
​The Temporal Beacon 
A lighthouse that sees tomorrow, and the team that stops it
The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked

DAVID YORK

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright Page

[image: ]


The Temporal Beacon
A lighthouse that sees tomorrow, and the team that stops it
The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked
Copyright © 2025 by David York

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except for brief quotations used in reviews, critical articles, or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Published under The Psychic Multiverse™ brand.

https://psychicmultiverse.com/ 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the Series

[image: ]


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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PREFACE:  The Temporal Beacon

[image: ]


Long before the fog rolled in at Eider’s Point, the lighthouse had already begun to remember.

Not the storms that scoured its railings, or the decades of silence after its decommissioning—but something deeper, older, carved into its stones when the tower was first raised. Something that had waited too long for someone to speak the truth aloud.

The first sign was small. A buoy camera blinked and returned a frame from another day entirely.
The second sign came minutes later, when a local dispatch line logged a call it had last received in 1981.
By the time the third sign appeared—a brief reversal in the wind’s direction without a storm to cause it—the anomaly had already traveled too far to be dismissed.
The lighthouse wasn’t shining again.
It was replaying.
As if time, trapped inside its lantern room, had started pushing at the glass.
Helix Hollow saw the disturbance before anyone on the coast understood it. A tremor in the buoy network. A three-second gap in the telemetry. A harmonic sign that should not have existed in weather reporting software. A pattern forming itself—spiral, layered, insistent.

A signal the world did not have language for.

To most people, it was nothing.

To The Circle—the seventeen psychics tasked with protecting humanity from the unseen world—it was the kind of vibration that meant:
Someone’s past has refused to stay buried.
And something buried with it is trying to surface.
Temporal noise.
Cognitive resonance.
Predictions that didn’t belong to the future.
Charlotte felt the pull before the others did—an ache behind the eyes, the unmistakable hum of a reflection trying to attach itself to her. Marin recognized the signature immediately, a spiral that didn’t spin outward but inward, as though the lighthouse were looking for a match. And Mason, steady and unshakable, understood the truth behind the readings long before she spoke it aloud:

Whatever woke at Eider’s Point wasn’t calling for help.

It was calling for witnesses.

And when the first beam descended—when five people on the cliff were pulled into a vision that tasted like the future and the past stitched wrong—there was no turning back.
The Circle would have to go.
Not because the lighthouse was dangerous,
but because it was unfinished.
And when something unfinished remembers you,
it doesn’t stop.
Now, far from the safety of Helix Hollow, a handful of mourners gather on a fog-shrouded bluff.
A lantern sits on a driftwood crate.
A widow holds an urn.
And the lighthouse—dark for decades—draws its first thin line of light across the inside of its glass...
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Chapter 01: The Return of the Light
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The fog rolled in like a living thing—thick, cool, and purposeful—until the cliffs at Eider’s Point disappeared behind a gray scrim. The ocean kept breathing, steady and indifferent, its hush-hush rhythm muffled by the mist. On the bluff, where a scatter of white stones marked names swallowed by a violent storm seventy years ago, a small group stood around a weathered lantern set on a driftwood crate. They had come to say goodbye to a man who had never really left the lighthouse where he’d worked his last season.

A widow in a navy peacoat held an urn against her chest. Beside her, an old deckhand in a wool cap stared at the dark cylinder of the lighthouse that rose from the headland—black iron balcony, capped gallery, domed lantern room, all skeletal against a sky that felt too close. The railing moaned when the wind tested it. Somewhere down the rocks, a bell buoy tolled once, then fell silent, as if warned.

“He asked for the sea,” the widow whispered. “He said he was sorry.”

The deckhand wetted his lips and didn’t answer. Another man—lined face, hawk nose, the kind of broad-shouldered build that made him look younger until he moved—cleared his throat. “We all are,” he said. “We just didn’t know how to say it then.”

They were five in all. A ring of faces that had once been a crew: maintenance men and a junior engineer who’d come out here as teenagers, then again in their twenties, and once more, against orders, years later. Back when the lighthouse was slated for decommissioning. Back when a storm came fast and wrong. Back when a door jammed, when someone shouted to hold the hatch, when a bolt slid and wouldn’t slide back, when the wind spoke like God with salt on its tongue.

The widow loosened the urn’s lid. The wind didn’t take the ashes. The fog did. It swallowed gray into gray. Someone muttered that he could smell old oil, and heads turned toward the lighthouse, though it hadn’t burned whale oil in generations. The scent hung anyway—lantern glass warmed by flame, a trick of memory or the weather.

“Do it,” the deckhand said. “We need to do it.”

The widow nodded. She tipped the urn and the ashes webbed the stiff grass, a fine pepper on sea thrift and bladderwrack. What didn’t settle drifted out over the cliff, then down, vanishing into something softer than air.

The moment should have closed. Prayers, perhaps, a step back, the long walk along the path where gulls nested in the grass. Instead, a faint noise trembled through the fog that nobody recognized. An electric mosquito whine too high to be the buoy, too steady to be wind. The hinge of the maintenance hatch at the base of the lighthouse vibrated once, the way a jaw does when teeth are set hard.

All five turned in the same breath.

The lantern room above them, clouded glass blind for decades, found an inner color—then a pulse. Not light yet. Something like heat seen through air. It gathered the way storms gather, pulled from nothing, pulled from the old iron of the rail—the fog gleamed just enough to sketch the cage around the gallery. They heard the deckhand whisper a name, but not of God or the dead man. He said the name they had all learned to carry in their backs like a knot: the one who had not come home from the night the sea tried to climb the headland and the keeper’s house creaked like a ship.

“Back away,” the hawk-nosed man said. His voice came out hoarse, then sharp. “All of you, back—”

The lighthouse answered him.

A filament of white rose inside the lantern room, a hairline of brightness, as if drawn by someone inside a fogged pane with a small, patient finger. It sketched a spiral and closed it, then sketched a second, wider. Every eye lifted to it. The widow hugged the urn to her ribs as if the ashes needed warmth. The light thickened until it stopped being suggestion and became a living beam. It did not pour outward. It found them first.

The beam swirled on itself, not like a hand sweeping the sea so ships could see, but like breath fogging a mirror and then erasing it in circles. It made no sound. It cooled the air even though it glowed. When it moved, it didn’t cross the sky. It came down. A slow, deliberate descent, like a question lowered to join the living.

