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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- Beneath the Stillness
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Savannah had learned how to disguise its secrets.

It did so with charm and rhythm, with Spanish moss draped like lace over iron gates and brick paths worn smooth by centuries of footsteps. It offered music drifting from open windows, tour guides reciting ghost stories with rehearsed smiles, and the steady, reassuring creak of trolleys that made the city feel alive even when it was standing perfectly still.

But Captain June Avery knew better.

She stood at the tall window of her corner office on the third floor of the Savannah Police Department, watching the early morning light spill across Oglethorpe Avenue. The city below was waking up in pieces—delivery trucks easing into alleys, joggers moving like shadows along the sidewalks, the distant cry of gulls riding the river air inland.

It should have felt ordinary.

Instead, it felt... paused.

Avery had learned to recognize that feeling long ago, back when she was still a detective chasing fresh blood instead of decades-old ghosts. The wrong kind of quiet wasn’t an absence of sound—it was a tension beneath it, like the held breath before something went wrong.

She lifted her coffee, took a sip, and realized it had gone cold.

Setting the mug aside, she turned back to her desk.

The photographs were laid out with care, arranged in a grid that mirrored the discipline of the mind that had placed them there. No overlaps. No clutter. Just clean lines and deliberate spacing, as if disorder itself might contaminate what they represented.

Bones.

Not skeletons—arrangements.

Femurs curved into spirals. Ribs fanned outward like petals. Vertebrae stacked in measured arcs. At the center of each composition sat a disk of hardened clay, sometimes etched, sometimes smooth, always placed with intention.

The earliest photo was dated nineteen years earlier. The most recent, just under six months ago.

They had come from basements, forgotten lots, collapsed structures, and one shallow grave that had been written off as a botched burial until Avery took a second look. Different victims. Different eras. Different methods of concealment.

The same pattern.

Avery exhaled slowly and rubbed at the bridge of her nose. She had lost count of how many times she had rearranged these photographs over the last week, hoping the pattern would dissolve under scrutiny. It never did.

Patterns didn’t care whether you wanted to see them.

They existed whether you acknowledged them or not.

She had taken over Cold Case five years earlier, inheriting a backlog that would have broken a lesser department. Savannah was old, layered, and stubborn about letting the past stay buried. Bodies turned up. Confessions fell apart. Evidence rotted in boxes labeled unsolved.

It was during one of those long, solitary nights—files spread across a folding table, rain ticking against the windows—that she had noticed it. Not the spiral itself at first, but the repetition. The way the scenes shared a reverence that didn’t belong in crime photography.

These weren’t dumpsites.

They were arrangements.

And someone—multiple someones, across decades—had taken their time.

The knock at her door snapped her attention back to the present.

Two sharp raps, followed by a softer third.

Avery glanced at the clock. Too early for that particular cadence. She straightened, crossed the office, and opened the door.

Detective Vargas stood in the hallway, his expression carefully neutral in the way younger detectives tried to emulate experience. He held a tablet under one arm, knuckles still raised from the knock.

“Captain,” he said. “You’re needed downstairs. Colonial Park crew called it in.”

Avery felt it immediately—the tightening low in her gut that never lied.

“Which crew?” she asked.

“Maintenance,” Vargas replied. “Stabilizing the brick path near the old south wall. Supervisor says they broke through into something that wasn’t on any of the historical maps.”

“Same section we flagged last week?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Avery closed her eyes for half a second. Just long enough to steady herself.

“What did they see?” she asked.

Vargas hesitated. “He wouldn’t say much over the radio. Just kept repeating that it didn’t look like a burial. Said it looked... intentional.”

That word again.

“Secure the site,” Avery said, already moving back into her office to grab her jacket. “Lock it down as a potential sinkhole or structural hazard. I don’t want tourists, media, or curious city council members anywhere near it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Tell forensics they’re on standby,” she added, pausing long enough to meet Vargas’s eyes. “But nobody touches anything. No photos leave the scene. No samples collected. I want eyes first.”

Vargas nodded once and turned on his heel.

When the hallway was empty again, Avery closed the door and leaned back against it, the weight of the moment settling over her shoulders.

Colonial Park.

