
​​ Blackthorn Academy is more than just a school. It is a world of its own, 
where the elite sharpen their minds and secure their futures. Its towering 
walls hold centuries of secrets, but beneath the surface, something far 
more sinister is stirring. 

​​ Leigh Rowan has spent her life trying to go unnoticed. She keeps her 
head down, avoids attention, and does everything she can to suppress the 
ability she never asked for. She hears things—thoughts, emotions, 
whispered secrets that slip into her mind like an unwelcome tide. She 
has always ignored them, pretending they do not exist. But when her 
best friend, Nica, vanishes without a trace, Leigh is the only one who 
remembers her. The rest of the school moves on as if she was never 
there. 

​​ Determined to find out what happened, Leigh begins to sense that she is 
not the only one keeping secrets. Carter Reyes, the school’s flawless and 
untouchable student council president, has been watching her. He knows 
things he should not. He speaks in careful words, leaving more questions 
than answers, but one thing is clear—he believes Leigh is not alone. 

​​ Students are disappearing. Strange occurrences are going unnoticed. 
And the more Leigh uncovers, the more she realizes that Blackthorn is 
not just hiding a mystery. It is hiding them. 

​​ Something is coming for the gifted. The ones with power. And once you 
see the truth, there is no going back. 

​​ Characters 
●​ Leigh Rowan: Mind Reader (Telepathy) & Truth-Seeking 
●​ Carter Reyes: Shadow Manipulator (Umbrakinesis) 
●​ Zen Takahashi: Death Bringer (Thanatokinesis) 
●​ Maye Vallerio: Serpent Tongue (Venom Manipulation & Animal 

Control) 
●​ Clark Dela Torre: Illusionist (Reality Warping & Dreamwalking) 
●​ Andrei Petrov: Weather Weaver (Atmokinesis) 
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●​ Cassian "Cass" Wolfe: Beast Shifter (Therianthropy) 

​​ Chapter 1: Whispers in Blackthorn 
​​ The scent of stale cafeteria food and industrial-strength cleaner hung heavy 

in the air, a familiar aroma that permeated Blackthorn High. My backpack 
dug into my shoulder, a small price to pay for the precarious stack of 
textbooks threatening to topple over. Lockers slammed, conversations 
buzzed, and the rhythmic squeak of sneakers on the polished linoleum 
created a cacophony that was uniquely high school. I’d only been at 
Blackthorn for a few weeks, still finding my rhythm in the chaotic dance of 
student life. It was a far cry from my old, quiet school. This place thrummed 
with a restless energy, a sense of something… more, that I couldn’t quite 
place. 

​​ I reached my locker, wrestling with the combination as a dull ache throbbed 
at the back of my mind. The whispers were louder today, an overlapping 
chorus of stray thoughts and emotions that didn't belong to me. She’s so 
fake, I swear she just— God, I hope I passed that— He’s staring at me again, 
ugh. 

​​ It was like listening to a radio station where all the channels were playing at 
once. I’d always been able to hear them, these whispers in the minds of 
others. It was a secret I guarded closely, a constant, often overwhelming, 
undercurrent to my own thoughts. It wasn’t something I chose. It was just… 
there. 

​​ A flicker of movement at the end of the hall caught my eye. President Carter 
Reyes, the student council president, was leaning against a row of lockers, 
his usual entourage of admirers swirling around him. He was a figure of 
effortless cool, radiating an aura of quiet confidence. I’d seen him around, 
the subject of hushed whispers and admiring glances. He was popular, 
influential, the kind of person who seemed to have everything figured out. 
He had this air about him, a kind of quiet intensity that made me… uneasy. 

​​ Suddenly, his gaze met mine. It was a brief moment, but I felt a jolt, a 
strange intensity in his eyes. And then, a voice, clear and distinct, echoed in 
my mind. Found you. 

​​ My breath hitched. I fumbled with my lock, my fingers suddenly clumsy. 
What was that? I thought, a wave of confusion washing over me. It wasn’t 
one of the usual whispers. It was… directed. I glanced back at Carter, but he 
was now engaged in conversation with his group, his expression seemingly 
normal. Had I imagined it? Was my own mind playing tricks on me? 

​​ The rest of the day passed in a blur. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was 
being watched. The thought, Found you, kept echoing in my mind. I tried to 
focus on my classes, but the whispers of my classmates seemed louder, 



more intrusive than usual. I felt exposed, vulnerable. Like a bug under a 
microscope. 

​​ After my last class, as I was heading towards the exit, a girl with striking red 
hair approached me. “Leigh Rowan?” she asked, her voice crisp and 
professional. “President Carter would like to see you in the student council 
office.” 

​​ My stomach clenched. President Carter? I followed the girl, my mind racing. 
What could the student council president possibly want with me? 

​​ The student council office was a surprisingly calm oasis amidst the chaos of 
the school. It was a large, well-organized room, with rows of neatly arranged 
desks and a large conference table in the center. Carter was sitting at the 
head of the table, a stack of papers in front of him. The red-haired girl, who I 
now realized was Jane Montague, was standing by the window, looking out 
at the courtyard. 

​​ “Thank you, Jane,” Carter said, dismissing her with a nod. Jane gave me a 
polite smile before leaving the office. 

​​ Carter stood up as I approached. “Leigh, thank you for coming.” He gestured 
towards a chair. “Please, sit down.” 

​​ I hesitated for a moment before taking a seat. The air in the room crackled 
with an unspoken tension. I could feel Carter’s gaze on me, assessing, 
probing. He had this way of looking at me, like he could see right through 
me. It was unnerving. 

​​ “I know you can hear them, Leigh,” Carter said, his voice low and steady. 
​​ My eyes widened. “Hear them?” I stammered, feigning ignorance. 
​​ “Don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about,” Carter said, a hint of 

amusement in his voice. He leaned forward, his expression serious. “I know 
you can hear thoughts.” 

​​ My heart pounded in my chest. How could he know? I’d been so careful. I’d 
never told anyone. “I… I don’t know what you mean,” I mumbled, trying to 
avoid his intense gaze. 

​​ He sighed, a small, almost imperceptible sound. “Leigh,” he said softly, “I’ve 
seen you. I’ve seen the way you react to things people are thinking, not 
saying. The subtle shifts in your expression, the way your eyes flicker… it’s a 
tell. You’re not as good at hiding it as you think.” 

​​ My breath caught in my throat. He’d seen me. He’d been watching me. A 
shiver ran down my spine. It wasn’t just the whispers anymore. It was him. 
He knew. And the way he said it, so calm, so assured… it sent a thrill of fear 
and something else, something I couldn’t quite name, through me. 

​​ “It’s okay,” Carter said, his voice reassuring, though his eyes held a glint of 
something I couldn’t decipher. “You’re not alone.” 

​​ Not alone? The thought echoed in my mind. I looked at him, really looked at 
him, and for the first time, I saw something in his eyes that I hadn’t noticed 



before. A flicker of understanding, a hint of… knowing. And something else, 
too. Something that made my stomach flutter in a way that had nothing to 
do with fear. 

​​ “There are others, Leigh,” he continued, his voice dropping to a near whisper. 
“People like us. I know it.” He gestured towards the papers on the table. “I’ve 
been… researching. Trying to find them.” 

​​ I stared at the papers, a jumble of names and dates and seemingly random 
facts. “Find them?” I asked, my voice barely audible. 

​​ “Yes,” Carter said. “We need to find them. We need to find each other.” 
​​ A wave of fear washed over me. This was all happening too fast. I didn’t 

understand what was going on, but I knew, deep down, that my life was 
about to change. I stood up, my legs shaky. “I… I can’t do this,” I said, 
backing away from the table. “I need to go.” 

​​ I turned and fled the office, the image of Carter’s intense eyes burning into 
my mind. I burst out of the school doors and into the cool afternoon air, 
gasping for breath. I needed to talk to Nica. She was my best friend, the only 
person I truly trusted. 

​​ I found Nica by the bleachers, sketching in her notebook. She looked up as I 
approached, a bright smile lighting up her face. “Hey, Leigh! What’s up?” 

​​ “Nica,” I said, my voice trembling, “something… something weird happened.” 
​​ I told her everything, about Carter, about the voice in my head, about the 

papers on the table. Nica listened patiently, her brow furrowed in 
concentration. 

