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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Lexicon: Understand the psychic terms, powers, artifacts, glyphs, wards, and mythology that shape the series. Visit page

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Start Reading Free

[image: ]


New readers can step into The Psychic Multiverse before choosing their next full mission. The Start Reading Free page offers an easy way to claim a free title and experience the tone, suspense, characters, and cinematic energy of The Circle’s world.

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

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

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

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

Join The Circle as an Operative: psychicmultiverse.com/premium-membership

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​A Note to the Reader

[image: ]


Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning. Whether this is your first mission with The Circle or your next return to Helix Hollow, your curiosity keeps this world alive.

Every novel stands alone, but the deeper you travel, the more the marks connect. The cases change. The threats evolve. The team grows stronger. And somewhere beyond the edge of ordinary perception, the next signal is already waiting.
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​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 case 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 Black Light at 3:13
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The lights inside Helix Hollow never flickered.

They shifted—a subtle recalibration across the underground complex as the Helix system elevated itself from passive monitoring to active alert. The transition was silent, seamless, and unmistakable to anyone who had lived long enough beneath the reinforced stone and sigil-etched walls to recognize the difference.

Charlotte Reigns felt it before she saw it.

The air changed.

Not in temperature or pressure, but in texture—like the faint resistance of walking through unseen mist. Her senses sharpened involuntarily, the familiar pull behind her eyes tightening as her clairvoyant awareness slid forward, testing the edges of something just beyond perception.

She slowed near the entrance to the War Room.

“Helix just woke up,” she said quietly.

Inside, the holographic table bloomed to life.

Layers of light unfolded upward in concentric spirals—geographic grids, time stamps, spectral readouts, and data streams cascading into alignment. Sparrow stood at the table’s edge in her default human form, her posture already focused, already alert. The AI avatar’s eyes glowed faintly as she processed information faster than any human mind could hope to follow.

Marin Vale was already there.

She stood with her hands braced lightly against the table’s rim, dark hair pulled back, eyes scanning the projections with a precision that bordered on instinct. Sigil-lit interfaces hovered around her wrists, responding to micro-movements of her fingers as she pulled raw data apart and reassembled it in real time.

“This isn’t local,” Marin said. Her voice was calm, but not casual. “And it isn’t singular.”

Mason Ward entered seconds later, jacket already half off, attention fixed on the central display. He didn’t ask what was happening. He never did. His eyes moved the way they always did in moments like this—tracking patterns, gaps, escalation vectors.

“How many?” he asked.

Sparrow answered before Marin could.

“Confirmed anomalies: seventeen and rising,” Sparrow said. “Global distribution. All events timestamped to local 3:13 a.m.”

The map sharpened.

Points of black-violet light pulsed across the hologram—North America, Europe, Asia, Africa, South America. Not clustered. Not random. Each point equidistant from unseen lines that only began to reveal themselves as Mason stepped closer, arms folding as his mind worked ahead of the data.

Charlotte’s breath caught.

The lights weren’t steady.

They descended.

On the display, each anomaly manifested as a downward vector—a narrow column of luminous black energy striking the ground and collapsing inward on itself. No explosion. No shockwave. Just sudden presence... and sudden absence.

“Those aren’t impact signatures,” Leo Mbeki said from the far side of the room. He leaned against the wall, arms crossed, gaze fixed on the map. “They’re placements.”

Ayla Khoury entered behind him, her expression tightening as she reached out with her empathic senses. “Something’s wrong,” she murmured. “I don’t feel pain. Or fear. I feel... interruption.”

Marin brought two fingers together, zooming in on a single event.

Footage resolved—grainy civilian video pulled from unsecured networks before it could be flagged or erased. A quiet street. Early morning darkness. A lone figure frozen mid-step as a sphere of black light hovered inches above the pavement in front of them.

The orb pulsed once.

Then vanished.

The person collapsed, gasping—not injured, not burned, but shaken in a way no physical trauma could explain.

Sebastian Ryss closed his eyes briefly, as if steadying himself. “There’s history here,” he said. “Whatever that was—it wasn’t improvisation.”