Of all places.

The park sat on land that predated the city itself, a patchwork of history layered over older histories that never made it into textbooks. Burials had been moved, lost, rediscovered, moved again. The ground remembered more than it revealed.

She returned to her desk and stared at the photographs once more.

If the maintenance supervisor’s description was even half accurate, whatever lay beneath Colonial Park wasn’t just another data point.

It was an origin.

Avery reached for her phone.

Her thumb hovered over the screen longer than she liked to admit. There were people she could call—state consultants, academic specialists, behavioral profilers who liked to pretend they didn’t notice the gaps in their theories.

But she had already exhausted normal explanations.

She scrolled until she found the name she hadn’t touched in years.

Mason Ward.

The last time she’d seen him in person, he had still been wearing a badge, still operating within a system that pretended it could contain everything it encountered. He had been quiet even then, careful with his words, as if he knew the truth was something you had to ease into rather than announce.

He had helped her close a case no one else could explain. Not by offering answers—but by asking the right questions.

She pressed call.

The line rang once.

Twice.

“Captain Avery,” Mason said when he picked up. His voice hadn’t changed much—still steady, still grounded. “Either you miss me, or something’s gone sideways in Savannah.”

Avery released a breath. “It’s June,” she said. “And I don’t call unless I’ve already run out of normal options.”

There was a pause—not silence, but attention.

“Talk to me,” Mason said.

Avery turned back to her desk, eyes tracing the spirals as she spoke. She told him about the cold cases. The bone arrangements. The disks. The way each scene felt less like a crime and more like a message written in a language she didn’t speak.

She told him about Colonial Park.

“I know how this sounds,” she said finally. “I’m not telling my people ghosts did it. I’m just saying something’s wrong. And the last time I ignored that feeling, I lost a witness I never should’ve sent home.”

The pause on the other end of the line deepened.

“Send me what you have,” Mason said at last. “Photos. Coordinates. Any lab notes on the clay.”

“I can do that,” Avery said. “Where are you these days?”

“Houston.”

She frowned. “That’s a long way for a hunch.”

“Distance doesn’t always mean what it used to,” Mason replied. There was something in his tone now—familiar, careful. “You remember my consultant? The one who walked into that basement and told you which objects mattered before you’d even processed the scene?”

Avery did remember.

“The woman who made my forensic team rethink their entire methodology,” she said. “Hard to forget.”

“She’s my wife now,” Mason said. “And she’s stronger than she was back then. If you’re willing to step a little outside the manual, we’ll take a look.”

Avery closed her eyes briefly.

“I called you knowing exactly what that meant,” she said. “But this stays quiet. My people don’t need to see you materialize out of thin air—or however she does it.”

“Understood,” Mason said. “Clear your office. Thirty minutes. And June?”

“Yes?”

“Once we’re there,” he said, “this doesn’t leave the room unless we all agree it should.”

Avery looked at the photographs one last time.

“I’ll clear the hallway,” she said. “Door will be locked.”

She ended the call and stood very still.

Outside, Savannah continued waking up—unaware that something old had just been disturbed beneath its streets.

And somewhere under Colonial Park, whatever had been arranged so carefully long ago was no longer sleeping.

Captain June Avery did not like waiting.

It was a habit she’d developed early in her career—an intolerance for idle minutes when something unresolved hovered just out of reach. Waiting gave doubt room to stretch its legs. It invited second-guessing, memory, regret. All things she had learned to keep on a short leash.

But with Mason Ward, waiting was part of the equation.

She moved through her office with quiet efficiency, clearing the space in a way that would have looked ordinary to anyone watching. Files were slid into drawers. Loose papers were gathered and locked away. The photographs of bone spirals and clay disks were stacked carefully and placed back on her desk, aligned edge to edge as if their order might anchor them.

She paused at the wall mirror.

It wasn’t decorative. It wasn’t large. Just a simple rectangular mirror bolted into place years earlier, more habit than vanity. Avery had never liked mirrors much. They reflected too honestly—caught exhaustion you thought you’d hidden, doubt you hadn’t named yet.

She peeled back the case map that partially covered it and adjusted the angle so the mirror faced the center of the room.

