sparrow zoomed out.

The distortion covered the entire Washington metropolitan area.

“It’s not just attached to Castillo,” Sparrow said.

“It’s embedded in the city.”

Charlotte felt the metallic taste intensify again.

“That’s not the whole story,” she said.

Everyone looked at her.

“What do you mean?” Mason asked.

Charlotte focused on the signal one more time.

For a brief moment the projection dissolved.

In its place she saw something else.

A second structure.

Buried deep beneath layers of electricity and steel.

A knot of energy tied into the grid itself.

Her eyes snapped open.

“There’s another anchor.”

Marin looked up sharply.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.”

Charlotte pointed at the projection.

“The curse is tied to Castillo’s life force.”

Then she gestured toward the grid network.

“But it’s also tied to something else.”

Sebastian leaned forward.

“A secondary structure?”

Charlotte nodded.

“Something inside the electrical system.”

Sparrow processed the information instantly.

Her avatar flickered as she ran a series of calculations.

“Cross-referencing grid infrastructure for anomalous energy signatures,” she said.

A moment later a new location appeared on the holographic map.

Southwest Washington.

A hardened facility complex.

Marin read the label that appeared beside it.

“Potomac Grid Authority Control Facility.”

Leora looked impressed.

“That place coordinates electrical distribution for the entire capital region.”

Leo nodded slowly.

“And now it might be hosting a psychic bomb.”

The countdown above the table ticked downward again.

72 hours.

11 minutes.

03 seconds.

Mason straightened.

“All right.”

He looked around the table at the Circle.

“We have a cursed world leader in Washington, a rogue engineer who understands global infrastructure, and a secondary anchor buried somewhere inside the power grid.”

He tapped the projection of Sinclair’s face.

“And we have exactly three days to stop him.”

Sparrow smiled faintly.

“Seventy-one hours and fifty-nine minutes, actually.”

Mason gave her a look.

“Thank you for that.”

She shrugged.

“Accuracy is important.”

Marin dismissed several data layers and replaced them with a clean operational map.

“If we’re going to intervene,” she said, “we need to get to Washington immediately.”

Leo nodded.

“Castillo’s security detail won’t understand what they’re dealing with.”

“Exactly,” Mason said.

He turned toward Sparrow.

“Prep the jet.”

Sparrow’s avatar flickered briefly as she interfaced with the aircraft systems in the hangar above them.

“Stealth jet preflight already underway,” she said.

Marin raised an eyebrow.

“You anticipated that?”

Sparrow smiled.

“I had a feeling tonight was going to get interesting.”

Orion Vale stepped forward beside the table.

“If we’re deploying the aircraft,” he said, “I’ll prepare the interior.”

Mason nodded.

“Expand the quarters.”

Orion’s abilities made the stealth jet far more than transportation.

Within the aircraft’s interior, he could fold space into small pocket dimensions—rooms that existed slightly outside normal geometry.

Private sleeping quarters.

Operational stations.

Even temporary containment areas.

It meant the team could operate for days without needing outside lodging.

Marin added another instruction.

“We’re bringing the SUVs.”

Mason nodded.

“Both of them.”

The two Black Tactical SUVs normally stored in Helix Hollow’s vehicle bay were not ordinary transport.

They carried adaptive suspension systems, resonance dampeners, drone launchers, and Helix-linked augmented reality windshields that allowed real-time tactical overlays.

In Washington they would need mobility.

Sparrow confirmed instantly.

“The rear aircraft hangar is open. Vehicle lift systems are already active.”

Leo cracked a faint smile.

“You really did see this coming.”

Sparrow’s eyes glinted.

“I’ve known Mason long enough to anticipate his travel plans.”

Mason ignored the remark.

“How fast can we be airborne?”

Sparrow checked the jet systems.

“Twenty minutes.”

Marin closed the holographic projection.

The crimson countdown lingered above the table for a moment longer.

72 hours.

9 minutes.

47 seconds.

Then it faded.

The War Room lights brightened slightly as the projection disappeared.

The Circle stood in silence for a moment.

Charlotte looked around the room at the team.

Seventeen people.

Each carrying abilities that most of the world would never understand.

Some missions had been dangerous.

Some had been terrifying.

This one carried a different weight.

The lights of every city on Earth depended on them.

Mason turned toward the exit corridor.

“Gear up,” he said.

He paused at the doorway and looked back at the team.

“Because once we leave Houston...”

His gaze moved to the fading projection of Washington hovering above the table.

“...we’re not coming back until this curse is gone.”