Leora Hale moved closer to the table, already scanning the secondary glyph overlays Sparrow had begun layering into the display. “These readings aren’t just energetic,” she said. “They’re symbolic. Structured. Deliberate.”

Charlotte hadn’t spoken.

Her attention was locked on something no one else could see.

Behind the map—behind the lights and grids and carefully ordered data—she saw reflections.

Mirrors without frames.

Endless, overlapping spirals of glass and shadow, turning inward toward a center that refused to come into focus. Every time she tried to fix her gaze on it, the image fractured, splitting into a thousand possible versions of the same moment.

And in every one of them, the light fell at exactly the same time.

3:13.

Hope Reigns slipped into the room quietly, sketchbook already in hand. She didn’t wait for instructions. She never did. Her pencil moved on instinct, lines flowing faster than conscious thought as images bled out of her mind and onto the page.

Jaxson Dane glanced at her drawing, then back at the table. “Whatever this is,” he said, “it’s synchronized down to the second.”

“That rules out natural phenomena,” Mason replied.

“And coincidence,” Caleb added from his place near the rear consoles. His brow was furrowed, his expression distant as he brushed lightly against the psychic residue saturating the room. “I’m picking up... echoes. Confusion. Not panic. More like—something being taken, and the mind not knowing how to describe the absence.”

Silence settled over the War Room.

Not fear.

Recognition.

Marin straightened slowly. “Helix,” she said. “Cross-reference anomalies against known psychic registries. Public, private, and classified.”

“Already underway,” Sparrow replied. “Preliminary correlation suggests a disproportionate overlap with confirmed gifted individuals.”

A pulse rippled through the hologram as the system complied.

Charlotte finally spoke.

“This isn’t an attack,” she said. Her voice was steady, but her hands had curled unconsciously at her sides. “It’s a process.”

Mason turned toward her. “Explain.”

She hesitated—not because she lacked words, but because too many pressed forward at once. “Whatever’s happening,” she said carefully, “isn’t meant to destroy. It’s meant to... collect.”

Marin’s gaze snapped back to the table. “Collect what?”

Charlotte swallowed.

“Us.”

The lights above the War Room dimmed fractionally as Helix recalibrated again, pushing more power into the holographic array. New data streams surfaced—international emergency reports, fragmented medical scans, incoherent witness statements.

All different.

All wrong.

Sparrow’s voice softened—not with emotion, but with gravity. “Additional anomalies detected.”

The map expanded.

More lights appeared.

And beneath them all, faint but unmistakable, the first hints of a pattern began to form—lines of force threading across continents, converging toward points no one could yet see.

Mason exhaled slowly.

“All right,” he said. “We find out what this is. We find out who’s behind it. And we stop it before it scales.”

Charlotte’s reflection flickered again—mirrors turning, spirals tightening.

For the first time since Helix Hollow had come online years ago, the system flagged a classification it had never needed before.

Unknown Ritual Activity: Global Scope

Charlotte looked at the map, then at her team.

And knew—without yet understanding how—that this was only the beginning.

The War Room did not erupt into noise.

It never did.

Instead, it tightened—voices lowering, movements sharpening, attention narrowing as the Circle shifted from observation to readiness. Helix Hollow thrived in moments like this, when uncertainty demanded structure and instinct gave way to coordination.

Marin drew a slow arc through the hologram, isolating a cluster of anomalies along the southern United States. “These three appeared within a six-minute window,” she said. “Same spectral signature. Same collapse pattern. But no residual burn, no EM spike, no conventional interference.”

She flicked her wrist, and a new layer phased into view—psychic resonance bands rendered as translucent waves.

“They don’t linger,” she continued. “They extract and disengage.”

Leo straightened from the wall. “So whatever that light is, it knows exactly how long it needs to stay.”

“And exactly where to go,” Mason added.

Sparrow shifted her stance, her form subtly changing—features smoothing, posture adjusting as she rerouted processing power. “Pattern analysis suggests intentional placement along population-adjacent zones with historically elevated psychic activity,” she said. “Not cities. Not isolation. Transitional spaces.”

“Places where gifted people don’t expect to be watched,” Selene Ashcroft murmured, her eyes half-lidded as she studied the map. “Clever.”