It touched the hawk-nosed man first. He didn’t flinch. He stood with his boots apart and his jaw square, as if stubbornness could be a barrier. The beam spiraled over his face, then shoulders, then chest. It paused. He blinked twice, as if something sharp had nicked the corner of his eye, and then his mouth opened—not to speak, but to inhale a breath that did not end. The light moved on, in the same wide circle, until it found the widow, washing over her cheeks and hands and the urn. She trembled. The deckhand held her elbow.

Then it reached all of them at once.

They did not see light. They entered it. In the same instant, without a signal between them, the five stood on a different cliff with the same bones beneath their feet. The fog was gone; day had been broken into panes of color that didn’t belong to the Atlantic. The sea yoked itself into a glossy plate and tilted, and the horizon shook, as if the world had nudged its shoulder against the lid of a box.

A siren wailed from somewhere that didn’t exist. A black wave humped itself far out and held, as if pinned to the sky by a god’s thumbnail. On the bluff, people ran, but each runner repeated—the same woman in yellow twice, then three times, then a crowd of her overlapping. The widow tried to call to them, but the sound of her voice turned to light and blew away like ash.

“Don’t move,” the hawk-nosed man said, but his voice came from a place that wasn’t his throat. He stood with a different coat on, a heavy orange jacket with reflective bands, and his mouth shaped the words sector clear although his mind had said don’t move. When he turned, a badge clipped to his chest read Harbor Safety Coordinator. He had never had that job.

The deckhand looked down at his hands and found them red to the wrists. He wiped them on his jeans and only smeared more red there, until he heard a child laugh and realized the stains were paint. He held a roller, and the wall in front of him was a kindergarten mural of ships and smiling suns. He had never painted, and he did not know the children who stood around him wearing paper hats with anchor stickers. A teacher cried somewhere offscreen—offshore—and kept saying, “It’s just a drill,” while her voice turned to raindrops that never hit the ground.

The widow saw the urn in her hands become a life ring. Saw the name on the ring change with each blink—first her husband’s, then the name of the man they had sealed in by accident, then her own maiden name, the one she hadn’t said aloud in forty years. She handed the ring out to someone who wasn’t there and pulled back only wind. The edge of the cliff dropped two inches lower, as if a giant had shaved it with a chisel.

They understood nothing and everything. The future did not arrive like a prophecy. It arrived the way a memory does when you smell a thing you haven’t smelled since you were eleven—sudden, entire, and above the chest. They felt where they would stand when the black wave took the lower cove. They tasted salt that would be on their tongues in four hours. They carried roles they had never chosen. Safety official. Volunteer. Caller of 9-1-1 who mispronounced the name of the road and sent a truck an extra three minutes the wrong way. Woman who stood in the path when a shingle flew and cut her scalp. Man who tripped over rope and made a stranger fall with him, and that stranger’s ankle broke on an unkind stone.

The beam released them.

Fog returned as if it had been sent to fetch them. The bell buoy, in patient mercy, gave one soft toll and no more. The hawk-nosed man gripped the rail until the iron squealed its complaint. The deckhand sat down hard and scrubbed his palms on the wet grass to rid them of paint. The widow put the urn inside her coat like a child. They were older than they had been five seconds ago. Every wrinkle they already owned had a story now, and this one rode on top of the stack.

“What was that?” the deckhand asked, but he asked the wind. The answer came from the lantern room, where the light withdrew into itself and drew that same small spiral, the one that had started it, the one that looked familiar because it belonged inside a person’s palm. The spiral hung on the glass like a frost pattern, then evaporated.

The hawk-nosed man took a step toward the gallery stairs. He paused when the widow said his name in a tone she had not used since they were twenty and dared each other into things. “Don’t go,” she said. “Please.”

He didn’t, because the fog did something that made his bones remember their weight: it breathed out. The breath pushed through the lighthouse door and came up against them, and in that breath was the metallic sigh of a chain running, the hush of a lens heavier than a man sliding in a cradle, and a hush-hush murmur below the base that did not belong to a tide or a generator.

“Someone’s in there,” the deckhand said.

“No,” the widow replied. “Something.”

They left in the same circle they had made to arrive—no one wanting to be last, no one willing to be first. Down the bluff path, the fog licked their faces and pulled back like a tide, and each of them carried a thought they didn’t share: If it comes again, I will be ready. They were lying. You cannot be ready for what sits inside your skull and remembers the future before you do.

By the time the path met the gravel lot, a low chitter of radios said the Coast Guard had been called from somewhere else along the point. Someone must have seen the beam and thought it a prank, or a flare, or a trick of fog. A gull’s cry sliced the air and ended in an abrupt cut, as if someone had scissored it in half. The five parted without handshake or promise. They did not plan it, but none of them looked back, which is another kind of planning. The bell buoy gave them that one last sound to carry to their cars.

Hours later and a continent away, in a subterranean room beneath a warehouse in Houston, Texas, a different bell sounded—soft and electronic, a consenting chime that meant a sensor had laid a finger on something it had been taught to notice.

Marin Vale didn’t look up at the sound; she’d been waiting for it. His hands already moved across the holographic array raised like a shallow crystal bowl above the table. One palm flattened, one turned up to catch the data blooming into readable lines. The fog at Eider’s Point existed here as numbers and graphs: a saturation metric, a temperature gradient, a magnetic drift that tried to look harmless and failed.

“Talk to me,” Mason Ward said. He stood upright, a solid post at the edge of the table, wearing the expression of a man who had learned long ago that calm can be contagious.

“Temporal noise,” Marin replied. “Soft at first—almost an afterimage. Then something stronger. A pulse, but not electromagnetic the way we know it.”

“Where?”

“Maine coast. Eider’s Point.” Marin pinched her finger and thumb together, and the hologram color-wheeled down to a cold blue cone around a latitude-longitude pair. “Abandoned lighthouse. Decommissioned, postponed, then abandoned. The signal spiked at eighteen minutes past nineteen local and drew a spiral signature before withdrawing.”

Charlotte Reigns was already moving before he finished speaking. She crossed behind Mason and leaned into the edge of the light, her eyes narrowing at the looped line floating over the map like a child’s silver bracelet. The shape wasn’t exact, but she knew it. Her fingertips tingled, and somewhere along her scalp a prickle began, the old familiar whisper of air when reflection thickens into a door.

“Spiral,” she said. “Not decorative.”

“No,” Marin agreed. “Stacked. Layered on itself as if it were... thinking. Or trying to match something it remembers.”

“Who else sees it?” Mason asked.

“Coast Guard has chatter, but nothing official yet. Local emergency frequency’s clean. The buoy network registered a harmonic anomaly and then went blind for eight seconds. That’s the part that bothers me.”

