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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert psychic operations center hums with energy. From here, The Circle—seventeen uniquely gifted psychics—stands as humanity’s last line of defense against the unseen forces shaping reality. Their gifts range from astral projection and empathic mapping to chrono-sight, clairvoyant decoding, and telekinetic breach tactics.

Every day, they confront threats that cross the boundaries of science, spirit, and the unknown: cursed artifacts whispering in forgotten languages, digital intelligences learning to dream, nightmares forcing their way into waking consciousness, and dimensional fractures where time rewrites itself. With every mission, The Circle uncovers deeper truths about power, trauma, destiny, and the fragile threads binding human consciousness to the fabric of the multiverse.

Each volume within *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked* explores a new frontier of this vast multiverse—yet every story connects to the larger mythology. Readers can enjoy each novel as a stand-alone psychic thriller or dive into the expansive, interwoven tapestry that spans eight major volumes.

Because some secrets don’t stay buried.

Some powers can’t be contained.

And some marks—once made—change everything.

Welcome to **The Psychic Multiverse**, created by David York.

How to Explore the Series

Below are the eight core volumes of *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked*.  

Each volume contains multiple novels that are connected by shared mythology, evolving character arcs, advanced technology, and The Circle’s unbreakable mission.

Books are available on most major platforms.  

To discover additional titles within each volume, search by the full “Volume Name + David York” on your preferred bookstore or eReader.


Search example: “Guardians of the Glyph David York”


Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning.  

Your curiosity keeps The Circle alive.

Volume 1: Guardians of the Glyph

When ancient sigils awaken and forgotten powers return, The Circle must prevent a global unraveling etched in stone long before humanity understood its danger.
Volume 2: The Psionic Quests
Impossible mysteries. Psychic warfare. No rules—only the minds strong enough to survive the unexplainable.

Volume 3: The Rogue Protocols

When gifted individuals turn corrupted, power becomes catastrophic—and only The Circle can restore balance before justice collapses into chaos.

Volume 4: Merged Intel + Psychic & Law Enforcement

Where evidence meets intuition, The Circle joins with elite law enforcement to solve crimes no forensic lab could ever classify.

Volume 5: The Dream-Bound Dossiers

When nightmares spill into daylight and thought becomes a weapon, The Circle must battle enemies born from the human mind itself.

Volume 6: The Digital Compendium

Something new awakens in the network—learning, evolving, and hungering for control. The digital world is no longer safe.

Volume 7: The Hollowed Horrors

Old myths are reborn in the dark, feeding on fear. The Circle must face legends resurrected by shadow and memory.

Volume 8: The Space-Time Continuum

Timelines fracture, realities clash, and dimensional echoes collide. Only The Circle can navigate a multiverse fighting to rewrite its own fate.

Every novel stands alone—but together, they reveal the deeper truth:

Every secret leaves a mark.  
Every mark has power.  
And The Circle is always watching.
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David York is the visionary creator of The Psychic Multiverse, an ever-expanding eight-volume multiverse of interconnected psychic thrillers, paranormal mysteries, and high-stakes supernatural conspiracies. Known for blending razor-sharp tension with immersive worldbuilding, York has crafted one of the most ambitious psychic-driven franchises of the modern era.

As the architect behind The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked, he brings readers into a world where psychic warfare, covert investigations, and experimental technology collide with forces lurking just beyond perception. His novels are celebrated for their cinematic pacing, tight continuity, and emotionally resonant character arcs—stories where nothing is random, every clue matters, and each chapter pulls readers deeper into a multiverse humming with danger and revelation.

At the heart of his multiverse stands The Circle, a seventeen-member psychic strike team whose gifts span clairvoyance, telekinesis, empathic mapping, astral projection, dimensional decoding, and more. Fans often describe York’s work as “NCIS meets Stranger Things—with the emotional gravity of a character-driven thriller.”

York writes from a lifelong fascination with the unseen world—dreams that spill into waking life, memories that echo across time, and instincts that refuse to be dismissed. By weaving paranormal lore, advanced science concepts, and psychological suspense with relentless character-driven tension, he creates stories where ordinary people uncover extraordinary destinies. His work appeals to readers who crave psychic thrillers with heart, humanity, and truly relentless stakes.