​​ “Leigh,” she said when I finished, “that’s… that’s incredible.” 
​​ “Incredible?” I exclaimed. “Nica, it’s terrifying! What if he’s right? What if 

there really are others like us?” 
​​ Nica was quiet for a moment, then she took my hand. “Leigh,” she said 

softly, “I know you’re scared, but maybe… maybe this is a good thing.” 
​​ I looked at her, searching her eyes for answers. But before she could say 

anything else, the lights flickered and died, plunging the courtyard into 
darkness. A collective gasp rose from the few students still lingering 
around. 

​​ “What the…?” Nica started to say, but her voice was cut short. 
​​ I felt a tug on my arm, and then Nica was gone. Just like that. Vanished into 

the darkness. 
​​ “Nica!” I screamed, my voice echoing through the silent courtyard. I fumbled 

for my phone, turning on the flashlight. But there was no sign of her. She 
was just… gone. 

​​ Panic seized me. I didn’t know what to do. I thought of Carter, of the papers 
on his desk, of the others he was searching for. Maybe he could help. Maybe 
he knew what was happening. 



​​ I ran back towards the school, my heart pounding in my chest. I had to find 
him. I had to find Nica. 

​​ The school was eerily silent, the only sound the frantic pounding of my own 
heart. The darkness was thick, swallowing the familiar hallways whole. My 
phone’s flashlight beam danced nervously, illuminating only a small circle 
around me. “Nica!” I called again, my voice trembling. The silence that 
answered was more terrifying than any scream. 

​​ I reached the student council office, the door slightly ajar. Hesitantly, I 
pushed it open and stepped inside. The office was dark too, but the faint 
glow of the moon through the window cast long, distorted shadows across 
the room. Carter wasn’t there. 

​​ Where was he? A wave of desperation washed over me. I needed help. I 
needed answers. And the only person who seemed to have any clue about 
what was going on was… Carter Reyes. 

​​ I scanned the room, my flashlight beam landing on the papers scattered 
across the conference table. They seemed less random now, more like 
pieces of a puzzle I couldn’t quite assemble. Names, dates, locations… My 
gaze snagged on one particular sheet, a list of student names, each with a 
small symbol next to it. One of the names was mine. And next to it was a 
symbol I didn’t recognize. 

​​ Suddenly, a sound behind me made me jump. I whirled around, my flashlight 
beam shaking. Carter was standing in the doorway, his figure silhouetted 
against the moonlight. He was cloaked in shadows, his features obscured. 
He looked… different. More intense. More… powerful. 

​​ “Leigh,” he said, his voice low and resonant. “What are you doing here?” 
​​ “Nica’s gone,” I blurted out, my voice cracking. “She just… disappeared. In 

the dark. I don’t know what happened.” 
​​ Carter stepped further into the room, the shadows receding slightly, 

revealing his face. His expression was unreadable. “Disappeared?” he 
echoed. 

​​ “Yes,” I said, my voice rising in panic. “One minute she was there, the next… 
she was gone. I need your help.” 

​​ He was silent for a moment, his gaze fixed on me. Then, he turned and 
walked towards the conference table, picking up the sheet of paper I’d been 
looking at. “This,” he said, holding up the paper, “is a list of students I’ve 
identified as… potential candidates.” 

​​ “Candidates?” I asked, confused. 
​​ “For something… more,” he said, his voice cryptic. He pointed to my name on 

the list. “You’re on this list, Leigh. I know you can hear thoughts. I saw you 
today, reacting to what people were thinking, not saying. It's not something 
everyone can do.” 



​​ My heart pounded in my chest. He knew. He knew about the whispers. And 
he knew about Nica. “What does this have to do with Nica?” I demanded. 

​​ Carter looked at me, his eyes filled with an intensity that made me shiver. “I 
don’t know,” he said. “But I think… I think it’s connected.” 

​​ He walked over to the window and looked out at the darkened courtyard. 
“Something is happening, Leigh,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. 
“Something… dangerous. And I think… I think we need to find out what it is.” 

​​ He turned back to me, his gaze piercing. “Will you help me, Leigh?” 
​​ I hesitated. Everything in me screamed to run, to hide, to pretend I hadn’t 

seen anything, hadn’t heard anything. But the image of Nica disappearing 
into the darkness flashed before my eyes. I couldn’t just leave her. 

​​ “Okay,” I said finally, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll help you.” 
​​ A flicker of something that might have been a smile crossed Carter’s lips. 

“Good,” he said. “Because I think… I think we’re running out of time.” 
​​ He picked up another sheet of paper from the table. “This,” he said, “is our 

first target.” He pointed to a name. “Maye. She’s… different.” 
​​ I looked at the name. Maye. I didn’t know her. But if she was connected to 

what was happening, if she could help us find Nica… then I had to find her. 
​​ “What do we do?” I asked. 
​​ Carter looked at me, a strange glint in his eyes. “We find her,” he said. “And 

we show her… what she’s capable of.” 

​​ Chapter 2: The Queen Bee and the Headmaster's 
Secret 

​​ The fluorescent lights of Blackthorn High hummed overhead, casting a 
sterile glow on the bustling hallways. It was a stark contrast to the 
oppressive darkness that had swallowed Nica, my best friend, just hours 
before. The fear was a knot in my stomach, a constant reminder of the 
urgency of our mission. 

​​ Carter, ever the picture of composure, walked beside me, his eyes scanning 
the crowd. And God, was he handsome. Gorgeous, even. It wasn’t just the 
perfectly sculpted jawline or the intense, almost brooding eyes. It was the 
way he carried himself, with an air of quiet confidence that made everyone– 
everyone – want to be near him. I'd seen the way girls (and some guys, if I 
was being honest) practically tripped over themselves to get his attention. 
He was like a magnet, drawing everyone in. And yet, he always seemed… 
distant. Untouchable. 

​​   
​​ "Maye Vallerio," he said, his voice low, pulling me from my thoughts. "She's 

usually surrounded by her… swarm." 
​​ I followed his gaze, spotting her easily. Maye Vallerio was the undisputed 

queen bee of Blackthorn High. She held court in the middle of the hallway, a 



gaggle of admirers flanking her like loyal subjects. She was effortlessly 
stylish, with long, flowing blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and an air of 
confidence that bordered on arrogance. Even from a distance, I could feel 
the whispers of admiration and envy swirling around her. It wasn’t just her 
looks; it was something else, an almost palpable aura of power. 

​​ "How are we supposed to get her alone?" I asked, feeling a surge of anxiety. 
Approaching Maye felt like walking into a lion's den. 

​​ Carter smirked, a flash of white teeth. It was a devastatingly charming 
smirk, the kind that could melt glaciers. "Leave that to me." He stepped 
forward, his shadow stretching out behind him like a living thing. He moved 
with a grace and confidence that belied his age, his presence commanding 
attention. Even Maye, used to being the center of attention, couldn't help but 
notice him. 

​​ "Maye," Carter said, his voice smooth and persuasive. "A word, if you 
please?" 

​​ Maye raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow, a flicker of amusement in her 
eyes. "President Carter," she said, her voice dripping with honeyed sarcasm. 
"To what do I owe the pleasure?" 

​​ "A matter of some… importance," Carter said, his gaze unwavering. He 
glanced at her entourage, and they seemed to melt away, as if dismissed by 
an unspoken command. It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but I saw it. The 
way they deferred to him, the almost… respect in their eyes. 

​​ Maye, intrigued, gestured towards a quieter corner of the hallway. "Very 
well," she said. "Lead the way." 

​​ I followed them, my heart pounding. Carter, without looking back, subtly 
motioned for me to stay close. 

​​ Once they were out of earshot of the other students, Carter turned to Maye, 
his expression serious. "Maye," he said, "I believe you have a secret." 

​​ Maye laughed, a melodic sound that echoed through the hallway. "Don't we 
all, President Carter?" 

​​ "This is different," Carter insisted. "This is something… special. Something 
you don't even understand yourself." 

​​ Maye's smile faltered. "What are you talking about?" she asked, her voice 
losing some of its playful lilt. 

​​ "I've been observing you, Maye," Carter said, his voice low and intense. "I’ve 
seen things. Things that shouldn’t be possible.” He paused, his gaze meeting 
hers. “Like the time you were in the library, and that heavy bookshelf started 
to tip over. Everyone thought it was an accident, but I saw it, Maye. The way 
your hand moved, the almost imperceptible flicker in your eyes… and then 
the bookshelf righted itself, as if by magic.” 