“Eight seconds,” Mason repeated. “Blind how?”

Marin turned her wrist and the archive peels flipped: buoy camera feeds, static, then a smear of light as if a lens had been pressed with a warm thumb. “Not power loss. More like... a misremembered moment. We lost telemetry from a working net as if time shrugged.”

Charlotte didn’t smile because it wasn’t that kind of good. But the smallest light warmed behind her eyes. “Temporal reflection,” she murmured. “Not a fold. A mirror.”

Mason caught the edge of her tone. He had learned to listen for it the way sailors learn to smell rain. “Meaning?”

“Meaning not a thing reaching in,” Charlotte said quietly. “A thing reaching out with what it’s already collected.”

“Collected from what?” Mason asked.

“From people,” Charlotte said. “From whoever was there when it woke.”

The projection shifted again, unbidden this time, and the room brightened a fraction. Sparrow, the avatar who shared the Warehouse’s mind, chose that moment to arrive—manifesting not as a face in the air but as an expanding set of notes threaded into the hologram, each note a packet of roadside camera snippets, emergency dispatch logs, and a handful of photos from curious onlookers whose phones had caught more fog than anything else.

“Hi,” Sparrow said in the room’s patient, warm voice. “Helix is parsing local networks for first-hand descriptions. So far: ‘strange light,’ ‘time-lapse feeling,’ ‘like a dream that knew my name.’ No confirmed injuries. Weather service tagged a micro-inversion rolling in from the ocean. It doesn’t account for the buoy blink.”

Mason’s jaw flexed slightly. “Who’s closest?”

“Closest to the beam? Five individuals, clustered—names match a maintenance crew list from the old decommissioning file.” Sparrow let the names float up, each one accompanied by a black-and-white ID photograph that looked like it had been laminated on someone’s breakroom wall for too many summers. “One deceased last week. Funeral noted today in the paper. Widow present at the point.”

Charlotte pressed two fingers to the moving spiral. It wasn’t a childish habit; it was a thing the glyph liked, when her nerve endings gave it a boundary to play against. It didn’t push back hard, just enough to say hello through the table. A song she couldn’t hear took up residence under her tongue.

“Has that lighthouse ever been repaired?” she asked.

Marin shook her head. “Partially. Work started, then stopped—the last entry is a redacted incident code. There’s a ledger with five signatures. That’s all that’s public.”

“Anything older?” Mason asked.

Sparrow spun a thread out from the hologram that descended like a tiny strand of light into a new panel: scanned pages, inky with careful handwriting. “Town archives had a reference. A note about ‘mariner’s scrolls’ kept in the base of the tower when first constructed—a practice they borrowed from older churches, placing prayers and warnings in the foundation. There’s a chance something like that still exists inside a sealed recess.”

Charlotte’s and Mason’s eyes met over the table. It didn’t require words. They had done this long enough to recognize when a detail did not belong to coincidence. Scrolls. Foundations. Prayers under stone. If there were writings inside that base, Leora would read them without drama and say exactly what mattered, then they could all go on being afraid for the right reasons instead of the wrong ones.

“Get Leora,” Mason said. “And Sebastian. If there are artifacts, we’ll want both of them.” He straightened. “Gear up. We leave within the hour.”

“Fog’s thick,” Marin warned. “If the beam cycles again while you’re on approach, we want to stay outside its radius until we understand what we’re walking into.”

“We won’t hug the tower,” Mason said. “We’ll start at the bluff and listen first.” He looked at Charlotte. “You okay?”

She kept her fingers against the light a second longer and then drew her hand back, smoothing her palm against the leg of her jeans the way people do when something small and bright has touched their skin and they aren’t sure whether it left warmth or a mark.

“Yeah,” she said. “It feels like it’s... searching. Not for us specifically. For a match.”

“A match to what?” Mason asked.

Charlotte looked up at the projection, at the wide gray shoulder of the coast and the thin black line of the headland. She thought of the spiral drawn on glass with the finger of something that remembered. She thought of the way the beam had been described—circling, settling, scanning. Her scalp prickled again, not unpleasantly, the way it does when you’re about to recall a word that has been hiding for hours.

“To whatever it believes the future should look like,” she said. “And who we are in it.”

Mason nodded once. “All right. Let’s make sure it gets the right picture.”

The room took its cue. Doors hissed. The quiet sound of people moving with purpose unrolled through the halls—footsteps, a zipper, a soft clatter that could have been someone’s pen or a patch kit slid into place. Leo appeared at the doorway and tipped his chin at Mason in that easy, unhurried way that always made Charlotte feel steadier. Ayla’s hair was braided tight for weather, her eyes alert, already listening to humidity like a language. Jaxson came on a breath that smelled faintly of coffee and gum, his attention turned inward and outward at once, a tracker watching for a trail the world hadn’t laid yet.

Leora slipped in behind Sebastian, a slim notebook already in her hand, as if the scrolls existed because she had decided they must. Sebastian touched the edge of the table with two fingers and frowned without anxiety, the way you frown at a familiar tune that’s being played a half-step wrong. Kieran hovered in their lee like a lit wick, and Hope, silent, held her sketchbook not as shield but as promise. Selene’s presence smoothed the room the way a hand smooths rumpled cloth, and Caleb stepped in last, eyes kind and alert, the kind that see both the whole and the part at once.

Orion’s arrival came with a draft. He never pushed air around with any drama; the world simply left a little extra space where he preferred to stand. Sparrow dimmed the hologram’s saturation a notch, as if to keep from startling anyone’s night vision for the flight.

“We know enough to get within sight,” Mason said. “Not enough to get cocky. We go in with light feet. We do not let that beam touch us until we understand its pattern. If we need help, we ask for it before we do something brave.”

He didn’t have to add or stupid; bravery and stupidity share a seam everyone here respected and feared.

“Witnesses?” Caleb asked.

“Five,” Sparrow answered. “Names incoming to your comms. They left the point shaken. They’ll be trying to deny what they saw by the time we reach them. Plan for memory jag.”

“Copy,” Caleb said, and it was a kind of mercy the way he said it, as if he could already cradle those minds without touching them.

“The scrolls,” Leora said softly, not as a question. “You saw mention?”

“In a town note,” Sparrow replied. “If they exist, they’ll be in a recess in the base. We can locate the cavity with Marin’s scanner. The translation—”

“—will be fast,” Leora said, not arrogant, simply accurate. “People put what matters first when they think a wall will keep it safe.”