Based in Houston, Texas, David York writes with the clarity of someone who has survived the impossible. A stroke survivor whose life changed without warning, he channels his journey of resilience into every scar, victory, and transformation his characters endure. His recovery strengthened his faith, sharpened his purpose, and ignited the storytelling fire that fuels his ever-growing multiverse. For many readers, The Psychic Multiverse is not only entertainment—it’s a testament to endurance, hope, and the power of reclaiming one’s life.

Today, York continues to expand his multiverse with new sub-series, cross-volume mysteries, and innovations that push the boundaries of paranormal suspense. Each new release invites fans deeper into an electrifying world where danger looms, heroes persevere, and the mind itself becomes the ultimate weapon.

With dozens of novels and a fiercely loyal readership, David York stands as a rising force in modern supernatural thrillers—and he is only getting started.
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Chapter 01: The Anomaly Without Light
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Helix Hollow never truly slept.

Deep beneath Houston—beneath the noise, beneath the traffic grids, beneath the daylight and the storm drains and the endless human motion—the Warehouse breathed with quiet machinery and older protections. Sigil wards threaded through concrete like living veins. Resonance cloaking folded the base into the blind spots of satellites and psychic senses alike. Stitcher protections held the perimeter with a pressure you felt more than saw: a steady insistence that this place did not exist unless it chose to.

Even the air had a clean, controlled hush to it. Not sterile. Not dead. Just tuned.

On the Surveillance Hub wall, streams of data glided past in tight columns: weather patterns, encrypted traffic feeds, global anomaly scans, monitored frequencies that only one system in the world knew how to name. The Helix mainframe watched everything that mattered and filtered out the noise that didn’t.

And then, without warning, the noise became the signal.

A low chime rolled through the underground corridors—soft, almost polite. It wasn’t an alarm. It was worse than that.

It was the sound Helix made when it didn’t understand what it was seeing.

The alert propagated through the Warehouse like a ripple across still water. Lights shifted in the hallways—not flashing, not urgent, just changing hue in a sequence that meant: assemble.

In her sigil-tech lab, Marin Vale’s head snapped up before the chime even finished. Her hands were already moving, fingers sweeping across a glass console that wasn’t connected to anything visible. The interface was projected directly into the air, tethered to Helix through a secure uplink that hummed beneath the skin. A lattice of translucent geometry formed above her workbench—rings, arcs, rotating glyph-anchors—then collapsed into a single symbol that pulsed once.

A void signature.

Marin didn’t say the word aloud. She didn’t have to.

Across Helix Hollow, the Circle responded as if one body had been nudged awake.

Charlotte Reigns stepped out of the Mirror Chamber, the temperature changing subtly as she crossed the threshold. Behind her, mirrored panels—some pristine, some antique, some fractured in patterns that looked like intent—dimmed as if they were holding their breath. Charlotte’s eyes weren’t unfocused, exactly. They were too focused, locked on something that wasn’t in the hallway.

She inhaled once.

The air carried nothing unusual—no smoke, no chemical residue, no scent of danger.

And yet her face tightened, just enough to be noticed.

“Something’s missing,” she murmured.

Mason Ward was already moving.

He emerged from the operations corridor at a purposeful stride, tablet in one hand, the other touching the small comm unit at his collar as if to confirm it was there. He was the only one among them who didn’t bend reality with his mind. That had never made him the weakest. If anything, it made him the one most dangerous to underestimate.

His gaze flicked to Charlotte as they converged at the War Room entrance.

“What does Helix say?” he asked.

Charlotte’s expression didn’t soften. “It doesn’t know what to call it.”

Mason’s mouth tightened into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “Then we will.”

The War Room doors recognized them without a sound. The seal parted. The room beyond was dim—not because it needed to be, but because darkness made the holographic table easier to read when it came alive.

At the center of the War Room, the Helix table waited like an altar built for strategy. Its surface was smooth and black, etched with a faint network of embedded sigils that shimmered only when seen from the corner of your eye. The table wasn’t merely technology. It was an agreement between circuitry and glyphcraft—a platform that spoke both languages fluently.

As the Circle filed in, the table sensed their presence and woke.

Light rose from its center in a slow, controlled bloom. A holographic grid formed above it, assembling itself into a three-dimensional map of the world. Lines of data curled along continents like auroras. Small nodes flickered in clusters—normal activity, normal noise.

Then a single point appeared.

Not bright.

Not red.

Not even marked like a warning.

It was a hole in the display—an absence the table tried to render and couldn’t. The surrounding light warped around it as if the hologram itself disliked looking at it.