​​ Maye’s eyes widened slightly, a flicker of something – recognition? – 
crossing her face. 



​​ "And it's not just that," Carter continued, his voice dropping to a near whisper. 
"Students have been disappearing, Maye. Nica, my friend, vanished just last 
night. And I have a feeling… a strong feeling… that it’s connected to 
something… more.” 

​​ Maye studied him for a moment, her eyes narrowed. "And what makes you 
think I'll believe you?" 

​​ Carter glanced at me, a silent signal. I stepped forward, taking a deep 
breath. Instead of just reading her thoughts, I reached out with my own, 
projecting my voice directly into her mind. You know he’s right, Maye, I 
thought, the words echoing in her head. You know you can do things. Things 
you can’t explain. 

​​ Maye flinched, her eyes widening in surprise. She clutched at her head, as if 
trying to shake off the intrusion. "What… what was that?" she stammered, 
her voice trembling. 

​​ It’s me, Leigh, I projected again, softer this time. I can hear your thoughts, 
Maye. And I know you can hear mine. 

​​ Maye looked from Carter to me, her expression a mixture of fear and 
fascination. She didn’t say anything, but I could feel the turmoil in her mind, 
the battle between disbelief and a dawning realization. 

​​ "Prove it," she finally whispered, her voice barely audible. 
​​ I focused again, pushing past the confusion and the fear, reaching for a 

specific memory. The time you were practicing your cheerleading routine,  I 
thought, projecting the image of her flipping through the air, landing 
perfectly, a small smile playing on her lips.  You almost fell, but you caught 
yourself. You didn’t just regain your balance, Maye. You… shifted. Like time 
itself slowed down for a second. 

​​   
​​ Maye gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. The memory was clear in her 

mind, vivid and undeniable. She’d known it, deep down, but had pushed it 
aside, dismissing it as a fluke. Now, confronted with the truth, she couldn’t 
deny it any longer. 

​​ "Okay," she said, her voice trembling slightly. "I believe you." She looked at 
Carter, her eyes filled with a newfound intensity. "What do you want me to 
do?" 

​​ "Join us," Carter said, his gaze meeting hers. "We need your help, Maye. We 
need to find out what's happening. And we need to find Nica." 

​​ Maye hesitated for a moment, then nodded. "Alright," she said. "I'm in." 
​​ "Good," Carter said, a small smile playing on his lips. "Then let's get started." 
​​ "First," Maye said, "we need that file from the headmaster's office. It's about 

some… disciplinary actions taken over the years. I want to see who’s been 
whispering in his ear.” 

​​ "Consider it done," Carter said, his eyes gleaming with a hint of mischief. 



​​ That night, the three of us infiltrated the headmaster's office. It was 
surprisingly easy, thanks to Carter's… talents. He picked the lock in seconds, 
a small, almost self-satisfied smirk on his face as the door clicked open. 
"Show off," Maye muttered, but she was smiling. 

​​ The headmaster's office was a grand, imposing room, filled with dark wood 
furniture and leather-bound books. A large portrait of the headmaster, a 
stern-looking man with a bushy mustache, hung above the fireplace. Carter 
led us to a large filing cabinet in the corner of the room. 

​​ "The file should be in here," he said, pulling open a drawer. 
​​ We sifted through the files, searching for the one Maye had requested. 

Finally, we found it. It was a thin, manila folder, labeled simply "Special 
Cases." 

​​ As Carter reached for the folder, I felt a strange tingling sensation in my 
fingertips. I glanced at Carter, and saw that he was experiencing it too. He 
looked at me, his eyes wide with surprise. 

​​ "What is it?" I whispered. 
​​ Before he could answer, the room seemed to dissolve around us. The filing 

cabinet, the portrait, the walls… everything melted away, replaced by a 
swirling vortex of colors and shapes. I gasped, clutching at Carter's arm for 
support. His arm was warm and solid beneath my fingers, and for a fleeting 
moment, I forgot all about the fear and the danger. Maye grabbed my other 
arm, her grip surprisingly strong. 

​​ Then, just as suddenly as it began, the swirling stopped. We found ourselves 
in a dimly lit chamber, the air thick with the scent of dust and decay. The 
walls were lined with shelves, stacked with strange objects – jars filled with 
murky liquids, ancient scrolls, and… bones. Human bones. 

​​ "What is this place?" I whispered, my voice trembling. 
​​ Before Carter could answer, a low growl echoed through the chamber. We 

turned to see a figure emerge from the shadows. It was tall and skeletal, its 
eyes glowing with an eerie green light. And it wasn't alone. More figures 
emerged from the darkness, their bones rattling with each step. 

​​ "Corpses," Carter breathed, his voice filled with horror. "They're… they're 
alive." 

​​ The corpses lunged at us, their bony fingers reaching for our throats. Carter 
reacted instantly, summoning a shadow blade and slashing at the nearest 
corpse. The blade sliced through the creature's arm, but it didn't seem to 
notice. It kept coming, its eyes fixed on us with a terrifying hunger. 

​​ "They're not just alive," Maye said, her voice surprisingly steady despite the 
chaos. "They're… animated. Like puppets." 

​​ "Puppets?" I echoed, my mind racing. Like someone's controlling them. I 
glanced at Carter. His movements were fluid, almost preternatural. The 
shadows themselves seemed to obey him, swirling and twisting to form his 



weapons, his defenses. It was like… like he was the shadows. Umbrakinesis, 
I thought, the word forming unbidden in my mind. Shadow manipulation. It 
clicked into place, an explanation for the impossible grace, the uncanny 
control. It was his power. 

​​ Before I could process that thought, another corpse lunged at me. I 
instinctively lashed out, focusing my mental energy. Instead of just trying to 
confuse it, I pushed deeper, trying to control it. I reached into its primitive 
mind, searching for the strings that bound it, the commands that drove it. It 
was like trying to navigate a maze blindfolded, but slowly, I began to find my 
way. I tugged at a thread of thought, a simple instruction to turn left. The 
corpse stumbled, its movements becoming jerky and uncoordinated, just 
like before. But this time, it wasn't confusion. It was obedience. I pulled 
another thread, and the corpse turned away from me, its attention now 
focused on a different target. 

​​ Carter was a whirlwind of motion, his shadow blade flashing in the dim light. 
He moved with an almost preternatural grace, his shadows swirling around 
him like a protective cloak. He was mesmerizing to watch, a dance of 
darkness and deadly precision. I could see the awe in Maye’s eyes as she 
watched him fight. Even I was impressed. But now, I understood. It wasn't 
just skill. It was power. 

​​ "We need to find the source," Maye shouted over the rattling of bones and 
the growls of the undead. "Someone's controlling them. If we can stop 
them…" 

​​ She didn’t finish the sentence. Suddenly, the chamber shimmered, the walls 
flickering like a faulty hologram. The shelves, the bones, the corpses… 
everything seemed to distort and shift. 

​​ "What's happening?" I cried, my voice laced with panic. 
​​ "Illusion," Carter said, his voice strained. He slashed at a corpse that was 

suddenly right behind him, the shadow blade passing right through it. "This 
isn't real." 

​​ "But they feel real," Maye argued, as she kicked a corpse in the face, sending 
its jawbone flying. "And they can still hurt us." 

​​ The chamber shifted again, and we found ourselves in a different setting. 
This time, it was a grand hall, with high ceilings and ornate chandeliers. But 
the chandeliers were dark, and the hall was filled with the same animated 
corpses. They were dressed in fine clothes, like guests at some macabre 
ball. 

​​ "This is getting ridiculous," Maye muttered, but a small smile played on her 
lips. She seemed to be enjoying herself, despite the danger. 

​​ "Focus," Carter said, his voice sharp. "We need to find the source of the 
illusion. It's probably connected to whoever is controlling these… things." 



​​ He pointed towards a large, ornate door at the end of the hall. "That's our 
target," he said. 

​​ We fought our way through the animated corpses, a gruesome ballet of 
violence and illusion. I used my telepathic abilities to control them, turning 
them against each other, creating pockets of chaos in their ranks. I could 
feel their confusion, their mindless obedience, as I pulled at the invisible 
strings that bound them. Maye, I noticed, was surprisingly adept at combat. 
She moved with a fluidity and precision that hinted at some kind of training. 