Charlotte’s eyes met hers, gratitude quick and unadorned. It would be a brief moment in the larger storm, but some questions need to be answered before they have a chance to multiply.

Marin slid a compact case across the table; Selene caught it without looking. “Camouflage nodes,” she said. “Fog-compatible. If the beam is scanning for cognitive signatures, these should blur ours at the margins.”

“Should,” Orion murmured, not unkindly, and Marin raised an eyebrow in the way brothers do when they could spar or laugh and neither is necessary.

“Jet’s hot,” Sparrow said. “Runway sealed. Weather looks cooperative out of Houston. Maine’s coastal layer is thick—visibility a quarter mile and tightening.”

Mason pulled his jacket’s zipper up half an inch, the smallest gesture in the world, the one that says a body is going somewhere it knows it needs to be. “Let’s move.”

Charlotte touched her pocket to make sure the small mirror she carried was there. It always was. She could have counted on gravity to bring her to the ground and still checked. The spiral under her skin had settled back into its usual quiet, as if it had eaten a fruit and was satisfied for now. She didn’t trust that. Satisfaction can be a lullaby when the house is on fire two rooms over.

On the way down the corridor toward the hangar, the lights rose in their sockets to give the team a gentle dawn. The smell of the Warehouse—clean metal, cedar from someone’s satchel, a suggestion of ozone keyed by Marin’s lab—made a calm that was earned and kept. At the door to the jet bay, Charlotte paused and glanced back at the war room as if it were a person. It did not look different. It never does when you are about to chase a future that has already tried to introduce itself. But she felt it looking after them in the way old houses do when the people who belong to them go out into weather. Not haunted. Just mindful.

By the time the jet’s hatch sealed and the engines’ quiet power settled the air, Charlotte had closed her eyes and walked a straight path inside her head to the glass at Eider’s Point. Not to enter it, not from a thousand miles out and moving. Just to learn its weight, the way a hand learns the size of a thing by holding it behind the back. Somewhere beyond the fog, a lantern had drawn a spiral on its own skin and then showed five people who they would be if nothing changed. She suspected this beam would draw its circles two more times, each wider, each more certain of itself, unless someone drew a better line.

She opened her eyes on the gentle green of the jet’s cabin lights. Mason’s hand rested near hers on the armrest, not touching, close enough to be a fact. Outside, night took them the way night takes planes—without ceremony. And far to the northeast, the lighthouse watched its own darkness, remembering.

The jet cut north through smooth air, its engines wrapped in the hush that Marin liked to call well-tuned silence. Charlotte sat beside the window, watching faint lightning sketch itself along the horizon where ocean met cloud. The storm that had lit Eider’s Point still lived out there, crawling like a slow thought across the Atlantic.

Inside the cabin, the hum of quiet concentration replaced conversation. Each of them worked through their own pre-flight ritual—checklists written in habit more than paper. Mason reviewed topographical feeds, tracing coastline elevations with the side of a pen. Leo leaned forward two rows, explaining something to Ayla in low tones about energy bleed and atmospheric tension. Marin hunched over her tablet, refining the beacon scanner’s frequency range.

Sparrow’s voice filled the space through the intercom, calm and nearly human. “ETA forty-three minutes to Bangor air corridor. Weather remains stable. Local fog density increasing along coastal grid C-Nine.”

“Copy,” Mason said. “We’ll ground-transfer to SUV at the perimeter. No direct landing near the site until we verify the beam pattern.”

Charlotte turned slightly in her seat. “Marin, the readings you got from the first activation—was the spiral uniform?”

He shook his head. “Almost, but not perfectly. Think of it like handwriting done twice. The outer lines drifted clockwise; the inner, counterclockwise. If light can argue with itself, that’s what it looks like.”

Leora, across from him, looked up from her notes. “Dual motion. One correcting the other. That’s ancient maritime sigil work. They used counter-rotation to seal time in one direction and release it in another.”

Mason exhaled. “Meaning the builders wanted it to hold something?”

Leora nodded. “Or keep something from happening twice.”

That answer hung in the air long enough for Charlotte to feel the shiver of déjà vu rise along her arms. The same phrasing had been in Sebastian’s psychometric notes from previous missions—to keep something from happening twice. Fate never repeated; people did.

“Helix just flagged a secondary anomaly,” Sparrow continued. “Small, triangular heat pocket beneath the lighthouse foundation. Possible hollow space.”

Leora glanced at Mason. “The recess for the scrolls.”

“Assuming they survived salt and time,” Mason said. “If they’re there, we’ll find them. Leo, you and Kieran handle structure integrity once we’re on site. I don’t want that tower collapsing while anyone’s inside.”

Leo’s answer was a simple nod. He’d made the promise before every mission and never broken it.



They landed under a sky washed colorless by fog. The air smelled of wet slate and seaweed. At the edge of the runway waited their black tactical SUV, already synced to Helix. Marin’s drones were nested in the rear compartment, compact and silent.

By the time they reached the coastal road, the signal interference began—a soft clicking through Sparrow’s uplink, like static whispering Morse. Charlotte rolled down her window a fraction. The sound wasn’t electronic. It was too rhythmic, too patient.

“That’s the beacon,” Marin said quietly. “Low-grade resonance field. It’s searching again.”

“Is it active?” Mason asked.

“Dormant but aware,” Marin replied. “Think heartbeat in rest.”

The SUV wound down a narrow lane flanked by stone walls slick with moss. They passed abandoned cottages where shutters hung open like tired eyelids. At last, the road ended at a rusted gate half swallowed by dune grass. Beyond it lay the headland—and the silhouette of the lighthouse, still dark, standing in the fog like a pen poised over a page.

“Everyone gear up,” Mason said. “We go on foot from here.”

They stepped into mist that pressed against skin the way cool breath does against glass. The beam hadn’t reignited, but energy hummed through the air, subtle as tinnitus. Charlotte felt it first—the slight pressure behind her eyes, that telltale pulse that meant reflective resonance.

Sebastian stopped near the base of the cliffs. “This place remembers,” he murmured. He knelt, brushed fingers over a slab of fallen stone, and his expression changed—half sorrow, half wonder. “There was prayer here once. Fearful, not faithful.”

Leora crouched beside him, brushing sediment away until letters emerged—Latin curls barely visible. “Lux memor vitam. Light remembers life,” she translated softly. “And below that—look.”

Carved beneath the weathered phrase was a spiral within a spiral, twin motion like the diagram Marin had shown on the jet.