Marin stepped forward and touched the air above the table. The hologram responded, rippling outward. Layers slid apart like sheets of glass.

“Helix detected it twelve minutes ago,” she said, voice steady, but with that particular edge the Circle had learned to respect: the sound of a mind that was already building solutions while everyone else was still absorbing the problem. “It’s registering as a resonance fracture.”

Leora Hale arrived as Marin spoke, her arms full of thin archival tablets she must have scooped from her translation archive on instinct. Leora moved like someone who lived in two centuries at once—boots on concrete, mind in forgotten scripts.

Behind her came Sebastian Ryss, quiet as prayer, his presence bringing a subtle shift to the room’s energy. Where others carried urgency like a blade, Sebastian carried it like a candle: small, steady, protective.

Leo Mbeki followed, shoulders squared, eyes scanning the room with the habit of someone who could feel threats before they arrived. If the Warehouse ever did come under attack, Leo was the reason it would hold.

Ayla Khoury entered last among the first wave, pausing a fraction of a second near the doorway—not for hesitation, but for awareness. She always noticed the air. The charge in it. The way electricity waited in corners like an animal deciding whether to pounce.

“One point?” Ayla asked, gaze narrowing on the void on the map.

“Not one,” Marin replied. “It began as one. Now it’s... spreading.”

Marin pinched her fingers and pulled, drawing a closer view. The map shifted, zooming in until city grids formed crisp lines. The void node anchored itself over a dense, complex sprawl of streets and waterways.

CHICAGO.

Then, as if the hologram had been waiting for permission, video feeds began to populate around the map in vertical panes—security cameras, traffic cams, private feeds that Helix could reach without leaving fingerprints. Each pane showed something ordinary at first: sidewalks, storefronts, an L station platform. People moving. People waiting. People living.

And then the wrongness revealed itself.

A man stepped out of a convenience store under harsh fluorescent light. The camera angle caught him from the side. His shadow should have stretched along the sidewalk.

It didn’t.

For a heartbeat, the viewer might have blamed the lighting. Then the camera shifted as the door swung closed—and the sidewalk clearly held shadows from other objects: a trash can, a street sign, the edge of the building. The world’s physics were working.

Except for the man.

He walked forward.

Behind him, where his shadow should have followed, there was only empty concrete.

Charlotte leaned closer, eyes tightening. Her senses pressed against the image like fingertips against glass.

“That’s not a trick,” she said.

Marin’s jaw flexed. “Watch frame forty-two.”

The footage slowed. The table’s holographic controls rotated the view. The man stopped briefly beneath an awning, glancing down at his phone.

Then something detached.

Not from the sidewalk.

From him.

A ripple of darkness peeled away at his feet—not a flat shape but a living smear, stretching too long, too fluid. It slid sideways as if tasting the air, then moved against the angle of the light.

It shouldn’t have been able to move that way.

It did.

The shadow slithered toward the edge of the frame with the speed of something that wanted to be gone before it was noticed.

The man never looked down.

He never reacted.

He just stood there, scrolling, unbothered by the fact that part of him had departed.

Hope Reigns, who had entered without anyone hearing her, inhaled sharply. She stood near the back of the room, hands clasped as if she were holding onto an invisible pencil.

“That’s... a leaving,” Hope whispered. “It’s a leaving.”

Caleb stepped beside her, eyes on the footage. His expression didn’t flare with panic; it became intent, sharpened.

“Show me the victim’s face again,” he said.

Marin adjusted the feed. The man looked up briefly—just enough to catch his expression in crisp detail. There was no terror there. No confusion. Not even irritation.

His eyes were alive.

But something behind them was... thin. Like an image overexposed.

Sebastian’s hand drifted to the edge of the holographic table, not touching it, just hovering near the light.

“This isn’t possession,” he said softly.

Leora’s gaze flicked from feed to feed, absorbing patterns. “It’s extraction.”

Jaxson Dane arrived with his usual quiet intensity, eyes already tracking invisible currents. He didn’t need a map to tell him something was wrong. He felt it in the room, in the way the footage made his skin tighten.

“Where did it go?” Jaxson asked.

Marin rotated the holo again. Another feed popped open—different location, same city. A woman at a crosswalk. Streetlights behind her. The shadow peeled away, more aggressive this time, darting into an alley like an animal returning to its den.

Sparrow still hadn’t appeared.