Charlotte felt the spiral tighten again.

She stepped closer to the table, drawn toward one particular point pulsing faintly near the Gulf Coast. As she focused, her clairvoyant senses brushed against something distant—an echo of motion caught between moments.

“I want footage,” she said. “Raw. Unfiltered.”

“Already queued,” Sparrow replied.

The hologram shifted.

This time, the feed was clearer.

A quiet roadside café. Neon lights flickering in the pre-dawn dark. A woman standing outside, phone in hand, frozen mid-laugh as the orb descended in front of her. The black light didn’t illuminate the space—it absorbed it, swallowing color and shadow alike.

For half a second, the woman’s reflection appeared on the orb’s surface.

Then the image folded inward.

The woman crumpled, gasping as if waking from a dream she couldn’t remember.

Ayla inhaled sharply. “She’s not hurt,” she said. “But something is... off. Like a chord that’s been pulled too tight.”

Sebastian rubbed his thumb against his palm, as though resisting the urge to reach through the projection. “That wasn’t random contact,” he said. “There was recognition. Intimacy.”

Caleb nodded slowly. “Whatever did this knew who she was.”

Hope looked up from her sketchbook.

She turned the page toward the table.

The drawing was unfinished—charcoal lines forming the outline of a sphere, fractured by overlapping faces that blurred into one another. No features were distinct, but the emotion was unmistakable: confusion layered over connection.

“I don’t know why,” Hope said quietly, “but it feels like listening to a hundred people speak at once.”

Silence settled again.

Not fear.

Anticipation.

Mason broke it. “Helix, cross-reference the victim against known psychic indicators. Anything—registrations, sealed reports, flagged anomalies.”

“Cross-referencing,” Sparrow said. “Confirmed: subject exhibited latent clair-sensory markers prior to the incident.”

Marin’s jaw tightened. “So this thing can identify potential.”

“And act on it,” Leo said.

Jaxson stepped closer, eyes narrowing as he studied the timestamps scrolling beneath the footage. “Everything lines up too cleanly,” he said. “If I had to guess, I’d say these events aren’t just synchronized—they’re sequenced.”

Leora tilted her head. “Meaning?”

“Meaning this isn’t phase one,” Jaxson replied. “It’s iteration.”

Charlotte’s reflection fractured again.

She saw mirrors forming not a circle, but a lattice—each intersection glowing faintly as another light descended somewhere in the world.

“This is bigger than a single event,” she said. “It’s infrastructure.”

Marin exhaled slowly. “Then we need eyes on the ground. Now.”

Sparrow’s form shimmered, briefly destabilizing before resolving into something sleeker, more compact. “I can deploy ahead of the team,” she said. “Multiple forms. Recon only. No engagement.”

Mason nodded. “Do it.”

Sparrow inclined her head once—and dissolved into motion, her image fragmenting into streams of light that vanished into the Helix uplink.

The War Room felt emptier without her.

Marin turned back to the table. “Closest confirmed anomaly is within driving distance,” she said. “If we’re moving, we should move now—before the pattern tightens.”

Mason glanced around the room, his gaze passing from face to face. No hesitation. No doubt.

“Local team,” he said. “SUV deployment. The rest stay on standby.”

Charlotte met his eyes.

“This won’t stay local,” she said.

“I know,” Mason replied. “But we start where we can touch it.”

Helix responded before anyone gave the command.

The tactical display shifted, routing power to the underground vehicle bay. AR navigation paths lit up, pulsing faintly beneath the War Room floor as the system prepared the Black Tactical SUVs for departure.

Somewhere above them—far above—another orb descended.

And the clock, unseen but relentless, ticked closer to 3:13 once more.

The Black Tactical SUV slid out of Helix Hollow without ceremony.

One moment it was sealed inside the underground bay, systems humming beneath layers of reinforced steel and sigil wards; the next, it emerged through a camouflaged access corridor that dissolved seamlessly into an unremarkable stretch of surface roadway. To the outside world, it was just another vehicle joining the pre-dawn traffic. To the Circle, it was a mobile command node wrapped in shielding, silence, and intent.

Inside, the cabin adjusted automatically—lighting dimmed, climate zones individualized, and the augmented-reality windshield came alive with layered data pulled directly from the Helix mainframe.