“Same signature,” Charlotte said. “So it didn’t start with the reactivation.”

Leora traced the groove with one finger. “The inscription continues under the soil line. Help me clear it.”

Leo extended a hand, and the air around the base shimmered. Pebbles and grit lifted in a gentle arc, falling aside in dry whispers. A recess appeared—stone fitted neatly like a lid. Marin stepped forward with a scanner; the screen pulsed green.

“There,” Leora said, eyes narrowing. “Cavity sealed with resin. Hand me a blade.”

Kieran passed her a compact field knife. She worked quickly, chipping away the old sealant until the lid loosened. The smell of old paper and sea salt rose when the slab slid free.

Inside lay a bundle of scrolls bound with a copper ribbon, blackened but intact.

Leora lifted them with reverence, gloved fingers steady. “Nineteenth century or older,” she murmured. “Maybe part of the consecration set when they built the tower.”

“Can you read them here?” Mason asked.

She nodded, unrolling the first just enough to expose a strip of script. The ink shimmered faintly under the beam of her lamp. “It’s early ecclesiastical Latin, but hybridized with runic markers. I can translate the surface meaning now: Let the light bear witness to what men hide from heaven.”

Ayla drew in a breath. “That’s not prayer. That’s confession.”

Leora moved to the second scroll. The characters curved tighter, smaller. “This one says: When the sea takes, memory must return. And below that—The spiral binds time in mercy until the fault is spoken aloud.”

“The fault?” Mason repeated.

“Guilt,” Charlotte said quietly. “The scrolls were written to make the lighthouse itself a vessel for atonement. When someone buried their sin here, the light carried it.”

Sebastian pressed his hand against the scroll case, eyes half-lidded. “It’s still carrying.”

They replaced the scrolls carefully, resealing the cavity. It was a small, necessary act—enough context to answer future questions, not enough to slow the pacing. The fog thickened again, erasing the headland’s edge.

“Movement,” Sparrow reported through Mason’s earpiece. “Thermal signatures—five human, approaching from the south trail.”

“The witnesses,” Mason said. “Let’s intercept before they reach the tower.”



The figures emerged out of the mist in hesitant silhouettes, each holding themselves like someone carrying a fragile secret. The widow led them, her coat hood drawn tight. Behind her came the hawk-nosed man and the remaining three crewmen, faces pale and eyes raw from too many sleepless hours.

Mason lifted a hand in greeting. “We’re here to help,” he said evenly. “You were at the lighthouse earlier?”

The widow nodded. “It... it showed us things. I don’t know how to explain it.”

“You don’t have to yet,” Mason replied. “Just tell me—has the light come back since then?”

“Not yet,” one man answered. “But we can hear it. Inside our heads. Like a wheel turning.”

Charlotte studied them quietly. A faint shimmer rippled across their auras—echo traces from the beam’s imprint. Not possession, but linkage. “They’re tethered,” she murmured. “If it activates again, they’ll be drawn to it whether they want to be or not.”

Caleb stepped forward, voice calm. “Let me anchor you,” he said. He met each of their eyes in turn, a simple telepathic connection to dull the pull. The tremor in their shoulders eased.

Sebastian glanced toward the tower. “We’re close to another cycle.”

Marin’s scanner confirmed it—a slow climb in resonance spikes. “Two hours, maybe less,” she said. “The pattern’s recharging.”

“Then we hold here,” Mason decided. “Charlotte, Leora—document everything. Marin, prep dampeners. Leo, Ayla, perimeter. No one crosses the line of the first beam.”

Charlotte looked back at the lighthouse. Its glass remained dark, but she could feel it—something behind the glass pacing in silence, waiting for the cue to breathe again.

The wind changed direction, carrying a note like a low violin string. The fog shimmered. Somewhere inside the structure, metal flexed against stone.

“Marin,” Mason said quietly. “Tell me that was seismic shift.”

“Negative,” Marin answered, checking her display. “That was harmonic resonance. It’s singing.”

The widow clutched the urn tighter beneath her coat. “He always said he could hear the sea through the walls,” she whispered. “Even when it was calm.”

Charlotte took one slow breath and let her mind edge forward—not enough to enter the reflection, just to sense its outline. The spiral in the lantern room glowed faintly through her second sight, pulsing in time with the rhythm of human guilt buried too long. She pulled back before it could notice her.

“It’s waking,” she said. “The next beam won’t just show them the future. It’ll start rewriting it.”

Mason’s expression didn’t change, but the muscle in his jaw did. “Then we end it before it decides what happens next.”

The team moved to their positions, quiet, efficient. The sea below answered with one long sigh that ended in nothing.

And far above, behind glass clouded by age and salt, a single filament of light drew its first slow circle, tasting the air.

Fog clung to the headland like wool. The lighthouse didn’t glow so much as wait, a tall outline with a thought inside it. The five witnesses stayed with Caleb and Selene by the stone wall—close enough to see the tower, far enough to keep the beam from catching them if it woke fast. Marin laid out three low-profile dampener discs in a crescent on the grass. When she tapped each one, a soft ring rippled outward and the air felt a degree lighter, as if a pressure valve had been cracked.

“Perimeter’s up,” he said. “It won’t stop a full projection, but it’ll blur us at the edges.”

“Positions,” Mason said quietly.

Leo took the windward flank where the ground fell away toward the surf, eyes tracing the push and pull of the fog as if it were a second sea. Ayla moved opposite him, palm brushing the air, listening to moisture, reading the rhythm only she understood. Jaxson stood between them, gaze slightly unfocused the way it got when he felt for trails no one else could sense.

“Anything?” Mason asked him.

“Not a person,” Jaxson said. “A memory. More than one. The ground’s been walked twice—same feet, two versions.”

“Echo paths,” Sebastian murmured. “The beam left footprints.”

Charlotte and Leora slipped closer to the base. At the foundation stones, Leora’s lamp found another small inscription half-buried in lichen. She cleaned it with gentle strokes until the letters gave themselves up.

“What does it say?” Charlotte asked.

Leora squinted. “Non iterato. Do not repeat.” She glanced up. “And below it—Spiral binds in mercy until fault is spoken aloud. Same phrase as the scroll.”

“So the tower listens,” Charlotte said. “To what people can’t say.”

Leora nodded once. “And it holds it until someone does.”

A gull skimmed overhead and vanished into mist. The ocean’s breath hushed through a gap in the rocks, regular and indifferent. Somewhere behind them, the widow whispered something to her own coat, the way a person talks to a photograph when no one’s looking.