Thirty minutes, Mason had said.

She checked her watch.

Twenty-seven.

Avery stepped into the hallway and motioned Vargas over with a tilt of her head.

“I’m heading out to Colonial Park shortly,” she said quietly. “I want you to keep the floor steady while I’m gone. No chatter, no speculation. Anyone asks, I’m coordinating with structural safety.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And Vargas,” she added, meeting his eyes. “If anyone tries to push past protocol today—city officials, reporters, whoever—you tell them the captain’s orders stand.”

He nodded. “Understood.”

She returned to her office, closed the door, and turned the deadbolt.

The click echoed louder than she expected.

The blinds were already drawn, the city muted into bands of gray light that cut across the walls. The office felt sealed now—not isolated, exactly, but insulated. Like the inside of a pressure chamber.

Avery moved to the window and looked out anyway.

Savannah flowed beneath her, unaware. Horse-drawn carriages waited for their first tourists. A jogger paused to retie a shoe. The river glinted dully beyond the rooftops.

Normal, she thought.

That was the lie cities told themselves.

She returned to her desk and sat, folding her hands together to keep them from reaching for the phone again. Mason had said thirty minutes. He had never been late before.

Her thoughts drifted backward, uninvited.

The case that had first put Mason Ward on her radar hadn’t been officially paranormal—or at least, no one had used that word in the reports. It had been labeled ritualistic homicide, the kind that drew armchair psychologists and cable news experts like moths.

The suspect had confessed.

Then recanted.

Then died in custody under circumstances that had never sat right with Avery.

Mason had been a consultant then, brought in through a federal channel that didn’t leave a clean paper trail. He hadn’t contradicted her team. He hadn’t dismissed their work. He had simply asked questions no one else thought to ask.

Why were certain items untouched?

Why did the killer avoid mirrors?

Why did the scene feel staged for someone who never arrived?

Charlotte Reigns had followed a day later.

She hadn’t spoken much. She’d walked the scene slowly, her eyes unfocused in a way that made Avery uneasy. When she finally stopped, she pointed—not at the body, but at an empty wall.

“That mattered,” she’d said.

It had taken Avery three weeks to realize why.

A subtle vibration hummed through the room.

Avery straightened.

The sound wasn’t audible—not in the traditional sense—but it pressed against her ears like a shift in air pressure. The hairs along her arms lifted.

She turned toward the mirror.

At first, nothing seemed different. Her reflection stared back—jaw tight, eyes alert, the faintest silver at her temples betraying the years she pretended not to feel.

Then the edges of the glass darkened.

Not shadow—depth.

The reflective surface thickened, the way water did when rain began to fall. Avery’s breath caught as the image of her office blurred, replaced by something else entirely.

A room she had never seen.

It was larger than her office, bathed in a soft blue-white glow that pulsed faintly from the walls themselves. Strange consoles lined the perimeter, surfaces alive with slow-moving symbols and translucent displays that rearranged themselves as if responding to unseen hands.

At the center of the mirrored image stood a woman.

Charlotte Reigns.

She stepped forward—and the mirror rippled like disturbed water.

Avery forced herself not to move.

Charlotte emerged smoothly, one hand brushing the frame as if steadying herself. She wore dark jeans, boots, and a fitted jacket, practical and unremarkable except for the way the air around her seemed to settle once she was fully through.

Mason followed a heartbeat later.

The transition was so seamless Avery’s mind rebelled against it, scrambling for explanations it didn’t have time to assemble.

And then it was over.

The mirror returned to stillness. The office was just an office again.

Avery exhaled slowly. “Still not sure I’ll ever get used to that.”

“You get used to the results,” Mason said, straightening his jacket. “The method stays weird.”

He offered her a familiar smile—small, steady, reassuring in its restraint.

Charlotte’s attention never lingered on Avery. Her gaze moved across the room with quiet intent, as though she were listening rather than looking. She paused near the desk, eyes flicking over the photographs Avery had stacked neatly.

“Thank you for clearing the space,” Charlotte said. Her voice was calm, but there was an undercurrent there—focus sharpened by something Avery couldn’t see. “Crowds distort first impressions.”

“I figured,” Avery replied. “Mason told me you already sensed something from the photos.”