Charlotte sat in the passenger seat, eyes forward but unfocused, her attention divided between the road ahead and the reflections she could not fully escape. Thin strands of light traced along the windshield, mapping terrain, signal strength, and probability corridors that only Marin’s systems could calculate.

Mason drove.

He always did when things were uncertain.

“No new drops since we left,” Marin said from the rear seat, her gaze split between the floating interface above her lap and the real-time feed scrolling across the windshield. “But that doesn’t mean we’re clear.”

“It never does,” Leo replied. He sat opposite her, posture relaxed but ready, one hand resting loosely against the door as if testing the space around them.

Ayla leaned back, eyes closed, sensing outward. “There’s something ahead,” she said. “Not danger. Not yet. But... tension. Like the air is holding its breath.”

The SUV adjusted its suspension as the road curved, smoothing the ride automatically. Above them, Sparrow’s voice cut in—clear, precise, and disembodied.

“Recon complete,” Sparrow said. “I am approximately two minutes ahead of your current position.”

Her image resolved on the windshield—this time not in human form, but as a high-altitude avian silhouette gliding over a quiet stretch of roadway. The feed shifted seamlessly between visual spectrum and psychic overlay, highlighting faint distortions invisible to the naked eye.

“I am detecting residual energy consistent with the earlier anomalies,” Sparrow continued. “No orb present at this time. However, the environment shows signs of recent interaction.”

“Define recent,” Mason said.

“Within the last seven minutes,” Sparrow replied. “The signature is fading rapidly.”

Marin frowned. “That’s faster than the others.”

“Which means,” Jaxson said from the back, eyes narrowing as he studied the feed, “we’re not just chasing events anymore. We’re chasing timing.”

The SUV slowed as it approached a small roadside rest area—mostly empty at this hour, lit by a handful of flickering lamps. Mason pulled in without hesitation, parking beneath a tree that cast long shadows across the pavement.

“Everyone out,” he said. “Quick sweep.”

The moment the doors opened, the Circle felt it.

Not a shock. Not a surge.

An absence.

Charlotte stepped onto the pavement and froze. The sensation rolled over her like cold water, tugging at the edges of her perception. She turned slowly, eyes scanning the space as if expecting to see something standing just out of view.

“It was here,” she said. “Right there.”

She pointed toward an empty patch of concrete near the far edge of the lot.

Sebastian knelt beside the spot, resting his fingertips lightly against the ground. His breath caught—not in pain, but recognition. “This place remembers,” he murmured. “Not what happened. That something passed through.”

Leora circled the perimeter, eyes tracing faint glyph echoes Sparrow projected onto her retinal display. “These markings aren’t inscribed,” she said. “They’re impressed—like pressure against meaning itself.”

Leo raised a hand slightly, palm outward, testing the space. “Residual compression,” he said. “Whatever was here didn’t linger. It completed something.”

Ayla knelt beside a bench near the edge of the lot, where a discarded coffee cup lay on its side. She touched the wood gently, eyes fluttering open a second later. “Someone was standing here,” she said. “They didn’t feel afraid. Just... surprised.”

Charlotte’s reflection flickered again.

She saw the orb—not as light, but as structure. A container. Smooth, flawless, and utterly indifferent.

Marin’s voice broke through her focus. “Helix just updated,” she said. “We’ve got another anomaly. Europe this time. Same timestamp.”

Charlotte straightened. “3:13?”

“Yes.”

Mason exhaled slowly. “It’s rolling forward.”

Sparrow’s feed shifted, her avian form dissolving into a humanoid outline perched on a nearby light pole—no one passing below took notice. “I am detecting increased signal cohesion,” Sparrow said. “The events are no longer isolated. They are beginning to resonate with one another.”

Charlotte turned toward the sky, though there was nothing to see.

“They’re not just collecting,” she said quietly. “They’re listening.”

Mason met her gaze. “Then we listen back.”

He tapped the control panel on his wrist. “Helix, escalate this to full Circle alert. We’re not dealing with a series of incidents anymore.”

The system responded instantly.