The Circle moved.

The mission had begun.

The corridors of Helix Hollow came alive the moment Mason gave the order.

Soft white lighting brightened automatically along the operations level as the Circle moved through the underground complex with quiet efficiency. The headquarters had been designed not just as a refuge but as a launch platform—every corridor, lift shaft, and equipment bay built to shift from calm to crisis in seconds.

Tonight it did.

Boots echoed along polished concrete as the team dispersed toward their preparation areas.

Charlotte walked beside Mason through the primary operations corridor, the lingering sensation of the curse still brushing faintly against her senses.

“You felt something else,” Mason said.

It wasn’t a question.

Charlotte glanced at him.

“You always notice that?”

“Usually.”

She exhaled slowly.

“The hex isn’t just powerful,” she said.

“It’s patient.”

Mason frowned slightly.

“Explain.”

Charlotte tried to find the right words.

“When I touched the signal, I expected resistance,” she said. “Most curses push back when someone tries to examine them.”

“And this one didn’t?”

“No.”

Charlotte stopped briefly beside a reinforced doorway that led toward the Mirror Chamber.

“It welcomed the contact.”

Mason studied her.

“That sounds intentional.”

“It is.”

Charlotte’s gaze drifted toward the ceiling as if she could see the distant Washington skyline through layers of earth and steel.

“The curse wants investigators.”

Mason’s voice lowered.

“Why?”

Charlotte shook her head.

“I don’t know yet.”

She hesitated.

“But it feels like whoever built it wanted someone capable to try and stop it.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” Mason said.

Charlotte met his eyes.

“Unless the attempt to stop it is part of the design.”

The implication hung between them for a moment.

Then Mason nodded once.

“We’ll deal with that when we get there.”

Charlotte allowed herself a small smile.

“That’s usually how you handle things.”

Mason continued walking toward the vehicle bay.

“Works so far.”

Across the operations level, Marin Vale moved through her laboratory with rapid precision.

Her workstation glowed with layered holographic interfaces as she assembled several compact devices from a rack of sigil-etched components.

The Aegis Null Relay units.

Each device was roughly the size of a handheld radio. Inside the casing, intricate circuits interwove with etched spiral glyphs designed to translate unstable psychic resonance into stable electrical command signals.

Marin activated the first unit.

A faint blue glow pulsed across its surface.

“Calibration holding,” she murmured.

Sparrow appeared beside her, her avatar leaning casually against the edge of the workstation.

“You’re building a translator between a curse and modern technology,” Sparrow said.

Marin didn’t look up.

“Yes.”

“That sounds complicated.”

“It is.”

“Comforting.”

Marin finally glanced at her.

“You have something useful to report?”

Sparrow lifted a finger.

The lab’s central display flickered to life, showing a three-dimensional rendering of the stealth jet waiting in Helix Hollow’s upper hangar.

Ground crews moved around the aircraft as automated systems completed preflight diagnostics.

The jet itself was a sleek triangular craft with smooth matte surfaces designed to scatter radar signals and absorb electronic detection.

More importantly, its systems were tightly integrated with Helix.

“Preflight checks complete,” Sparrow said. “Stealth field generators operating at full efficiency.”

The projection rotated.

The aircraft’s rear section opened to reveal the hangar compartment.

Inside, two Black Tactical SUVs were already being secured in place by hydraulic clamps.

Marin nodded approvingly.

“Vehicle uplinks?”

“Fully synchronized with Helix,” Sparrow said. “Augmented reality windshields calibrated. Drone bays loaded. Resonance dampeners functioning.”

Marin slid the final relay device into a padded case.

“Good.”

Sparrow tilted her head slightly.

“You know the curse will attempt to sabotage anything we bring near it.”

“Yes.”

“And you’re still confident these devices will work?”

Marin gave a faint smile.

“They only need to work long enough.”

Sparrow considered that.

Then she nodded.

“Fair.”

Elsewhere in Helix Hollow, Orion Vale stood inside the aircraft hangar itself.

The stealth jet loomed overhead beneath the cavernous ceiling of the underground launch chamber. Support gantries surrounded the craft while automated systems prepared it for departure.

Orion stepped through the open boarding ramp and into the aircraft interior.

The cabin was spacious by conventional standards.

But Orion had other plans.

He closed his eyes briefly and raised his hand.

The air inside the aircraft rippled.

Not dramatically.

Not violently.

Just a quiet distortion, like heat shimmering above pavement.

Then the cabin walls shifted.