​​ Finally, we reached the ornate door. It was locked, of course. 
​​ "Stand back," Carter said, stepping forward. He raised his hand, and 

shadows began to swirl around it, forming a dark, intricate key. He inserted 
the key into the lock, and with a soft click, the door swung open. It was… 
impressive. Efficient. And, if I was being honest, a little bit hot. 

​​ Beyond the door was another chamber, smaller and more intimate than the 
others. In the center of the room, a figure sat on a throne-like chair. It was a 
woman, dressed in flowing robes, her face hidden in shadow. She held a 
small, intricately carved wooden puppet in her hand. 

​​ "The puppeteer," Maye whispered, her voice filled with a mixture of awe and 
dread. 

​​ The woman raised her head, and her eyes, glowing with the same eerie 
green light as the corpses, met ours. A slow smile spread across her face. 

​​ "Welcome," she said, her voice echoing through the chamber. "I've been 
expecting you." 

​​ Chapter 3: The Necromancer and the Dreamwalker 
​​ The girl in the throne-like chair regarded us with an unsettling calm, her 

glowing green eyes piercing the dimness of the chamber. I felt a shiver run 
down my spine, a primal fear that had nothing to do with the corpses or the 
illusions. This girl... she was different. More powerful. More dangerous. 

​​ I focused my telepathic abilities, trying to probe her mind, to understand her 
intentions. But her thoughts were like a swirling vortex, a chaotic jumble of 
images and emotions that I couldn't decipher. It was like trying to listen to a 
conversation in a language I didn't understand. Frustrated, I pushed deeper, 
trying to find a foothold, a thread of clarity in the chaos. 

​​ Suddenly, a voice echoed in my mind, sharp and clear, cutting through the 
confusion. Intriguing. It wasn't the girl's voice. It was someone else. 
Someone… nearby. 

​​ I glanced around the chamber, but there was no one else there. Just the girl, 
and the eerie green glow of her eyes. 

​​ Who are you? I projected the thought, hoping for a response. 
​​ Zen, the voice replied. And you are… the Mind Reader, yes? Fascinating. 
​​ Where are you? I asked, my confusion growing. 



​​ Right here, darling, the voice said, and a figure stepped out from behind the 
throne. It was a girl, no older than us, with short, spiky black hair and 
piercing blue eyes. She held a long, scythe-like weapon in her hand, its 
blade shimmering with a sickly green light. And this, my dears, is where the 
fun begins. 

​​   
​​ "N…no," I stammered, my voice trembling. "She's not a puppeteer. She's a… a 

necromancer." 
​​ The girl in the throne laughed, a low, chilling sound that echoed through the 

chamber. "A necromancer?" she said, her voice dripping with amusement. 
"How dramatic. But you're not entirely wrong." 

​​ "What's going on?" Carter demanded, his voice filled with suspicion. 
​​ "You'll see," the girl said, her eyes gleaming with an unsettling light. "You'll all 

see." 
​​ Zen stepped forward, her scythe held loosely in her hand. "Now, now, don't 

scare the poor dears. They're just starting to realize their potential." She 
turned to us, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "Don't mind me," she 
said. "I like to play with my… toys." 

​​ "Toys?" Carter scoffed. "You call these corpses toys?" He gestured towards 
the animated corpses that were still milling around the grand hall. 

​​ Zen shrugged. "They're just playing," she said. "A little game of tag. Nothing 
to worry about." 

​​ "Playing?" I exclaimed. "They tried to kill us!" 
​​ "Oh, relax," Zen said, waving her hand dismissively. "They wouldn't actually 

hurt you. I just like to… test my subjects." 
​​ "Test her subjects?" Maye repeated, her voice filled with indignation. "And 

who are you, exactly?" 
​​ "Zen Takahashi," the girl said, her grin widening. "At your service." She bowed 

theatrically, her scythe nearly hitting the floor. "And I'm here to help." 
​​ "Help?" Carter asked, his voice laced with skepticism. "Why would you want 

to help us?" 
​​ "Because," Zen said, her expression turning serious, "something's wrong with 

this academy. I've been watching. I've seen the disappearances, the strange 
occurrences… and I know you three are involved. You have powers. Powers 
that could be… very useful." 

​​ "Useful for what?" I asked, my suspicion growing. 
​​ Zen's grin returned. "For causing a little chaos, of course," she said, her eyes 

twinkling. "For shaking things up. For exposing the truth." 
​​ "The truth?" Maye asked. "What truth?" 
​​ Zen glanced around the chamber, then back at us. "The truth about this 

academy," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "The truth 
about… the disappearances." 



​​ Suddenly, a figure materialized beside Zen, seemingly out of thin air. It was a 
guy, tall and slender, with dark hair and piercing green eyes. He looked at us 
with a curious expression, a small smile playing on his lips. 

​​ "Clark," Zen said, nodding towards the guy. "He's with me." 
​​ "Clark Dela Torre," the guy said, his voice smooth and melodic. "A pleasure to 

meet you." 
​​ "Who are you?" Carter asked, his voice wary. 
​​ "A friend," Clark said simply. "And an… illusionist." 
​​ "An illusionist?" I repeated, my mind reeling. This was getting more and 

more bizarre by the second. 
​​ "He can manipulate reality," Zen explained, her grin widening. "He can create 

illusions, warp perceptions… he's quite the trickster. He's the one who 
created this little… pocket dimension. You know, the one with the corpses 
trying to turn you into their next meal?" 

​​ "And he's here to help us," Clark added, his smile widening. "To expose the 
truth." 

​​ I looked at Zen, then at Clark, then back at Zen. This was insane. But 
somehow… I believed them. They were different. They were… interesting. 
And they were offering us a chance to find out what was happening, to find 
Nica. 

​​ "Alright," I said, my voice firm. "We're in. What's the plan?" 
​​ Maye gave me a skeptical look, her perfectly sculpted eyebrow arching. 

"You're in what? You're going to believe these… weirdos?" she asked, her 
voice laced with a healthy dose of sass. "One minute we're fighting animated 
corpses in a haunted hallway, the next we're making friends with a girl who 
carries a scythe and a guy who materializes out of thin air. Seriously, Leigh, 
have you lost your mind?" 

​​ Zen chuckled, a low, throaty sound. "Oh, come on, Blondie," she said, her 
blue eyes twinkling mischievously. "Don't be such a scaredy-cat. We're not 
so bad. Just a couple of… eccentric students trying to save the world." 

​​ Maye rolled her eyes. "Right," she said. "And I'm the Queen of England." 
​​ Zen grinned, and suddenly, a corpse lurched forward from the shadows, its 

bony fingers reaching for Maye's throat. It moved with surprising speed, its 
jaw snapping menacingly. 

​​ Maye yelped, jumping back in surprise. "What the—?!" she exclaimed, her 
eyes widening. 

​​ "Oops," Zen said, her grin widening. "Looks like someone's a little… touchy." 
​​ Maye glared at Zen, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. "That's not funny!" 

she snapped. She raised her hand, her eyes flashing with an intensity I 
hadn't seen before. "You want to play games?" she hissed. "Fine. Let's play." 

​​ Instead of manipulating time, however, a low hiss emanated from Maye. It 
wasn't a human sound, more like… a snake. Suddenly, the shadows around 



her seemed to writhe and coil, and before our eyes, a swarm of small, 
venomous snakes erupted from seemingly nowhere. They were everywhere, 
slithering across the floor, up the walls, and even onto the attacking corpse. 
The corpse, caught off guard, stumbled back, its bony limbs flailing as the 
snakes swarmed over it, biting and constricting. The air was thick with the 
smell of venom and decay. It was a terrifying, mesmerizing display. 

​​ The corpse fell to the ground, its movements stilled. The snakes, as quickly 
as they appeared, vanished back into the shadows, leaving Maye standing 
there, her chest heaving slightly, her eyes glowing with an almost reptilian 
intensity. 

​​ Carter and I exchanged a look. That was… incredible. We'd seen Maye's 
power. She could control snakes, command them to do her bidding. It was a 
chilling, powerful ability. 

​​ Zen clapped her hands together, her grin wide. "Bravo, Blondie!" she 
exclaimed. "I knew you had it in you." 

​​ Maye glared at Zen, her chest heaving. "Don't call me Blondie," she said, her 
voice dangerously low. She turned to us, her expression softening slightly. 
"Okay," she said. "Maybe… maybe they're not so weird after all." She glanced 
at the fallen corpse, then back at us.  