Charlotte nodded once. “Distance dulls it. But not completely.”

Avery gestured for them to sit.

They took the chairs opposite her desk, Mason settling in with the ease of someone who knew when to be present and when to stay silent. Charlotte remained still, hands resting lightly on her knees.

Avery spread the photographs out again.

“These span almost twenty years,” she said. “Different perpetrators, different victims, different neighborhoods. No shared DNA. No consistent tool marks. But the layout—the care—it’s identical.”

Charlotte leaned forward slightly. Not touching. Just close enough.

“You didn’t see it all at once,” she said.

“No,” Avery admitted. “I saw fragments. Then echoes. It took time.”

“It always does,” Charlotte said softly.

Mason glanced between them. “Colonial Park is different.”

“Yes,” Avery said. “Maintenance broke through a sublayer beneath the brick path. The foreman said it wasn’t just bones. It was... deliberate. Larger than the others.”

Charlotte’s brow furrowed. “Older.”

“That’s my guess,” Avery said. “The park predates most of the city. Whatever’s down there may predate all of these.” She tapped the photos. “I kept it sealed under a structural hazard designation, but that won’t hold forever.”

Charlotte finally reached out and brushed her fingertips across one photograph.

The air shifted.

Not dramatically—just enough that Avery felt it in her chest, a subtle tightening like pressure before a storm. Charlotte’s pupils dilated. Her breath slowed.

“This wasn’t done willingly,” Charlotte murmured. “But it was done faithfully.”

Avery swallowed. “Faith in what?”

Charlotte pulled her hand back, her expression unreadable. “That’s what we need to find out.”

Mason stood. “We should go.”

Avery nodded and reached for her jacket. “I’ll drive. I can get you in without drawing attention.”

Mason hesitated. “Charlotte?”

Charlotte’s gaze lingered on the spiral one last time. Something tugged at her—not pain, not fear, but recognition.

“We’ll go the normal way from here,” she said. “No more shortcuts.”

Avery didn’t ask why.

As they moved toward the door, the city beyond the blinds seemed louder suddenly—more insistent. Savannah was fully awake now.

Beneath it, something else was waking too.

The drive to Colonial Park took less than ten minutes, but June Avery felt every second of it.

Savannah’s streets curved the way they always had—old decisions fossilized into brick and stone. Live oaks arched overhead, their Spanish moss stirring in the breeze like long, skeletal fingers. The city wore its history openly, proudly. It marketed its ghosts, sold them in guided tours and souvenir trinkets.

What Avery had learned over the years was that the real remnants of the past did not advertise themselves.

They waited.

She pulled her unmarked sedan through a temporary barricade and flashed her badge to the uniformed officer stationed at the edge of the park. He waved her through without question. The park was closed under the pretense of structural instability—an excuse that played well in a city built on layers of forgotten foundations.

The brick paths were cordoned off with yellow tape. Floodlights stood idle, not yet powered on, waiting for nightfall. A handful of officers lingered at a respectful distance, talking quietly, careful not to wander too close to the roped-off section near the eastern walkway.

Avery parked beside a city maintenance truck and stepped out.

The air felt heavier here.

Not humid—Savannah was always humid—but dense, as if sound itself had to work harder to move. Even the birds seemed quieter, their calls muted or redirected elsewhere.

Charlotte paused as soon as her boots hit the ground.

Mason noticed immediately. “You feel it.”

Charlotte nodded slowly. Her eyes tracked the park, not settling on any one point. “It’s layered,” she said. “Like sound trapped between walls that shouldn’t exist.”

Avery motioned them forward. “The break’s this way.”

They walked beneath the shade of the oaks, past headstones that predated the city’s modern borders. Colonial Park had been many things over the centuries—cemetery, mass grave, parade ground. Savannah had buried more than bodies here.

At the edge of the taped-off area, a foreman stood waiting. He looked relieved when he saw Avery, then confused when his gaze landed on Mason and Charlotte.

“These your consultants?” he asked.

“Yes,” Avery said smoothly. “They’ll observe only.”

The man nodded, clearly happy not to ask more questions. “It’s right there, Captain. We stopped as soon as we realized this wasn’t... normal.”