Deep beneath them, Helix Hollow adjusted its posture—power rerouted, systems synchronized, and the War Room prepared for what was coming next.

Somewhere across the world, another clock struck 3:13.

And the black light fell again.

The return trip to Helix Hollow passed in concentrated silence.

Inside the SUV, data streamed steadily across the augmented windshield—new anomaly markers blinking into existence, fading, then reappearing as Helix refined its projections. Each pulse carried the same spectral fingerprint. Each time stamp aligned with unnerving precision.

3:13.

Charlotte watched the lights form and reform, her reflection ghosted faintly across the glass. The spirals behind her eyes had not loosened since they left the rest area. If anything, they had grown more insistent—layers of mirrored possibility folding inward, tugging her awareness toward a center she still could not see.

“They’re accelerating,” Marin said at last. “Intervals are shortening. The lattice is tightening.”

Mason nodded, eyes on the road. “Which means whoever’s doing this is confident.”

“Or desperate,” Ayla said softly.

The SUV descended smoothly into Helix Hollow, the access corridor sealing behind them as the underground lights brightened in response to their arrival. The familiar hum of the facility wrapped around the team like a controlled heartbeat—steady, reliable, and ready.

They were barely inside the War Room when Sparrow reappeared.

Her form resolved at the table’s edge, this time human again, her expression focused but altered—processing layers visibly shifting beneath the surface. “Update,” she said. “Global anomaly count has reached critical threshold for sustained resonance.”

The holographic table flared.

New data poured in—medical reports describing unexplained neurological fatigue, psychic disorientation, gifts behaving unpredictably or refusing to respond altogether. Faces filled the projections. Ordinary people. Unaware they were now part of something far larger than themselves.

Sebastian closed his eyes briefly. “They’re not just being affected,” he said. “They’re being changed.”

Charlotte stepped closer to the table, drawn toward a newly forming structure within the hologram. Lines of force stretched between continents now, faint but unmistakable—threads of light converging toward five emerging focal points.

A shape was forming.

Not complete.

But intentional.

“This isn’t a test anymore,” Charlotte said. Her voice was quiet, but it carried. “It’s construction.”

Mason looked around the room—at Marin, already deep into recalculating countermeasures; at Ayla, steadying the emotional undercurrent; at Leo, Selene, and the others shifting instinctively into readiness.

“All right,” he said. “We’re done observing.”

He placed both hands on the table.

“We identify the victims. We find the source. And we shut this down before whatever they’re building finishes building us into it.”

The hologram responded, isolating the first confirmed local victims—names, locations, timelines aligning into a pattern that finally made itself known.

Charlotte felt the spirals slow.

Not because the danger had passed.

But because it had chosen its direction.

Outside Helix Hollow, the world remained unaware.

Inside, the Circle understood one thing with absolute certainty:

This was no longer about anomalies.

It was about what had been taken—and whether it could be reclaimed.
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​Chapter 02: Dimmed
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Helix Hollow was quieter than it had been hours earlier.

Not dormant—never that—but attentive, its systems humming beneath the surface as if listening for something that had not yet announced itself. The War Room lights remained lowered, casting soft illumination across the holographic table where global data streams hovered in restrained motion, waiting to be summoned forward again.

Charlotte stood near the edge of the room, hands resting lightly against the cool surface of the table. The spirals behind her eyes had eased, but they had not gone away. They rarely did once they appeared. They simply waited—patient, coiled, observant.

Marin Vale broke the silence.

“I’ve isolated the Houston site data,” she said, fingers moving through layered projections. “And before anyone asks—no, it wasn’t a node.”

Mason looked up from the console he’d been reviewing. “That was my read as well.”

She nodded. “What we saw out there wasn’t an anchor point. It was an endpoint. A place where something finished what it came to do and moved on.”

A faint ripple passed through the room as the hologram shifted. The Houston rest area appeared again—this time stripped of visual clutter, rendered only in resonance traces and residual impressions.

Charlotte tilted her head. “A footprint,” she said. “Not the thing that made it.”

“Exactly,” Marin replied. “Which means the deployment wasn’t wasted time. It told us something critical.”

Leo folded his arms. “That we’re not hunting the events.”

“We
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