​​ ​
"So," Maye said, her voice regaining its usual sass. "What's the plan?" 

​​ Zen grinned, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "The plan, my dear 
Blondie, is to get out of here. This little… performance art piece is getting a 
bit stale, don't you think?" She gestured towards the still-twitching corpse 
with her scythe. "Besides," she added with a wink, "I'm getting hungry." 

​​ "Agreed," Carter said, his gaze sweeping over the chamber. "But we need to 
find the source of the illusion first. It's probably connected to whoever is 
controlling those… things." He nodded towards the corpses. 

​​ "Clark's the illusionist," I said, looking at the tall, slender guy who was 
leaning against a wall, looking remarkably nonchalant despite the chaos. 
"He created this illusion. Maybe he can undo it." 

​​ Clark pushed himself off the wall, a small smile playing on his lips. "Actually," 
he said, his voice smooth and melodic, "I can do better than that." He raised 
his hand, and the chamber shimmered once more, the walls dissolving and 
reforming. This time, we were back in the headmaster's office, the familiar 
scent of old books and polished wood filling the air. The manila folder 
labeled "Special Cases" lay on the desk, exactly where we had left it. 

​​ "Ta-da!" Clark said, spreading his arms wide. "No more creepy corpses, no 
more haunted hallways. Just good old-fashioned academic bureaucracy." 

​​ Maye gave him a dry look. "You could have done that before we fought a 
horde of undead cheerleaders," she pointed out. 

​​ Clark shrugged. "Where's the fun in that?" 



​​ Zen chuckled. "He's got a point," she said. "Besides, you got to show off your 
little… pet snakes. That was quite the spectacle." 

​​ Maye rolled her eyes again, but a small smile played on her lips. "Just get 
the file," she said, nodding towards the desk. 

​​ Carter picked up the folder, flipping it open. "Let's see what secrets the 
headmaster's been hiding," he muttered. 

​​ We gathered around the desk, peering at the contents of the folder. It was 
filled with documents related to various students, disciplinary records, 
psychological evaluations… nothing particularly exciting. Until we reached 
the last page. It was a handwritten note, scrawled in a shaky hand. 

​​ They're watching us, the note read. They know about the powers. We have to 
be careful. 

​​   
​​ "Who's watching us?" Maye asked, her voice low. 
​​ "And who wrote this?" I added, my mind racing. 
​​ Carter turned the note over, revealing a single name written on the back. 

"Nica," he read aloud. 
​​ My heart skipped a beat. Nica? What did she know? And who was watching 

them? A cold feeling settled in my stomach. This was bigger than we 
thought. I reached out and touched the note, a jolt of energy passing through 
me. Suddenly, images flashed through my mind – Nica, writing the note, her 
hand shaking, her eyes filled with fear. Then, a shadowy figure looming over 
her, a hand reaching out… The vision ended abruptly, leaving me breathless 
and shaken. 

​​ "I… I saw something," I stammered, my voice trembling. "Nica… she was 
writing this note, she was scared. And then… someone came. A shadow… I 
don't know who it was." 

​​ "You saw that just by touching the note?" Maye asked, her eyes widening. 
​​ I nodded, still trying to process the images that had flashed through my 

mind. "It's like… when I touch something, I can see what happened to it." 
​​ "That's… incredibly useful," Carter said, his expression thoughtful. "We need 

to find Nica. And we need to find out who's watching us." 
​​ "Agreed," Maye said, her voice grim. "But where do we start?" 
​​ Zen grinned. "I have an idea," she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief. 

"Let's pay a visit to the one person who knows all the secrets of Blackthorn 
High." 

​​ "Who's that?" Maye asked. 
​​ "The librarian," Zen said. "She sees everything, hears everything… and she 

never forgets a thing." 
​​ "The librarian?" I repeated, surprised. "You think she can help us?" 
​​ "I know she can," Zen said confidently. "She's been waiting for us." 
​​ "Waiting for us?" Carter asked, his eyebrow raised. 



​​ Zen shrugged. "Let's just say she has a… vested interest in our little 
adventure," she said mysteriously. "Come on," she added, grabbing her 
scythe. "Let's go see what secrets the librarian has been keeping." 

​​ And with that, we left the headmaster's office, heading towards the library, 
ready to face whatever mysteries awaited us there. 

​​ "Wait a minute," Maye said, her eyes narrowing as she looked at Carter. "A 
shadow? You don't think..." 

​​ A wave of suspicion washed over the room. I could feel it from Maye, and 
even though I couldn't read Clark's mind, his guarded expression spoke 
volumes. Zen, ever the troublemaker, just grinned, clearly enjoying the 
tension. 

​​ "You think it was me?" Carter asked, his voice low and dangerous. The 
shadows around him seemed to deepen, as if responding to his emotions. 

​​ "Well," Maye said, her voice sharp, "your power is shadow manipulation. And 
you were awfully eager to break into the headmaster's office." 

​​ "I was trying to help!" Carter protested. "To find Nica!" 
​​ "Or maybe," Maye countered, "you were trying to cover your tracks." 
​​ "That's ridiculous!" Carter exclaimed. "Why would I hurt Nica? She's my 

friend!" 
​​ "Maybe she knew too much," Maye suggested, her eyes fixed on Carter. 

"Maybe she found out about your little… side project." 
​​ "Enough!" I said, stepping between them. The tension was thick enough to 

cut with a knife. "We're not going to turn on each other. We need to work 
together if we're going to find Nica and figure out what's going on." I looked 
at Maye, my voice firm. "I know Carter. He wouldn't hurt Nica." 

​​ Maye hesitated, then sighed. "Fine," she said, her voice softening slightly. 
"But if it turns out he's involved in this…" 

​​ "He's not," I said, my voice unwavering. 
​​ Carter looked at me, his eyes filled with gratitude. "Thanks, Leigh," he said. 
​​ "Don't mention it," I replied. I turned to Zen. "You said you have an idea? 

About where to find Nica?" 
​​ Zen grinned. "I do indeed," she said. "Let's pay a visit to the one person who 

knows all the secrets of Blackthorn High." 
​​ "Who's that?" Maye asked. 
​​ "The librarian," Zen said. "She sees everything, hears everything… and she 

never forgets a thing." 
​​ "The librarian?" I repeated, surprised. "You think she can help us?" 
​​ "I know she can," Zen said confidently. "She's been waiting for us." 
​​ "Waiting for us?" Carter asked, his eyebrow raised. 
​​ Zen shrugged. "Let's just say she has a… vested interest in our little 

adventure," she said mysteriously. "Come on," she added, grabbing her 
scythe. "Let's go see what secrets the librarian has been keeping." 



​​ Despite the lingering suspicion surrounding Carter, we left the headmaster's 
office, heading towards the library. The weight of Nica's disappearance 
pressed down on us, but there was also a flicker of hope. Maybe, just 
maybe, the librarian held the key to finding her and unraveling the mysteries 
of Blackthorn High. 

​​ Chapter 4: The Librarian's Lost Memories 
​​ The Blackthorn High library was a vast, echoing space, filled with towering 

shelves packed with countless books. The air was thick with the scent of old 
paper and dust, a quiet sanctuary in the midst of the school's usual chaos. 
Or, it usually was. Now, a palpable tension hung in the air, a sense of unease 
that even the towering shelves couldn't conceal. 

​​ Zen led the way, her scythe swinging casually at her side, while Maye trailed 
behind, still casting suspicious glances at Carter. I walked beside him, trying 
to project an air of confidence I didn't entirely feel. The image of Nica, 
scared and alone, flashed through my mind, fueling my determination to find 
her. 

​​ We reached the librarian's desk, a large, imposing structure made of dark 
wood. Behind it sat an elderly woman with wispy gray hair and thick glasses. 
She looked up as we approached, her eyes blinking owlishly. 

​​ "Can I help you?" she asked, her voice surprisingly strong. 
​​ "We're looking for some information," Zen said, her usual mischievous grin 

replaced by a more serious expression. "About the recent disappearances." 
​​ The librarian's eyes widened slightly. "Disappearances?" she repeated, her 

voice trembling. "Oh, dear. Yes, it's… it's terrible, isn't it?" 
​​ "We think it's connected to something… bigger," I said, my voice low. 