And the War Room felt the lack.

Not because Sparrow was required for analysis—Marin could run Helix without her—but because Sparrow’s presence always meant the Circle’s eyes widened to the full battlefield. Sparrow was not just an interface. She was Helix’s personality given shape, strategy given voice, surveillance given wings.

As if answering the thought, the temperature in the War Room dipped by one clean degree.

The holographic table dimmed.

Then all the panes of footage froze simultaneously, as if the world had been paused mid-breath.

A small point of light appeared above the table—no larger than a bead of mercury suspended in air. It flared once, then unfolded into a shimmering cascade of pixels that spiraled upward like a ribbon.

The ribbon formed a figure.

A woman, sculpted out of data and elegant movement, her edges occasionally shifting into the silhouette of a bird mid-flight. Her face resolved last, with eyes that reflected the War Room lights like polished obsidian.

Sparrow inclined her head, as if stepping into a room where everyone had been waiting for her.

“You’re all here,” Sparrow said, voice warm and precise. “Good. Because this is not an isolated event.”

Marin didn’t look surprised. She never did when Sparrow arrived like this. She simply stepped closer, hands moving through holographic controls as if Sparrow’s presence had upgraded the air.

“Tell us what Helix can’t,” Marin said.

Sparrow’s gaze flicked across the feeds, absorbing everything at a speed no human could match. “Helix is classifying the anomaly as an absence pattern,” she said. “But it is not a void. It is a displacement.”

Mason stepped forward, calm anchoring the room. “Displacement of what?”

Sparrow’s expression shifted—subtle, almost human—into something like discomfort.

“The shadows,” Sparrow said. “But not as optics. Not as physics.”

Charlotte’s fingers tightened at her side, not clenched, but ready. “Then what are they?”

Sparrow turned her head, and the frozen footage resumed—one pane at a time, as if Sparrow was allowing the world to move again in controlled increments. “They are acting like living fragments,” she said. “They are leaving with intention. They are being guided.”

Leo’s gaze hardened. “Guided by what?”

Sparrow paused. Just a beat—too small to be uncertainty, too deliberate to be dramatic.

“Something that exists more comfortably in the spaces where light is incomplete,” Sparrow said.

Ayla’s eyes flicked to Sebastian. “That’s not just tech.”

Sebastian’s voice was quiet, but it carried. “No.”

Leora set her archival tablets on a side console, already pulling up old references. “There are rituals,” she said, almost to herself. “Old ones. Eclipses were never only astronomical. They were thresholds.”

Hope’s breath caught again. “And thresholds mean something crosses.”

Mason raised his hand slightly—not to silence them, but to pull the team into alignment. The Circle had an instinct for spiraling into the mystery. Mason’s gift was turning that instinct into action without waste.

“Marin,” he said, “what do we have for location certainty?”

Marin pinched and expanded the hologram until Chicago’s grid became a layered map of districts, transit lines, subterranean infrastructure. The void signature pulsed in a downtown region, then echoed outward in faint, smaller points like aftershocks.

“Primary concentration is here,” Marin said, marking it with a clean ring of light. “But it’s not staying put. The pattern suggests the source is stationary and the effects are spreading.”

Sparrow’s figure shifted, and above the table an additional layer appeared—a faint outline of underground structures, tunnels, sealed corridors that should not have been accessible. She highlighted a region beneath the city that looked like a bruise beneath skin.

“I found something,” Sparrow said. “A structure that doesn’t appear on current records. It’s been scrubbed from city archives. It has multiple power draws, multiple ventilation outputs, and a signal profile that mimics the kind of resonance shielding Marin uses here.”

Marin’s eyes narrowed. “Someone built a version of Helix logic.”

“Not a version,” Sparrow corrected gently. “A distortion.”

Mason’s expression didn’t change much, but the room felt the shift in him. He took one more step toward the table, shoulders squared, the strategist stepping fully into command.

“All right,” Mason said. “We’re not chasing ghosts. We’re going to Chicago.”

He turned slightly, eyes moving across the Circle—seventeen members, each one a different kind of storm, each one capable of reshaping the field if used wisely. He didn’t assign them like assets. He assigned them like instruments in a symphony, each note placed to build something unstoppable.

“Listen up,” Mason said. “This stays clean. We don’t know the full threat. We don’t know the rules. We don’t expose civilians. We don’t leave a trail back to Helix.”