Space folded outward.

Corridors extended where none had existed before. Small rooms formed along the aircraft’s interior structure—each one a carefully shaped pocket dimension that borrowed volume from a place slightly outside conventional geometry.

Sleeping quarters.

Planning rooms.

Storage compartments.

All contained within the same aircraft frame.

Orion lowered his hand.

The distortion faded.

To an outside observer the aircraft looked exactly the same.

Inside, however, it had become something entirely different.

A mobile headquarters.

He nodded to himself and exited the jet.

As he stepped back onto the hangar floor, Leo Mbeki and Selene Ashcroft approached from the vehicle bay corridor.

Leo glanced toward the aircraft interior.

“You finished already?”

Orion nodded.

“Seventeen quarters.”

Selene smiled faintly.

“Efficient.”

Leo looked toward the SUVs secured inside the aircraft.

“Those vehicles are going to get a workout in Washington.”

Selene nodded.

“Urban environments always do.”

The three of them walked toward the boarding ramp together.

In the meditation chamber, Sebastian Ryss stood with his hand resting lightly against the polished surface of an ancient artifact secured within a containment field.

The object resembled a carved stone disk etched with spiral glyphs older than any modern language.

He wasn’t activating it.

He was simply listening.

Psychometry allowed him to read the echoes left behind by contact.

The curse Charlotte had sensed carried a faint resonance similar to older symbolic systems.

Sebastian closed his eyes.

For a moment he felt the whisper of ancient mathematics beneath the Martyrdom Hex.

Not the original structure.

But something derived from it.

Twisted.

Repurposed.

His eyes opened.

“Interesting,” he murmured.

Leora Hale entered the chamber quietly behind him.

“You felt it too.”

Sebastian nodded.

“The sigil architecture isn’t modern.”

Leora crossed her arms thoughtfully.

“Sinclair must have studied historical glyph structures.”

“Yes.”

Sebastian looked toward the containment field.

“And he improved them.”

Leora frowned.

“That’s troubling.”

Sebastian smiled faintly.

“Fortunately, we also know how they work.”

They turned toward the exit corridor together.

Elsewhere, Nyla and Levi Jones moved through the operations level gathering equipment for the mission.

Levi slung a compact gear bag over his shoulder.

“You think this Sinclair guy knows we’re coming?”

Nyla considered the question.

“If he understands the curse he built...”

She shrugged slightly.

“...he might.”

Levi grinned.

“Good.”

Nyla glanced at him.

“Why good?”

“Because I hate surprises.”

They reached the elevator that led toward the hangar level.

The doors opened silently.

As they stepped inside, Levi added one more thought.

“Actually,” he said.

“I still hate surprises.”

Back in the War Room, Mason and Charlotte returned to find the rest of the team assembling for departure.

Sparrow stood beside the holographic table, watching the last traces of the countdown projection.

Marin entered the room moments later carrying the padded relay case.

“Everything ready?” Mason asked.

“Ready as it’s going to be,” Marin replied.

Sparrow gestured toward the projection.

The countdown reappeared.

72 hours.

1 minute.

12 seconds.

Charlotte studied it carefully.

“The curse is stable for now.”

“For now,” Mason repeated.

He looked around the room.

Seventeen people stood before him.

Different skills.

Different backgrounds.

Different powers.

But one team.

“All right,” Mason said.

“Let’s go save the world.”

Sparrow smiled faintly.

“Again.”

The team moved toward the corridor that led to the aircraft hangar.

Above them, automated launch systems activated.

The stealth jet’s engines began their quiet startup cycle.

Moments later the Circle boarded the aircraft.

Inside, Orion’s expanded interior spaces stretched into view.

Private quarters lined the corridor.

Operational stations glowed softly along the walls.

Marin moved directly to the mobile War Room console at the center of the aircraft.

Sparrow’s avatar flickered beside her.

“Flight path locked,” Sparrow said.

“Destination?”

Marin answered without hesitation.

“Washington, D.C.”

The rear ramp sealed.

Hydraulic clamps released the two SUVs in preparation for launch storage.

Outside, the massive hangar doors at Helix Hollow open.

Far above, the Texas night sky waited.

Mason took a seat near the cockpit as the engines powered up.

Charlotte stood beside him, gazing through the forward viewport.

“You’re thinking about the curse,” Mason said.

“Yes.”

“What about it?”

Charlotte spoke quietly.

“It feels like a trap.”

Mason didn’t look away from the runway lights ahead.

“Most of our missions do.”

“This one is different.”