"Something… supernatural." 
​​ The librarian's eyes darted around the room, as if she expected someone to 

jump out from behind the shelves. "Supernatural?" she whispered. "Oh, my. 
I… I don't know anything about that." 

​​ "We think you might," Carter said, his voice gentle. "You've been here a long 
time. You've seen a lot of things." 

​​ The librarian fidgeted with her glasses, her hands trembling slightly. "I… I'm 
afraid I don't remember much," she said. "My memory… it's not what it used 
to be." 

​​ "Not what it used to be?" Zen repeated, her eyebrow raised. "What do you 
mean?" 

​​ "I… I've been having these… spells," the librarian explained. "Moments where 
I just… forget. Everything. It's like my mind goes blank." 

​​ "How long has this been happening?" I asked, my mind racing. 
​​ "A few weeks," the librarian replied. "Ever since… ever since that strange 

storm. The one with the green lightning." 



​​ Green lightning? That sounded familiar. I glanced at Carter, who nodded 
slightly. We'd heard whispers about a strange storm, a freak weather event 
that had hit Blackthorn a few weeks ago. Could it be connected to the 
disappearances? And to the librarian's memory loss? 

​​ "Do you remember anything about the disappearances?" Maye asked, her 
voice impatient. "Anything at all?" 

​​ The librarian frowned, her brow furrowing in concentration. "I… I think so," 
she said slowly. "There was a girl… Nica. She came to see me. She was… 
worried. She said she'd found something. Something… dangerous." 

​​ "What was it?" I asked, my heart pounding. 
​​ The librarian shook her head, her eyes filled with confusion. "I… I don't 

remember," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "It's gone. Just… gone." 
​​ "Can you try to remember?" Carter pleaded. "It's important. Nica's in danger." 
​​ The librarian closed her eyes, her face etched with concentration. She took a 

deep breath, then another. "I… I'm trying," she said, her voice strained. "But 
it's like… a fog. I can't see through it." 

​​ Suddenly, she gasped, her eyes snapping open. "The book!" she exclaimed. 
"The book… it's hidden in the archives. She said it would explain everything." 

​​ "What book?" I asked, my voice filled with hope. 
​​ "I don't know," the librarian said, her voice trembling. "But it's there. In the 

archives. She hid it… so no one else could find it." 
​​ "The archives?" Maye repeated, her voice laced with skepticism. "Those are 

locked. And no one's allowed in there without special permission." 
​​ "But Nica had a key," the librarian said, her eyes wide. "She showed it to me. 

A small, silver key. She said it opened any lock." 
​​ A small, silver key… That sounded familiar too. I remembered Nica telling 

me about a key she'd found, a strange, antique key that she said she'd found 
in an old book. She'd thought it was just a curiosity, a keepsake. But maybe… 
maybe it was more than that. 

​​ "We need to find that key," I said, my voice urgent. "And we need to get into 
the archives." 

​​ "But how?" Carter asked, his expression grim. 
​​ Zen grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Leave that to me," she said. "I 

know a few tricks." 
​​ "Nica's dorm room," I said, the idea striking me like a bolt of lightning. "She 

might have kept the key there!" 
​​ "Worth a shot," Carter agreed, a flicker of hope in his eyes. 
​​ We hurried out of the library, the librarian's cryptic words echoing in our 

minds. Zen, ever eager for a bit of mischief, led the charge, practically 
skipping down the hallways. Maye, still wary of Carter, kept a close eye on 
him, while I trailed behind, my mind racing with possibilities. 



​​ We reached Nica's dorm room, a small, nondescript door tucked away at the 
end of a quiet corridor. Carter tried the handle, but it was locked. 

​​ "No problem," Zen said, pulling a small, intricately carved box from her 
pocket. She opened it, revealing a collection of strange, shimmering 
powders. "Just a little… necromantic persuasion," she said with a wink, 
sprinkling a pinch of powder onto the lock. The lock clicked open, as if by 
magic. 

​​ We stepped into the room, expecting the usual clutter of a teenager's living 
space. But instead, we were met with… nothing. The room was completely 
empty. No bed, no desk, no posters on the walls. Just bare, white walls and a 
cold, empty floor. 

​​ "What the…?" Maye exclaimed, her voice filled with disbelief. "Where's all her 
stuff?" 

​​ "It's like… she was never here," Carter said, his voice low. 
​​ A wave of dizziness washed over me, and I stumbled, reaching out to steady 

myself. My hand brushed against the wall, and suddenly, a jolt of energy 
surged through me. Images flooded my mind – Nica, unpacking her boxes, 
arranging her books on a shelf, hanging a poster of her favorite band on the 
wall. The room was filled with life, with her personality, with her… essence. 
Then, the images shifted, the room fading, the objects disappearing, leaving 
only emptiness. 

​​ "I… I saw it," I gasped, my voice trembling. "The room… it was here. But 
then… it vanished. Like… like someone erased it." 

​​ As I spoke, the room around us shimmered, the empty space filling with 
furniture, with belongings, with life. Nica's dorm room reappeared before our 
eyes, as if it had never been gone. 

​​ "Whoa," Zen breathed, her eyes wide with surprise. "That's… impressive." 
​​ "It's like… she brought it back," Clark said, his voice filled with wonder. "By 

remembering it." 
​​ I looked around the room, my heart aching. It was just as Nica had left it. Her 

favorite book lay open on the desk, a half-finished letter to her parents 
resting beside it. A small, silver key glinted on her bedside table. 

​​ "The key," I whispered, reaching for it. 
​​ As I picked it up, another vision flooded my mind. Nica, holding the key, her 

eyes filled with determination. She was hiding it, tucking it away in a secret 
compartment in her jewelry box. Then, the image shifted, the room fading 
again, the key disappearing… 

​​ "She hid it," I said, my voice urgent. "In the jewelry box." 
​​ I rushed to the jewelry box, a small, ornate thing that Nica had inherited from 

her grandmother. I fumbled with the lock, my fingers trembling. Finally, it 
sprang open, revealing a hidden compartment. Inside, nestled amongst 
Nica's trinkets and treasures, lay the small, silver key. 



​​ "We found it," I said, holding it up triumphantly. "We found the key to the 
archives." 

​​ A surge of hope coursed through me. With this key, we could unlock the 
secrets hidden in the archives, find the book that Nica had mentioned, and 
hopefully, find Nica herself. The journey ahead was still fraught with danger 
and uncertainty, but for the first time since Nica's disappearance, I felt a 
glimmer of hope. We were one step closer to finding her. 

​​ Chapter 5: Dead Ends and New Beginnings 
​​ The archives were a labyrinth of dusty shelves and forgotten lore. Armed 

with Nica's silver key, we navigated the dimly lit aisles, the air thick with the 
scent of decaying paper and forgotten spells. We searched for hours, our 
fingers tracing the spines of ancient tomes, our eyes scanning faded scrolls. 
We were looking for anything that might shed light on the disappearances, 
any clue that might lead us to Nica. But the archives, like the librarian's 
memory, seemed shrouded in a frustrating fog. 

​​ Zen, with her innate sense of death, felt a lingering presence of departed 
souls within the archives, but nothing concrete, nothing that pointed towards 
Nica or the other missing students. Clark, ever the illusionist, tried to 
manipulate the very fabric of the archives, hoping to reveal hidden passages 
or secret chambers. But the archives resisted his magic, remaining 
stubbornly mundane. Even my psychometric abilities, usually so helpful in 
uncovering the past, seemed to falter in this place. Every book I touched, 
every scroll I held, yielded only fragments of forgotten histories, whispers of 
long-dead scholars, nothing relevant to our quest. 

​​ As the hours wore on, frustration mounted. Maye's usual sass turned into 
sharp, impatient jabs, mostly directed at Carter, who bore the brunt of her 
suspicion with stoic silence. Zen, her initial enthusiasm waning, resorted to 
creating miniature spectral creatures from the dust motes, making them 
dance and perform acrobatics to alleviate the boredom. Even Clark, usually 
so calm and collected, started to show signs of restlessness, his illusions 
becoming increasingly erratic and bizarre. 

​​ By the time the first rays of dawn peeked through the high windows, we were 
no closer to finding answers than we had been the night before. Exhausted 
and disheartened, we decided to call it a day. 

​​ "This is pointless," Maye declared, throwing her hands up in exasperation. 
"We're wasting our time." 