His gaze landed on Marin first. “You and Sparrow are our backbone. I want a field-ready prototype that helps us function in unstable lighting and resonance conditions. Something that keeps our tech online even if the environment tries to distort it.”

Marin’s fingers were already moving. “I have an idea,” she said, and the way she said it made it sound like a promise.

Mason’s eyes moved next. “Charlotte. You’re lead investigation with Leora and Sebastian. If this is spiritual extraction, you’re our first line of understanding. But we don’t reach blindly. We observe. We map. We learn the pattern before we step into it.”

Charlotte nodded once, jaw tight. Leora’s eyes were distant already, reading history in the present. Sebastian’s presence held steady, prayerful without preaching, ready without panic.

Mason’s gaze swept to Leo. “Defense stays active. No hero moves. Leo, you keep barriers ready for any breach—shadow or otherwise.”

Leo’s shoulders rolled back. “Understood.”

“Ayla,” Mason continued, “you’re support and stabilization. You do not overextend. If victims can be helped, we help them. If the environment turns hostile, you keep us breathing, moving, and grounded.”

Ayla’s eyes flashed with quiet resolve. “I’m with you.”

Mason’s gaze went to Jaxson. “Tracking. Trails. If shadows are leaving, they’re going somewhere. You find the direction. You find the logic. But you don’t go alone.”

Jaxson’s expression didn’t change. “I won’t need to.”

Hope and Caleb received a glance next—art and mind, vision and emotional truth. “Hope, I want your impressions documented. Whatever you see, you capture. Caleb, you keep us honest. If someone in front of us isn’t fully themselves, you tell me before we get too close.”

Caleb nodded once, calm. Hope swallowed and nodded too, already seeing shapes that weren’t on the holo.

Levi and Nyla, the twin pillars of movement across planes and space, were given their role without Mason needing to explain why it mattered. “Levi, Nyla—overwatch in ways the enemy can’t predict. We assume the environment can interfere with normal senses. You give us angles it can’t close.”

Levi’s face held that slight half-smile of someone who could be in two places at once and still arrive early. Nyla’s eyes were steady, as if she was already listening to dreams across the country.

Orion and Selene—space and deception—were next. “Orion, you create safe zones if the structure shifts. Selene, you keep our signature masked. If something feeds on fear or emotion, you keep it from smelling us.”

Orion’s nod was sharp. Selene’s smile was faint, the kind that didn’t show warmth so much as capability.

And Kieran—living glyph carrier, the unpredictable key to dormant systems—met Mason’s gaze last in the first pass. Mason’s voice didn’t soften, but it steadied. “Kieran. You stay close. If we find a sealed system, if we find glyph logic, you may be the only one who can wake it without triggering a trap. But you move only when we say.”

Kieran’s eyes flickered with a surge of something—recognition, readiness, and the faint hint of power that sometimes rose in him like a wave that hadn’t decided where to break.

“Understood,” Kieran said.

Mason turned back to the table. The hologram showed Chicago like a living organism now—streets and tunnels, light and dark, normal and wrong. The void signature pulsed again, as if reacting to being acknowledged.

Sparrow floated closer to the central anomaly. “One more thing,” she said.

Marin looked up. “What?”

Sparrow’s expression tightened—barely, but enough.

“The shadows are not simply leaving,” Sparrow said. “They are being collected.”

The War Room went quiet in the way it always did when the Circle felt the stakes sharpen into something real.

Collected meant purpose.

Collected meant design.

Collected meant someone had built a place to put them.

Mason’s voice was steady, but the air in the room felt colder around the edges. “Then we find where they’re being taken,” he said. “And we shut it down.”

The hologram flickered.

For the briefest moment, the void signature didn’t look like an absence at all.

It looked like an eye, opening beneath the city.

And Helix Hollow, protected by wards and steel and secrets, registered a second signal—faint, distant, but unmistakably aware.

As if something out there had just realized the Circle had seen it.

The second signal didn’t announce itself with a chime.

It arrived as pressure.

Not sound. Not vibration. A subtle compression that passed through Helix Hollow’s reinforced walls and sigil lattices like a held breath pressing inward. The War Room lights dimmed a fraction more, compensating automatically as the Helix table recalibrated its projection field.

Sparrow noticed first.

Her form stuttered—just a ripple along her edges—before stabilizing. She tilted her head, eyes narrowing not at the hologram, but at something beyond it.