Charlotte watched the countdown hovering above Marin’s console.

“It’s almost like Sinclair expects us.”

Mason’s expression remained calm.

“Then we’ll try not to disappoint him.”

The stealth jet began rolling forward.

Its engines produced almost no sound as the craft accelerated down the underground launch tunnel.

Moments later the aircraft burst into the open sky above Houston.

Cloaking systems activated instantly.

The jet vanished from radar and satellite detection.

Inside the cabin, Sparrow monitored the systems with quiet satisfaction.

“Stealth field stable,” she said.

“Course locked.”

The aircraft climbed higher, angling northeast.

Washington awaited.

Behind them, the lights of Houston shrank into distant constellations.

Ahead of them, the countdown continued its relentless descent.

71 hours.

59 minutes.

58 seconds.

And somewhere in Washington, President Alejandro Castillo finished his speech and stepped away from the podium, unaware that the most dangerous weapon ever built around him had already begun to tighten.

The Circle’s aircraft cut silently through the darkness toward the capital.

The world’s power grid hung in the balance.
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​Chapter 02: A Death That Turns the Lights Off
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The stealth jet climbed through the upper atmosphere with the smooth inevitability of something that had been built for exactly this moment.

Below the aircraft, the sprawling lights of Houston drifted farther away with every passing second. Within minutes they had faded into the horizon entirely, replaced by a dark expanse broken only by scattered clusters of towns glowing against the Texas night.

Inside the aircraft, the Circle had already settled into motion.

Orion’s spatial architecture had transformed the interior into a compact operations hub. The expanded corridor ran through the center of the craft, with individual pocket-dimension quarters branching from either side like quiet alcoves carved from folded space. Each room was modest but comfortable—sleeping space, storage compartments, and enough privacy for the long hours ahead.

At the center of the aircraft, Marin’s mobile War Room console glowed with layered holographic projections.

The countdown hovered above it.

71 hours.

52 minutes.

13 seconds.

Marin watched the timer carefully while streams of data flowed across the projection surface.

Power grid telemetry.

Security protocols.

International infrastructure feeds.

Helix pulled everything it could legally—and illegally—observe from Washington’s systems.

Beside her, Sparrow leaned casually against the edge of the projection table, her avatar studying the information with analytical precision.

“Washington infrastructure is already showing irregularities,” Sparrow said.

Marin glanced toward the city overlay that floated beside the countdown.

Small amber lights blinked across the map of Washington, D.C.

“What kind of irregularities?” Marin asked.

“Minor disturbances,” Sparrow said. “Voltage fluctuations. Sensor interference. Communications lag.”

Leo Mbeki stepped up beside the table.

“Sabotage?”

Sparrow shook her head.

“Not exactly.”

She expanded one of the blinking locations.

A power substation in Georgetown appeared in the projection.

The monitoring feed showed the system operating normally.

But the telemetry behind it was chaotic.

“Someone looking at that control panel would see everything functioning properly,” Sparrow explained.

“But the underlying data is behaving like the system is under attack.”

Leo folded his arms.

“That’s the curse.”

“Yes.”

Marin nodded slowly.

“The hex isn’t just attached to Castillo. It’s interacting with the grid around him.”

She enlarged the data streams further.

Thin crimson traces flickered across the infrastructure readings.

The same signature Charlotte had sensed earlier.

Leora Hale studied the pattern.

“That’s symbolic mathematics,” she said.

Marin glanced toward her.

“You’re sure?”

Leora nodded.

“Look at the intervals.”

She gestured toward the pulse spacing.

The energy signatures didn’t repeat evenly.

They followed a complex spiral pattern—one that mirrored ancient glyph structures used in older ritual systems.

Sebastian Ryss leaned closer.

“He turned the grid into a ritual network.”

“Exactly,” Leora said.

Instead of sacred ground, Sinclair had chosen something modern.

Electrical infrastructure.

Ayla Khoury shook her head in disbelief.

“That means every transformer is part of the curse.”

“Potentially,” Marin said.

She adjusted the holographic display again.

The entire eastern seaboard appeared before them.

Thousands of nodes glowed across the grid.

The crimson traces threaded through them like veins.

Leo exhaled slowly.

“If that signal discharges...”

“...the grid overloads everywhere at once,” Marin finished.

Charlotte stepped closer to the table.

The signal felt stronger now that they were moving toward its source.

It pressed faintly against her senses, like a low-frequency vibration traveling through the air.

“Sinclair designed this to cascade,” she said.