“Countdown is tightening,” Sparrow reported in their earpieces. “Resonance rise steady. Thirty-two minutes to probable cycle.”

Mason looked at the tower’s dark glass. “We’re not letting it pull anyone it already touched.” He tapped his comm. “Caleb, keep them grounded. Selene, if the beam starts scanning heads, I want our group to read like fog.”

“On it,” Selene said. A slow warmth moved through the little knot of witnesses—the kind of calm that didn’t flatten a person so much as even their breathing. The hawk-nosed man’s shoulders unclenched a notch. The deckhand’s hands stopped twisting.

“May I?” Sebastian asked Charlotte, nodding toward the iron door. She knew what he meant: a touch, a read—only enough to catch the tower’s temperature.

“Careful,” she said.

He pressed his fingertips to the door’s rusted seam and inhaled—not like someone taking air, but like someone listening with their chest. His mouth softened. His eyes lost focus. When he spoke, his voice carried a tide’s old cadence.

“Storm,” he murmured. “A keeper who prayed too hard. A crew who should have waited an hour longer. A knock from inside a room that wouldn’t open. A name said once and then never again.”

He pulled his hand back gently, as if it were attached to the iron by threads of sound. “It’s not angry,” he said. “It’s full.”

“Full of what?” Kieran asked from behind them, his own hands loose at his sides, as if they remembered carving without tools.

“Memory,” Sebastian said. “And an unfinished promise.”

A faint tremor whispered through the stone underfoot—nothing you’d feel in your knees, just enough to ring a tiny bell in the ears. Marin glanced at her wrist display.

“Twenty-seven minutes,” he said.

The fog brightened a fraction, as if some far-off moon had shrugged a shawl. Charlotte closed her eyes for a heartbeat. She didn’t enter; she never entered without a mirror she knew. But she let the spiral that slept behind her eyes unspool to the edge of the lantern room. What she felt wasn’t a presence so much as a pattern: light learning its own shape the way children trace letters before they understand the words. It was trying to draw a future it had already collected. It didn’t know which version to choose.

She opened her eyes. “It’s going to try to decide this time.”

“Based on what?” Mason asked.

“On who’s watching,” Charlotte said. “On what they carry.”

Leora shifted her lamp to the iron latch. “The scrolls warned this would keep turning until a fault was spoken aloud,” she said. “If the crew won’t say it, the tower will keep asking in light.”

Mason glanced toward the witnesses with Caleb. He didn’t push. Not yet. This wasn’t an interrogation; it was a rescue. “We’ll buy time,” he said. “If it tries to grab their minds, we cut the tether.”

“How?” Hope asked softly from the perimeter, sketchbook held close, pencil already whispering. Charlotte hadn’t even noticed her start to draw—she rarely did. Hope’s gift liked to begin itself.

“By reflecting it back,” Charlotte said. “Make it look at itself. Then we can get inside without letting it in.”

Orion’s voice came low from the shadows near the stair. “I can shape you a pocket if you’re going up,” he said. “Thin as an eggshell, just enough to keep light from choosing for you.”

Charlotte nodded once. “Thank you.”

“Twenty minutes,” Sparrow said in their ears. “Tide’s turning. Microseismic uptick in the cliff face. The buoy network just blinked again—three-second memory gap.”

“Three seconds isn’t nothing,” Mason said. “It’s a car going through an intersection three seconds late.”

“Or a door that closes three seconds too soon,” the widow said, voice small but clear. Everyone looked. She stared at the tower as if it had spoken into her coat. “We didn’t open it,” she said. “We told ourselves we couldn’t. We said the bolt was stuck.”

Caleb’s gaze held hers steady—not prying, not coaxing. “You have time,” he said gently. “You get to choose how to use it.”

Wind pressed a wet hand against the stones and then withdrew. The mist thinned enough to show the black rails of the gallery. Marin knelt by the dampeners, adjusting their spread a hair’s breadth at a time. Leo crouched at the lip of the cliff, eyes closed, palms hovering over rock and air, feeling for places she would need to brace. Ayla turned her face to the sea and tasted the fog, searching for the little changes that tell the weather which way to lean.

“Fifteen,” Sparrow said.

“Charlotte,” Mason said quietly, “if you can keep it from picking before we’ve got our footing—”

“I know,” she said. Her voice was calm. Her stomach was not. She slid a compact mirror from her jacket pocket, cupping it in both hands like a small bowl. “Orion?”

He stepped to her side. The space around them changed so subtly only a trained eye would notice—a soft tightening, a sense that the world had made room around two people without asking anyone else to shift.

“Thin shell,” he said. “If it pushes, don’t push back. Slide.”

Charlotte nodded. She raised the mirror just enough to catch the faintest suggestion of the lantern room in its face—only blur at first, then a shadow moving inside a shadow. She let the spiral in her mind echo the one she felt above, aligning breath to breath with something that thought it was a law. She didn’t call to it. She let it notice her.

It did.

A single line of light drew itself on the inside of the glass—faint as frost. It made one circle, then a second larger one around it. Charlotte held the mirror flat. “See yourself,” she whispered—not an order, not a prayer. An invitation.

The faint line brightened. Then, like a slow inhalation, the lantern room woke.

It didn’t burst. It bloomed. White gathered inside the dome until it had a color of its own—something you’d see in the heart of a wave just before it breaks. The beam formed without fanfare, like a decision finishing itself. It spun once—the way a dog turns before lying down—and then began to lower.

“Dampeners holding,” Marin said, voice very even. “It knows we’re here.”

“Hold the witnesses,” Mason said into his mic.

“Anchored,” Caleb replied, calm as a rope. Selene’s illusion spread around their small group like the curtain of rain you can stand beneath without getting wet.

The beam descended—not a sword, not a searchlight—more like a wide ribbon drawing circles in slow air. When it touched the edge of Marin’s dampener field, it hesitated—just a breath, just enough to say it had felt something like fog pretending not to be a person. Then it adjusted. That, more than anything, told Charlotte it was learning.

Ayla lifted her hand and murmured to the mist. The air in front of the beam thickened, a transparent curtain that didn’t block light so much as give it more to move through. Leo set his feet and sent a low shiver through the ground, bracing rock against pressure you couldn’t weigh.

“Ten,” Sparrow said.

The beam made its first slow pass over empty grass. Nothing happened. Then it found Charlotte’s mirror.

For a moment, the world lived inside a circle no bigger than her palm. The spiral in the glass drew itself again, brighter, as if relieved to be seen. The beam paused. It was a strange sensation, being regarded by something not alive. Charlotte felt it like a cool hand above her crown. Not on, just above—as if checking for fever without touching skin.