​​ "Maybe we should try a different approach," Carter suggested, his voice 
weary. "We can't just keep searching blindly." 

​​ "He's right," I agreed. "We need a plan. A strategy." 
​​ Zen yawned dramatically. "Can we strategize later?" she asked. "I need 

coffee. And maybe a nap." 



​​ We left the archives, the heavy door clanging shut behind us. The school 
was slowly coming to life, students shuffling through the hallways, their 
voices echoing through the once-quiet corridors. It felt strange to be back in 
the mundane world, surrounded by ordinary people who were oblivious to 
the darkness lurking beneath the surface. 

​​ We went our separate ways, agreeing to meet later that day to discuss our 
next move. I headed to my first class, my mind still reeling from the events 
of the past few days. The classroom felt stifling, the lesson droning on 
endlessly. I couldn't concentrate, my thoughts constantly returning to Nica, 
to the mysterious disappearances, to the shadowy figure I had seen in my 
vision. 

​​ During lunch break, I found Carter in the cafeteria, sitting alone at a table by 
the window. He looked as tired and frustrated as I felt. 

​​ "Any luck?" I asked, sliding into the seat opposite him. 
​​ He shook his head. "Nothing," he said, his voice heavy. "I tried talking to 

some of the other students, but no one seems to know anything. Or if they 
do, they're not talking." 

​​ "What about the teachers?" I asked. "Have you tried talking to them?" 
​​ "I tried talking to Mr. Henderson," Carter said, referring to our history teacher, 

"but he just brushed me off. Said I was letting my imagination run wild." 
​​ I sighed. We were hitting dead ends everywhere we turned. It felt like we 

were up against an invisible wall, unable to break through. 
​​ "We need to find a way to get past this wall," I said, my voice determined. "We 

can't give up." 
​​ Carter nodded. "I know," he said. "We won't." 
​​ We spent the rest of the day trying to gather information, discreetly 

questioning students and teachers, searching for any clue that might lead us 
to Nica. But our efforts proved fruitless. Everyone seemed either clueless or 
unwilling to talk. 

​​ As the final bell rang, signaling the end of the school day, I felt a wave of 
despair wash over me. We were back where we started, no closer to finding 
Nica than we had been before. 

​​ But as I walked out of the school gates, I saw Zen leaning against a tree, her 
scythe propped up beside her. She grinned as she saw me. 

​​ "Ready for round two?" she asked, her eyes twinkling with mischief. 
​​ I hesitated, then nodded. "Ready as I'll ever be," I said. 
​​ Despite the setbacks, despite the frustration, we wouldn't give up. We would 

keep searching, keep investigating, keep fighting. We would find Nica. We 
had to. 

​​ "You said you have a list of students you think are like us," I said to Carter as 
we walked towards our usual meeting spot, a secluded corner of the school 
courtyard. "Who's on your list?" 



​​ Carter pulled a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket, unfolding it 
carefully. "I've been keeping an eye on a few students," he said, his voice low. 
"They exhibit… unusual abilities. Things that can't be explained." He pointed 
to a few names scrawled on the paper. "There's… well, there are a few others. 
But I haven't been able to confirm anything yet." 

​​ "Have you tried talking to them?" Maye asked, her voice skeptical. 
​​ "Not directly," Carter replied. "I didn't want to spook them. If they're like us, 

they're probably already being watched." 
​​ "Watched by who?" I asked, a chill running down my spine. 
​​ "I don't know," Carter admitted. "But I have a feeling… someone's keeping 

tabs on all of us." 
​​ "That's not good," Zen muttered, her hand tightening around her scythe. 
​​ We reached our usual spot, a quiet alcove hidden behind a large oak tree. 

Clark was already there, leaning against the tree trunk, a thoughtful 
expression on his face. 

​​ "I think I found something," he said, his voice low. 
​​ "About Nica?" I asked, my heart pounding. 
​​ Clark shook his head. "Not directly. But I found something… strange. In the 

archives." 
​​ "What is it?" Maye asked impatiently. 
​​ Clark held up a small, intricately carved wooden box. It was old, the wood 

worn and smooth with age. "I found this hidden behind a bookshelf," he 
explained. "It was locked, but…" He shrugged, a small smile playing on his 
lips. "Locks are no match for a dreamwalker." 

​​ He opened the box, revealing a series of symbols carved into the inside lid. 
They were strange, unfamiliar symbols, unlike anything I had ever seen 
before. 

​​ "What are these?" I asked, my brow furrowed. 
​​ "I don't know," Clark admitted. "But I have a feeling… they're important." 
​​ "Important how?" Carter asked. 
​​ "I think they're a code," Clark said. "A puzzle. And I think it might lead us to 

Nica." 
​​ "A puzzle?" Maye repeated, her voice laced with skepticism. "Seriously? 

We're going to solve a puzzle to find Nica?" 
​​ "It's worth a try," I said, my voice hopeful. "Maybe this is the clue we've been 

looking for." 
​​ "But how are we supposed to solve it?" Zen asked, her gaze fixed on the 

symbols. 
​​ Clark shrugged. "That's the tricky part," he said. "But I have a feeling… we're 

going to need all our abilities to figure this out." 



​​ He looked at each of us, his eyes lingering on mine. "Leigh," he said. "Your 
psychometric abilities… can you see anything when you touch the box? Any 
visions, any clues?" 

​​ I hesitated, then reached out and touched the box. A jolt of energy surged 
through me, and images flashed through my mind. A dark, winding 
staircase, a hidden door, a series of symbols… The vision ended abruptly, 
leaving me breathless and disoriented. 

​​ "I… I saw something," I stammered. "A staircase… a hidden door… more 
symbols…" 

​​ "Where?" Carter asked, his voice urgent. 
​​ "I don't know," I admitted. "It was just… a flash. I couldn't make out the 

location." 
​​ "But it's a start," Clark said. "We have the symbols from the box, and now we 

have a description of a staircase and a hidden door. We just need to put the 
pieces together." 

​​ "And what about the other symbols?" Maye asked, pointing to the carvings 
on the box. "Do you think they're connected?" 

​​ "I think so," Clark said. "I think they're all part of the same puzzle. We just 
need to find the key to unlock it." 

​​ "And if we do?" Zen asked, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. 
​​ "Then," Clark said, a small smile playing on his lips, "I think we'll find Nica." 
​​ A renewed sense of purpose filled the air. We gathered around the wooden 

box, studying the strange symbols. They were intricate, almost alien, a mix 
of geometric shapes and swirling lines. 

​​ "Any ideas?" Maye asked, tapping a fingernail against the box. 
​​ "They look… familiar," I said, frowning in concentration. "I feel like I've seen 

them somewhere before." I closed my eyes, trying to dredge up the memory. 
Symbols… where have I seen symbols like this? 

​​ Suddenly, a faint whisper echoed in my mind, a single word: Sanctuary. 
​​ "The Sanctuary!" I exclaimed, my eyes snapping open. "The old abandoned 

chapel on the edge of the woods. Nica used to go there sometimes. She said 
it was… peaceful." 

​​ "Could the staircase be there?" Carter asked, his voice hopeful. 
​​ "It's worth checking," I said. 
​​ We decided to head to the Sanctuary immediately. As we made our way 

through the school grounds, a strange feeling washed over me. A sense of 
being watched, of unseen eyes following our every move. I glanced around 
nervously, but there was no one there. 

​​ "Do you feel that?" I whispered to Carter. 
​​ He nodded, his expression grim. "We're not alone," he said. 
​​ We reached the edge of the woods, the Sanctuary looming in the distance, a 

dark silhouette against the twilight sky. The air here was heavy, charged with 



an unsettling energy. As we approached the chapel, I noticed that the front 
door was slightly ajar. 

​​ "Someone's already here," Maye said, her voice wary. 
​​ We crept inside, the silence of the abandoned chapel amplifying the 

pounding of my heart. Dust motes danced in the faint light filtering through 
the stained-glass windows, casting eerie shadows on the walls. The air was 
cold, damp, and heavy with the scent of decay. 

​​ "The staircase," I whispered, scanning the chapel. 
​​ In the far corner, hidden behind a crumbling altar, we found it. A narrow, 

winding staircase leading down into the darkness below. It was exactly as I 
had seen in my vision. 