He gestured toward a section of brick where the ground dipped subtly inward, like a shallow breath taken by the earth itself. Several bricks had been removed, stacked neatly to one side. Beneath them, darkness waited.

Charlotte stopped a few feet from the opening.

Her breath caught.

Mason felt it this time too—a low vibration, like standing too close to heavy machinery. “That’s not just old,” he said. “That’s active.”

Charlotte crouched slowly, careful not to cross the boundary Avery had established. She did not touch the ground. She didn’t need to.

Beneath the surface, something stirred.

The spiral revealed itself gradually as their eyes adjusted—bone fragments arranged with unsettling precision, curved lines radiating outward from a central clay disk larger than any Avery had seen in the photographs. The remains were ancient, bleached smooth by time, yet positioned as if placed yesterday.

Reverent.

Intentional.

Avery felt her throat tighten. “It’s bigger than the others.”

“Yes,” Charlotte whispered. “And it’s not finished.”

The word settled heavily between them.

Charlotte straightened, her gaze lifting from the pit to the surrounding park. To the trees. The paths. The headstones.

“This isn’t just a site,” she said. “It’s a keystone.”

Mason’s jaw tightened. “Meaning?”

“Meaning everything built over this place has been resting on borrowed balance,” Charlotte replied. “And something has started collecting its due.”

Avery exhaled slowly. “Can we contain it?”

Charlotte didn’t answer right away. Her attention drifted inward, following threads only she could sense. The hum behind her ears intensified, a pressure that warned of deeper currents moving below conscious thought.

“Not quietly,” she said at last.

Avery looked at Mason. “You said distance wasn’t what it used to be.”

Mason nodded once. “If we escalate, we do it fast.”

Charlotte’s eyes flicked to him. “Helix will feel this.”

Almost as if summoned by her words, a faint vibration pulsed through the ground—so subtle Avery might have dismissed it if she hadn’t been watching Charlotte’s reaction.

Charlotte stiffened.

Her pupils flared.

“That’s not us,” she said sharply.

The spiral below them responded.

The clay disk at its center fractured with a soft, dry crack, splitting along lines that mirrored the pattern itself. A breath of cold air rose from the opening, carrying with it the unmistakable scent of old earth—and something else.

Something alive.

Avery stepped back instinctively. “All right,” she said, voice steady despite the spike of adrenaline in her chest. “That’s my cue.”

Mason was already moving. “I’m calling it in.”

Charlotte pressed her palm flat against the air, just above the pit. Not touching—listening.

“It knows it’s been seen,” she said. “And it’s answering.”

Avery keyed her radio. “Vargas, clear the perimeter. No one approaches this site without my say-so. And tell forensics to stand down.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Mason’s phone vibrated once in his hand. Then again.

Helix had awakened.

Far beneath Savannah’s quiet streets, something ancient shifted its weight.

And the city—unaware, unprepared—stood directly above it.
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Chapter 02 – The Pact Beneath the Bricks

[image: ]


The police sedan moved through Savannah like a needle through old cloth.

Its tires whispered over brick and stone that had been laid long before traffic laws, long before engines, long before anyone had considered the idea of speed. The city did not hurry. It endured. Live oaks leaned inward over the narrow streets, their branches forming vaulted corridors of green, Spanish moss drifting like ash that never quite finished falling.

Mason Ward sat in the front passenger seat, one arm resting loosely against the door, eyes tracking the city’s reflection in the side mirror rather than the road ahead. Savannah passed in fragments—iron balconies, shuttered windows, sun-bleached brick—each piece layered atop another century of decisions.

Behind him, Charlotte Reigns rode in silence.

She sat upright in the back seat, her posture relaxed but attentive, as if her body were only loosely tethered to the physical space it occupied. One hand hovered near the window, not touching the glass, fingers spread slightly as though feeling for changes in pressure or temperature that no instrument could detect.

Captain June Avery broke the quiet without turning around. “You holding up back there?”

Charlotte’s eyes didn’t open all the way when she answered. “I’m fine. Just... listening.”

Mason glanced at her reflection in the mirror. He knew that tone. It wasn’t fatigue. It wasn’t pain.