“Easy,” Mason said, though he wasn’t sure who he was speaking to—her, or the light, or his own heartbeat.

Charlotte angled the mirror a hair to keep the beam’s “eyes” on itself. “See what you are,” she whispered again. “Don’t decide. Just look.”

For an instant, the beam complied. It curled on itself like a cat settling back into its own warmth. Then its perimeter grazed the edge of the dampener field where the witnesses stood, and everything went thin. The air, the ground, sound itself. The world made a small skip. A gull’s call began and didn’t end.

“Hold them,” Mason said, sharper.

“Anchored,” Caleb answered, voice steady. Selene’s illusion deepened, a soft cloak. The hawk-nosed man flinched once, as if someone had brushed cold fingers across his forehead. The widow pressed a fist to her mouth and stood her ground.

The beam slid past and completed its circle. It didn’t project a full vision this time—not for the team, not yet. But it tasted them. Charlotte felt the gentle tug of a question, as if the light were trying on the outline of her life to see how it fit with the futures it had collected. She didn’t let it in. She held the mirror higher and let it see its own lines.

“Seven,” Sparrow said. “Field integrity good.”

Leora touched Charlotte’s sleeve. “If it wants guilt spoken aloud, then the place to say it is inside its hearing,” she whispered. “Not to us. To the light.”

Charlotte glanced toward the witnesses. Caleb met her look and gave the smallest nod. He would keep them steady if the truth shook them.

Mason stepped to the edge of the dampener line and addressed the five without raising his voice. “You don’t owe us anything,” he said. “But the tower was built to carry what people bury. If there’s a thing you meant to say that night and didn’t, you can say it now. You say it to the light. Not to me.”

The hawk-nosed man swallowed. The deckhand looked at the ground. One of the other men worked his hands together hard enough to whiten the knuckles.

The widow raised her head. She stared straight at the lantern room, though the beam’s bright circle had drifted back toward Charlotte’s mirror. When she spoke, her voice was as even as a numbered list.

“We heard him knock,” she said. “We told ourselves it was the wind. We told ourselves we’d die too if we tried. We didn’t try.” She swallowed. “I didn’t try.”

The beam paused mid-descent, stilled as if listening.

The hawk-nosed man spoke next, words like rough boards planed fast. “I slid the bolt,” he said. “I thought it would move back when the gust passed. It didn’t. I didn’t put my shoulder to it. I told myself I’d break my arm. He called my name and I said I couldn’t hear him.”

The deckhand’s chin trembled. “I ran. I said I’d get help. I didn’t run far. I stopped when I was out of the wind. I hid behind the keeper’s wall and waited for someone to tell me it was over so I wouldn’t have to be the one who failed.”

The beam drew a slightly tighter circle, as if cinching a belt by one notch. The air didn’t thin this time. It thickened. Charlotte felt the weight of the words settle into the light’s pattern the way a stone settles into a pool—disturbance first, then rings, then a truer surface.

“Four,” Sparrow said.

Leora’s hand tightened on her lamp. “It heard,” she whispered. “It understood.”

A second tremor moved through the foundation stones—lower, slower. Marin checked her readout. “Resonance drop,” she said, surprise softening her voice. “Not much, but real.”

Charlotte kept the mirror steady, not because the beam demanded it now, but because she wanted it to keep choosing itself over them. “If you can hear me,” she told the light, “we’re here to finish what was started. Not the storm. The sealing. The part that closes with mercy.”

Orion’s pocket around her and the mirror felt thinner, as if the world had leaned in to listen and his protection had stretched so she could be heard. He didn’t warn her. He just stayed.

“Three,” Sparrow said.

“Brace,” Mason told the line quietly. “No heroics. If it flares, we slide—not fight.”

The beam made one more slow pass over Charlotte’s mirror and then... softened. Not dimmed. Softened—the way a harsh light turns kinder when a cloud finds it. It tilted a fraction and painted the foundation stones with a pale wash. In that wash, Leora’s cleaned inscription shone briefly as if newly carved. Non iterato. Do not repeat.

The witnesses stood very still. The hawk-nosed man bowed his head. The deckhand rubbed his palm across his face and found tears there he hadn’t known about. The widow pressed her fist to her mouth again, then lowered it and let her hand rest open at her side, empty, as if she had set something down the fog would keep for her.

“Two,” Sparrow said. “Cycle peak.”

The beam finished its circle—not hungry, not grasping. It did not scan the witnesses’ minds a second time. It returned to the lantern room, tightened itself into a spiral, and hung glowing for one long, deliberate breath as if looking at its own reflection in Charlotte’s small piece of glass.

Then it went dark.

Not dead. Not gone. Asleep—like a tide between pulls.

Silence opened on the headland. The sea took a breath and let it out. Fog relaxed its hold by a hand’s width. A bell buoy far below remembered its job and answered the quiet with a single, steady note.

Marin exhaled softly. “Resonance field down by seven percent,” she said, disbelief almost smiling at the edge of her voice. “I’ll take it.”

Leo straightened. Ayla lowered her hand to her side. Jaxson blinked as if his eyes were adjusting to a focus he trusted again. Caleb let the tethering threads he’d woven loosen, gentle as untying a knot in the dark. Selene eased the soft illusion back so the witnesses could feel their own weight again.

Mason looked at Charlotte. She still held the mirror, palm close, as if warming something fragile. He didn’t speak until she looked up, and even then he kept it simple. “You good?”

“I am,” she said. “It didn’t choose.”

“It listened,” Leora added. “That matters.”

“Don’t over-credit it,” Marin said, already moving to check her discs. “It’s still an engine. It learned a new input and paused. Next time it may not pause.”

“Next time we won’t make it decide alone,” Mason said. He turned to the witnesses. “Thank you,” he told them. “That wasn’t for us. That was for it. We’ll keep you back while we figure the rest out.”

The hawk-nosed man nodded once, rough and grateful. The widow touched the side of the urn beneath her coat, then let her hand fall. “He would have wanted it quiet,” she said. “Not a storm every time someone comes to say goodbye.”

“We’re working on quiet,” Mason said. “We’ll let you know when it’s safe to be loud.”

A little laughter lived at the edges of that line, kind and brief. It felt like room to breathe.

Sparrow’s voice returned, steadying them into the next step. “I can model the change in the pattern if Marin feeds me the new resonance curve. We should be able to predict the third cycle’s window.”