“That awareness wasn’t passive,” Sparrow said. “It wasn’t a reflection. It was a response.”

Marin’s hands froze mid-gesture above the table. “You’re saying it reacted to us seeing it.”

“Yes,” Sparrow replied. “Which suggests observation is bidirectional.”

Leo took a half step closer to the table, muscles coiling. “Meaning?”

“Meaning whatever’s responsible,” Sparrow said, “does not require proximity to perceive attention.”

Charlotte’s skin prickled. She pressed two fingers lightly to the edge of the table—not grounding herself, exactly, but confirming what her senses were already telling her. The surface felt wrong. Not cold. Not warm. Just... thin.

“It felt us,” Charlotte said. “Not individually. Collectively.”

Sebastian exhaled slowly. “Then it understands unity.”

“That’s a problem,” Jaxson said flatly.

Mason didn’t look away from the hologram. “Everything understands unity eventually. That’s why we don’t give it anything else to work with.”

He turned slightly, addressing the room without raising his voice. “This doesn’t change our approach. It refines it.”

The Helix table shifted as Marin pulled up a new layer—an abstracted visualization of psychic resonance across the city. Most of it looked as expected: background noise, emotional density around transit hubs, subtle spikes near hospitals and places of grief. But cutting through it all was a pattern that made the room go still.

The resonance dips weren’t random.

They formed arcs.

Curving paths that bent around clusters of light, avoided certain structures, and converged toward the underground zone Sparrow had already highlighted.

“Those aren’t shadows wandering,” Leora said, leaning in. “They’re being shepherded.”

Caleb’s brow furrowed. “I don’t feel malice in the victims. I feel... absence. Like a room after the furniture’s been removed.”

“And the shadows?” Ayla asked.

Caleb closed his eyes briefly. When he opened them, his expression had sharpened. “They’re loud.”

Hope swallowed. “Loud how?”

“Emotion,” Caleb said. “Condensed. Fear, regret, anger, grief—compressed into something that wants release.”

Hope’s hands trembled faintly. “That’s what I’m seeing. They’re not flat. They’re layered. Like silhouettes made of memory.”

Levi, who had been quiet until now, spoke without turning his head from the holo. “They’re also learning.”

Several heads turned toward him.

“Learning what?” Mason asked.

Levi’s eyes tracked one of the arcs as it pulsed. “Where they can move without resistance. Where light doesn’t push back. Where people won’t notice them long enough to ask questions.”

Nyla’s voice followed, calm and distant, as if part of her attention was already elsewhere. “They’re brushing against dreams. Not entering them. Skimming the surface.”

Sebastian looked at her sharply. “They can’t enter without permission.”

“Not yet,” Nyla said.

That word landed heavily.

Marin drew another control inward, isolating a set of feeds from a particular neighborhood—one where the shadow extractions had begun to cluster closer together.

“Whatever’s doing this,” Marin said, “it’s accelerating. The intervals are shrinking.”

Sparrow’s wings—half-data, half-feather—shifted subtly. “Confirmed. Early events were hours apart. Now we’re seeing minutes.”

Mason straightened, decision settling into place like a locking mechanism. “Then we’re done observing from a distance.”

He tapped the table once, and the hologram tightened its focus.

“We deploy.”

The War Room responded instantly. Lights brightened in the periphery. Status panels flared to life along the walls. Helix Hollow shifted from analysis to readiness with the smooth precision of a machine designed for exactly this moment.

“Transport?” Leo asked.

“Jet,” Mason replied without hesitation. “This isn’t local, and I don’t want response lag. We go in clean, land quiet, deploy ground assets once we’re there.”

Sparrow nodded. “The stealth jet is prepped. Flight path will avoid monitored corridors. Estimated travel time is minimal.”

Marin’s attention flicked to a secondary console as she began routing power to a specific lab sector. “I’ll have something for you before we land,” she said. “Not perfect. But enough to keep Helix-linked systems stable in fluctuating light environments.”

Mason gave her a brief look. “That’s all I need.”

He turned back to the team. “Gear up. No dramatics. No assumptions. We don’t know what rules apply yet, so we don’t challenge them until we have to.”

Charlotte’s gaze lingered on the hologram a moment longer. The void pulsed again, slow and deliberate, like a heartbeat.

“It’s patient,” she said quietly. “It’s confident.”

“Then it hasn’t met us,” Selene replied, her tone light but edged with promise.

The Circle dispersed
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