It was attunement.

“Listening to what?” Avery asked, her voice measured, professional. She had spent too many years interrogating witnesses and suspects to miss the difference between someone searching for words and someone choosing not to share all of them.

Charlotte’s lips curved faintly. Not a smile. Something closer to acknowledgment. “The city,” she said. “Savannah remembers more than it admits.”

Avery snorted quietly. “You’d get along with our tour guides.”

“This is different,” Charlotte replied. “Some places shout. Some places whisper. Savannah hums.”

Mason shifted in his seat. “And is that a good thing?”

Charlotte tilted her head, eyes opening just enough for him to see the faint dilation of her pupils. “Depends what it’s in harmony with.”

The sedan slowed as Colonial Park Cemetery came into view, its wrought-iron fence tracing a boundary between the living city and the accumulated weight of its dead. Even in daylight, the park carried a subdued gravity—rows of headstones standing at uneven angles, memorial plaques polished smooth by time and curious hands.

Tourists were conspicuously absent.

Instead, a sawhorse barricade blocked the main gate, and a single uniformed officer stood watch, hands resting casually on his belt. The yellow tape strung beyond the fence fluttered faintly in the breeze.

Avery rolled down her window and flashed her badge. “Maintenance inspection follow-up,” she said easily. “Structural issue flagged earlier this week. These are consultants from out of town.”

The officer nodded without hesitation and lifted the barricade enough to let them pass.

The moment the sedan crossed the threshold, Charlotte felt it.

The air changed—not in temperature, but in density. Sound softened at the edges, as if the city beyond the fence had been wrapped in felt. The hum she’d noticed earlier sharpened, its frequency shifting just enough to make the hair at the nape of her neck stir.

“This place is layered,” she murmured.

Avery parked along the path and cut the engine. “Everything in Savannah is layered,” she said as she stepped out. “We’ve paved over ourselves more times than I can count.”

Charlotte shook her head as she followed them out. “Not like this. This is... accumulation. So many endings in one small space. It’s like walking across pages of a book that never really finished writing itself.”

Mason closed the car door and scanned the perimeter, habit ingrained deeper than thought. “Sounds like a nightmare for city planners.”

Avery led them down the brick path, its surface buckled by roots that refused to stay buried. “You should hear the meetings.”

They reached the cordoned-off section near the eastern walkway, where bricks had been carefully removed and stacked to one side. Fresh dirt darkened the edges of the opening, and the faint scent of disturbed earth hung in the air.

Avery stopped a few feet back. “There,” she said quietly.

Mason and Charlotte stepped forward together and looked down.

The spiral lay revealed beneath the surface, its geometry immediately wrong in the way only intentional things could be. Ribs curved into arcs. Femurs anchored larger rings. Smaller bones nested between them with unsettling care, not tossed or hurried, but placed.

Centered in it all sat the clay disk.

Even from above, Charlotte could see the etched spirals carved into its surface—concentric grooves worn smooth by time but stained a stubborn reddish-brown that had not faded with the rest.

Blood, she thought. Once. Long ago.

Mason let out a slow breath. “That’s not in the handbook.”

Avery crossed her arms, jaw tight. “I’ve seen mass graves,” she said. “War crimes. Panic burials. This isn’t that. This looks like someone planned it.”

“Designed it,” Mason corrected. “With rules.”

Charlotte stepped closer to the tape and crouched, careful not to cross the boundary. She let her eyes unfocus, the physical world blurring just enough to allow another layer to bleed through.

Sound thinned.

The scent of soil rose sharp and wet, but beneath it lay older notes—stone dust, stagnant water, copper, and something faintly sweet, like flowers dried and forgotten between the pages of a book.

She extended one hand, fingers hovering just above the air over the spiral. She did not touch the bones. She didn’t need to.

Images brushed the edges of her awareness: hands lowering remains with trembling care, whispered phrases shaped by fear rather than faith, tears darkening clay.

“The people who did this,” she said softly, “weren’t celebrating.”

Avery leaned closer. “Then what were they doing?”

“Grieving,” Charlotte replied. “And binding. At the same time.”

Mason’s eyes flicked to the disk. “Binding
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