Mason turned toward her.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning the first failure triggers the next one.”

Charlotte gestured toward the web of power nodes.

“One transformer overload becomes ten.”

“Ten becomes a hundred.”

“And then the entire system collapses.”

The War Room console dimmed slightly as Helix recalculated probabilities.

Sparrow glanced toward the updated projection.

“Helix now estimates global infrastructure collapse within seven minutes of the initial discharge.”

Leo looked at the map.

“That’s barely enough time to understand what’s happening.”

Marin nodded grimly.

“That’s the point.”

Across the aircraft cabin, Caleb Sterling sat quietly in one of the observation chairs, watching the projections with focused concentration.

His telepathic abilities allowed him to sense subtle emotional undercurrents in a room.

Right now those currents were sharp.

Determination.

Concern.

Focus.

But beneath them all lingered a faint thread of something else.

Anticipation.

The curse wanted opposition.

Charlotte had felt it earlier.

Caleb could feel it now.

He leaned forward slightly.

“Something about this doesn’t add up.”

Mason glanced toward him.

“Go on.”

Caleb gestured toward the countdown.

“If Sinclair wanted to assassinate Castillo, there are easier ways to do it.”

Everyone in the room knew he was right.

A sniper.

A poison.

An engineered accident.

None of those required a global-scale curse.

Marin considered the thought.

“Which means assassination isn’t his primary objective.”

Leora finished the idea.

“He wants the world to witness the consequences.”

Sebastian nodded slowly.

“Public martyrdom.”

Ayla frowned.

“That explains the framing aspect.”

Everyone looked toward her.

She continued.

“If the curse makes the protection team appear responsible for Castillo’s death...”

“...then the world sees betrayal,” Leo said.

Charlotte added quietly, “And panic spreads faster.”

Mason studied the projection again.

Sinclair hadn’t built a weapon.

He had built a spectacle.

And the world would be his audience.

The aircraft cabin fell silent for a moment.

Outside the forward viewport, the dark curve of the continent stretched beneath them as the jet continued its silent flight northeast.

Inside the cockpit, the pilot—an automated Helix flight system overseen by Sparrow—adjusted course slightly.

The jet accelerated.

Back in the cabin, Marin brought up a new projection.

President Castillo’s schedule appeared in the air.

“He’s attending the International Energy Consortium summit tonight,” she said.

A series of locations appeared beneath the schedule.

Conference halls.

Private diplomatic meetings.

Security transit routes.

Leo whistled softly.

“That’s a lot of movement.”

“Exactly,” Mason said.

“Which gives the curse multiple opportunities.”

Charlotte watched the schedule scroll past.

Something about the timing felt wrong.

“Where is he staying tonight?”

Marin pulled up the security briefing.

“The Willard InterContinental.”

Leora nodded immediately.

“That hotel has hosted diplomats for over a century.”

“Which means it’s heavily secured,” Leo added.

“Yes,” Marin said.

“But security systems are exactly the kind of infrastructure the curse can manipulate.”

Charlotte closed her eyes briefly.

The sensation returned again.

That faint invitation beneath the curse’s structure.

“Sinclair doesn’t need to attack Castillo directly,” she said.

Everyone turned toward her.

“He just needs the environment around Castillo to fail.”

Sparrow snapped her fingers.

“Medical equipment.”

Ayla added, “Elevators.”

Leo said, “Vehicles.”

Marin finished the thought.

“Anything capable of becoming a lethal accident.”

Mason looked around the cabin.

“That’s how the hex frames the protection team.”

The silence that followed carried a heavy understanding.

Every protective measure they took would become a potential weapon.

Caleb spoke quietly from his chair.

“And if enough of those ‘accidents’ happen...”

“...people start believing someone inside the security detail is responsible,” Sebastian said.

“Exactly.”

Caleb’s voice was calm, but the implication was clear.

Sinclair’s curse wasn’t just engineering death.

It was engineering suspicion.

Mason turned back to Marin.

“How far out are we?”

Marin glanced toward the flight telemetry.

“Two hours to Washington.”

Sparrow smiled faintly.

“Assuming I don’t shave a few minutes off the route.”

Mason allowed himself a small grin.

“By all means.”

Sparrow winked.

“Already working on it.”

The aircraft adjusted its trajectory again, slipping higher into the upper atmosphere where commercial radar systems rarely scanned.

Below them, the dark landscape shifted as the jet crossed state lines.

The countdown continued to tick.

71 hours.

33 minutes.

14 seconds.