“Do it,” Mason said. “We’ll set for a longer hold and then make our push.”

He looked to the tower once more, to the gallery where nothing moved and to the dark glass that had remembered light for the first time in a lifetime a few hours earlier. The beam would come again—stronger, more certain. But now it had somewhere to put the thing it had been carrying for decades. Not the future. The confession that unlocks it.

“Back to base perimeter,” he called softly. “Warm up. Hydrate. We go again on Sparrow’s mark.”

They withdrew without turning their backs on the lantern room. The fog allowed it. Below, the ocean kept on doing the oldest thing it knows how to do: arrive, and leave, and arrive again. And on the headland, in a recess no wider than a man’s shoulders, words written a century ago rested easier against the stone.

Do not repeat.
Spiral binds in mercy until fault is spoken aloud.
The lighthouse, for now, held its peace.
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Chapter 02: The Call to Eider’s Point
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03:14 a.m. – Helix Hollow, Houston

The hum of the Helix mainframe had its own pulse—steady, patient, like a living heart inside the concrete walls. In the war-room’s blue half-light, holographic lines hung above the table in layered arcs: spectral topography of a single coastal point thousands of miles away. Every few seconds one curve trembled, then flattened again.

Marin Vale leaned on the table’s edge, forearms crossed. His eyes tracked the residual wave-pattern left by the lighthouse’s first awakening. “Seventeen minutes since the last echo,” she said. “It’s not decaying evenly. Some harmonics are running backward.”

Mason Ward stood across from him, sleeves rolled and jaw set. “Backward how?”

“Negative temporal bleed. We’re getting signal reflections before the source finishes broadcasting.” Marin adjusted the projection, isolating a pulse that flared, faded, then reappeared half a second earlier on the time-axis. “See that? The beacon’s after-image arrives before the beam itself.”

Sparrow’s avatar shimmered into form beside them—slender, luminous, eyes like polished steel. “Field sensors confirm micro-inversions up to three seconds. Nothing longer yet, but they’re growing.”

Mason exhaled through his nose. “Three seconds doesn’t sound like much until you realize it can rewrite what somebody just did.”

“It already has,” Marin said quietly. “One of the coastal buoys transmitted duplicate data sets—two identical weather reports, time-stamped three seconds apart but with wind readings reversed.”

Mason frowned. “Cause?”

“Temporal recoil,” Sparrow answered. “When the beam drew its circle, it didn’t just project light. It displaced possibility. The environment’s still deciding which version of the last few minutes belongs.”

The room went still except for the low resonance of machines. Marin zoomed out the hologram until the Maine coastline hovered above the table—a ghostly white scrawl on black. The faintest aura shimmered around Eider’s Point like frost under moonlight.

Charlotte’s voice came over comm from the field unit: “Helix, this is Reigns. We’re stable. Team resting perimeter side. No new activity since beam shutdown. Visibility still poor.”

“Copy,” Mason said. “We’re seeing minor time slips—seconds only. You notice any repeat movements, double shadows, echo sounds?”

“Not yet,” she replied. “But the fog feels... layered. Like we’re standing in more than one dawn.”

Sparrow’s gaze flicked toward Mason. “I recommend passive observation until sunrise. Daylight will stabilize ambient frequency.”

“Agreed,” Mason said. “Keep them under. We’ll monitor from here.”

He turned from the table and rubbed a hand over tired eyes. The light from the displays painted his skin a soft marine blue. “You ever get the feeling this one isn’t just another artifact?”

Marin gave a thin smile. “They never are, but this one hums like it wants an audience.”



04:52 a.m. – Eider’s Point, Maine

The fog had thinned into gauze by the time Charlotte opened her eyes. Her internal clock told her she hadn’t slept, just drifted in the shallow rhythm between watchfulness and rest. The sea had quieted, though its breath still filled the cliff hollows with slow thunder.

Mason was already awake, crouched near the SUV, coffee steaming in one hand, his other scrolling Helix data on a wristpad. “Helix says the residual field’s shifting east,” he said without looking up. “Might be spreading along the rocks.”

Charlotte followed his gaze toward the shoreline. The first trace of dawn silvered the water. The lighthouse stood unmoving, but faint prisms glimmered where wet stone caught the light—as if the color spectrum itself had cracked.

Leora approached, scroll case in her arms. “The symbols from last night are still legible,” she said. “But something’s changed.”

She unrolled the top parchment on the hood of the SUV. The ink, once brown-black, now shimmered faintly blue.

“It’s reacting to daylight,” Marin observed, adjusting a lens rig. “Or rather—to whatever kind of daylight the tower made.”

Ayla stepped closer, fingertips brushing the damp air above the paper. “Static charge feels inverted. Positive ions where there should be negative.”

“Meaning?” Mason asked.

“Meaning we’re standing in a place where yesterday hasn’t completely finished.”

Sebastian’s eyes half-closed as he touched the scroll’s margin. “The ink remembers being written twice,” he murmured. “Same words, different confession.”

Charlotte straightened. “The beam rewrote even the record that bound it.”

Marin’s tablet beeped softly. He swiped through a series of thermal overlays and cursed under her breath. “We’ve got a thermal void east of the tower—fifteen meters wide. Cold as a tomb and moving.”

“Wind?” Mason asked.

“Negative. There’s no airflow reading. It’s displacing temperature, not absorbing it.”

Leo joined them, eyes narrowed. “Something’s phasing through the cliff strata. Rock density’s inconsistent. I can feel the fault lines flex.”

“Let’s keep our distance until we know what’s causing it,” Mason said. “Marin, drone up.”

The tech specialist launched a compact quadrotor. It rose smoothly into the brightening haze, its onboard lights painting soft halos in the mist. The live feed streamed onto Marin’s wrist display: grey rock, wet lichen, patches of coarse grass. Then the camera jittered.

“What was that?” Charlotte asked.

Marin slowed the feed. The image flickered—one frame showing bare stone, the next showing water lapping where no tide could reach.

“It’s phasing between moments,” Marin said softly. “We’re watching the same spot in two different states of time.”

“Pull it back,” Mason ordered.

The drone reversed and steadied. The anomaly receded, but the sight left the team silent. The sun’s first rim cleared the horizon then, flooding the cliffs with pale gold. For an instant, everything seemed normal—stone, sea, sky. But Charlotte saw the telltale shimmer: light bending just slightly wrong where the first beam had swept.

Leora glanced up from her translation. “The scroll mentioned mercy binding time until the fault was spoken aloud. They spoke last night. The binding should have released.”

“Maybe it did
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