Charlotte watched the numbers descend.

Somewhere ahead of them, Dr. Charles Sinclair waited.

And if Charlotte’s instincts were right, he had been waiting for them long before Helix ever detected the anomaly.

The stealth jet climbed through the upper atmosphere with the smooth inevitability of something that had been built for exactly this moment.

Below the aircraft, the sprawling lights of Houston drifted farther away with every passing second. Within minutes they had faded into the horizon entirely, replaced by a dark expanse broken only by scattered clusters of towns glowing against the Texas night.

Inside the aircraft, the Circle had already settled into motion.

Orion’s spatial architecture had transformed the interior into a compact operations hub. The expanded corridor ran through the center of the craft, with individual pocket-dimension quarters branching from either side like quiet alcoves carved from folded space. Each room was modest but comfortable—sleeping space, storage compartments, and enough privacy for the long hours ahead.

At the center of the aircraft, Marin’s mobile War Room console glowed with layered holographic projections.

The countdown hovered above it.

71 hours.

52 minutes.

13 seconds.

Marin watched the timer carefully while streams of data flowed across the projection surface.

Power grid telemetry.

Security protocols.

International infrastructure feeds.

Helix pulled everything it could legally—and illegally—observe from Washington’s systems.

Beside her, Sparrow leaned casually against the edge of the projection table, her avatar studying the information with analytical precision.

“Washington infrastructure is already showing irregularities,” Sparrow said.

Marin glanced toward the city overlay that floated beside the countdown.

Small amber lights blinked across the map of Washington, D.C.

“What kind of irregularities?” Marin asked.

“Minor disturbances,” Sparrow said. “Voltage fluctuations. Sensor interference. Communications lag.”

Leo Mbeki stepped up beside the table.

“Sabotage?”

Sparrow shook her head.

“Not exactly.”

She expanded one of the blinking locations.

A power substation in Georgetown appeared in the projection.

The monitoring feed showed the system operating normally.

But the telemetry behind it was chaotic.

“Someone looking at that control panel would see everything functioning properly,” Sparrow explained.

“But the underlying data is behaving like the system is under attack.”

Leo folded his arms.

“That’s the curse.”

“Yes.”

Marin nodded slowly.

“The hex isn’t just attached to Castillo. It’s interacting with the grid around him.”

She enlarged the data streams further.

Thin crimson traces flickered across the infrastructure readings.

The same signature Charlotte had sensed earlier.

Leora Hale studied the pattern.

“That’s symbolic mathematics,” she said.

Marin glanced toward her.

“You’re sure?”

Leora nodded.

“Look at the intervals.”

She gestured toward the pulse spacing.

The energy signatures didn’t repeat evenly.

They followed a complex spiral pattern—one that mirrored ancient glyph structures used in older ritual systems.

Sebastian Ryss leaned closer.

“He turned the grid into a ritual network.”

“Exactly,” Leora said.

Instead of sacred ground, Sinclair had chosen something modern.

Electrical infrastructure.

Ayla Khoury shook her head in disbelief.

“That means every transformer is part of the curse.”

“Potentially,” Marin said.

She adjusted the holographic display again.

The entire eastern seaboard appeared before them.

Thousands of nodes glowed across the grid.

The crimson traces threaded through them like veins.

Leo exhaled slowly.

“If that signal discharges...”

“...the grid overloads everywhere at once,” Marin finished.

Charlotte stepped closer to the table.

The signal felt stronger now that they were moving toward its source.

It pressed faintly against her senses, like a low-frequency vibration traveling through the air.

“Sinclair designed this to cascade,” she said.

Mason turned toward her.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning the first failure triggers the next one.”

Charlotte gestured toward the web of power nodes.

“One transformer overload becomes ten.”

“Ten becomes a hundred.”

“And then the entire system collapses.”

The War Room console dimmed slightly as Helix recalculated probabilities.

Sparrow glanced toward the updated projection.

“Helix now estimates global infrastructure collapse within seven minutes of the initial discharge.”

Leo looked at the map.

“That’s barely enough time to understand what’s happening.”

Marin nodded grimly.

“That’s the point.”

Across the aircraft cabin, Caleb Sterling sat quietly in one of the observation chairs, watching the projections with focused concentration.

His telepathic abilities allowed him to sense subtle emotional undercurrents in a room.

Right now those currents were sharp.

Determination.

Concern.

Focus.

But beneath them all lingered a faint thread of something else.

Anticipation.

The curse wanted opposition.

Charlotte had felt it earlier.
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