​​ "This is it," Carter said, his voice low. 
​​ We descended the stairs, the darkness growing deeper with each step. The 

air grew colder, the silence more oppressive. Finally, we reached the bottom. 
We found ourselves in a small, stone chamber. In the center of the room, a 
single torch flickered, casting an eerie glow on the walls. And on the wall, 
directly in front of us, were the symbols from the wooden box. They were 
larger here, carved into the stone, glowing faintly with an otherworldly light. 

​​ "This is it," Clark said, his voice hushed. "The puzzle." 
​​ We gathered around the wall, studying the symbols. They seemed even 

more complex here, more intricate. 
​​ "Where's the hidden door?" Maye asked, her eyes scanning the walls. 
​​ As if in response to her question, a section of the wall shimmered, the stone 

dissolving to reveal a hidden doorway. Beyond the doorway, darkness 
beckoned. 

​​ "Let's go," I said, my voice trembling slightly. 
​​ We stepped through the doorway, entering a long, narrow corridor. The air 

here was even colder, the silence absolute. As we walked, I felt a growing 
sense of unease, a feeling that we were being watched. 

​​ Suddenly, a voice echoed through the corridor, a soft, melodic voice that 
sent chills down my spine. 

​​ "Welcome," the voice said. "I've been expecting you." 
​​ A figure emerged from the shadows at the end of the corridor. It was a girl, 

no older than us, with long, dark hair and piercing green eyes. She was 
dressed in a simple black dress, and she held a small, silver locket in her 
hand. 

​​ "Who are you?" Carter asked, his voice wary. 
​​ The girl smiled, a slow, chilling smile. "I am Camilla," she said. "And I 

believe… we have some unfinished business." 
​​ Before we could react, Camilla raised her hand, and a wave of pure, raw 

emotion washed over us. It was a torrent of fear, rage, and despair, so 



intense that it nearly brought me to my knees. I could feel my own fear 
rising, threatening to overwhelm me. 

​​ "She's manipulating our emotions!" I cried, my voice strained. 
​​ Maye stumbled back, clutching at her head. "I can't… I can't think straight!" 

she gasped. 
​​ Carter summoned his shadow blade, but his movements were sluggish, his 

focus broken. He was struggling against the wave of fear that was flooding 
his mind. 

​​ Zen, however, seemed unaffected. She stood there, her expression calm, her 
scythe held loosely in her hand. "Nice try," she said to Camilla, her voice 
cool. "But you'll have to do better than that." 

​​ Camilla's smile widened. "Oh, I will," she said. "I have plenty more… where 
that came from." 

​​ And with that, the battle began. 
​​ The wave of raw emotion that Camilla unleashed was like a physical blow. 

Fear, a cold, paralyzing dread, clawed at me, threatening to consume me. I 
stumbled back, my breath catching in my throat. I can't… I can't do this,  

​​  thought, the familiar refrain of self-doubt echoing in my mind. 
​​ Then, a flicker of memory, sharp and searing, cut through the fear. Fire. The 

smell of smoke, the crackling flames, the screams… my family’s screams. 
The inferno that had swallowed everything, leaving me alone in the world, 
burdened with the unwanted gift of hearing the thoughts of others. They’re 
all lying. They all have secrets. They all want something from you. The voices, 
a cacophony of whispers, a constant reminder of the betrayal, the pain, the 
loneliness. You can’t trust anyone. 

​​ The fear intensified, morphing into a raw, visceral vulnerability. I was a child 
again, trapped in the burning house, helpless, alone. The faces of my family, 
contorted in agony, flashed before my eyes. Why didn’t you save us? the 
voices whispered, accusing, condemning. 

​​ I sank to my knees, the weight of the past crushing me. Camilla’s laughter 
echoed through the corridor, a cruel, mocking sound. "Give in," she purred. 
"Let the fear consume you. It's so much easier that way." 

​​ But even as the fear threatened to overwhelm me, a spark of defiance 
flickered within me. No, I thought, clenching my fists. I won’t let her win. I 
pushed back against the wave of terror, focusing on the faces of my friends, 
their determination, their strength. They need me. 

​​ I took a deep breath, forcing myself to confront the fear, to acknowledge it, 
but not to surrender to it. I survived the fire, I thought. I survived the betrayal. 
I can survive this too. 

​​ I opened my eyes, my gaze locking onto Camilla’s. "You can't control me," I 
said, my voice trembling but firm. "My fear… it makes me stronger." 



​​ Camilla’s smile faltered, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. "Stronger?" 
she scoffed. "You think you can resist me?" 

​​ "I have to," I said. "For my friends. For Nica." 
​​ I reached out with my mind, pushing past the lingering tendrils of fear, 

reaching for Camilla’s thoughts. I needed to understand her, to find a 
weakness, a way to break her control. But her mind was a whirlwind of 
emotions, a chaotic storm of anger, envy, and a deep, underlying sadness. It 
was like trying to grasp smoke. 

​​ "She's strong," I heard Clark say, his voice filled with a mixture of awe and 
concern. "But she can't hold out forever. We need to do something." 

​​ "I've got this," Zen said, her voice laced with a chilling calm. She raised her 
scythe, the blade glowing with an eerie green light. "Time to play with the 
dead." 

​​ With a flick of her wrist, Zen summoned a spectral hand from the shadows. 
It reached out, its ghostly fingers wrapping around Camilla's throat. Camilla 
gasped, her eyes widening in surprise. The wave of emotion she had been 
projecting faltered, her control momentarily broken. 

​​ "What the—?" she choked, clawing at the spectral hand. 
​​ "Boo," Zen said, grinning wickedly. 
​​ But Camilla was not easily deterred. With a snarl, she ripped the locket from 

her neck, and a surge of raw power erupted from it. The spectral hand 
recoiled, its ghostly fingers dissolving into smoke. 

​​ "Did you really think that would work?" Camilla sneered, her eyes blazing 
with defiance. "I am not some weakling you can easily subdue!" 

​​ The locket pulsed with an eerie green light, and the air around Camilla 
crackled with energy. She raised her hand, and a wave of pure rage washed 
over us, stronger than before. I stumbled back, my vision blurring, my head 
pounding. 

​​ "She's amplifying her powers!" Clark shouted, his voice strained. "We need to 
stop her!" 

​​ Carter, despite the renewed onslaught of fear, lunged forward, his shadow 
blade flashing. He slashed at Camilla, but she deflected his attack with ease. 
She moved with a newfound speed and agility, her movements fluid and 
precise. 

​​ "You think you can hurt me?" she taunted, her voice dripping with venom. "I 
am in control! I control your fear, your anger, your despair!" 

​​ Maye, struggling against the overwhelming wave of emotions, summoned 
her snakes. They slithered towards Camilla, their fangs bared, but Camilla 
simply laughed. 

​​ "Pathetic!" she exclaimed. She flicked her wrist, and the snakes recoiled, 
their movements becoming sluggish and uncoordinated. 

​​ "My snakes!" Maye cried, her voice filled with disbelief. 



​​ Camilla, her eyes gleaming with triumph, turned towards Zen. "You're next," 
she hissed. 

​​ Zen, however, remained unfazed. "You talk too much," she said calmly. She 
raised her scythe, and the air around her crackled with necrotic energy. 

​​ "I'll enjoy ripping your soul apart!" Camilla snarled, lunging at Zen. 
​​ The two girls clashed, their weapons meeting in a shower of sparks. Zen, 

despite her smaller stature, held her own against Camilla's furious assault. 
Her scythe moved with a deadly grace, deflecting Camilla's attacks and 
landing blows of its own. 

​​ Clark, seeing an opportunity, created an illusion of a collapsing ceiling, 
hoping to distract Camilla. But Camilla, her senses heightened by the 
locket's power, saw through the illusion. 

​​ "Amateur!" she scoffed, sending a blast of pure fear towards Clark. He cried 
out, stumbling back, his concentration broken. 

​​ I knew I had to do something. Camilla was too powerful, her control over our 
emotions too strong. But what could I do? I was still struggling against the 
fear and despair that she was projecting. 

​​ Then, I remembered the vision I had seen when I touched the wooden box. 
The symbols, the staircase, the hidden door… And the other symbols, the 
ones that Clark had said were part of the same puzzle. 

​​ The symbols, I thought. Maybe they're the key. 
​​ I focused my mind, pushing past the emotional turmoil, reaching for the 

symbols on the wall. I could feel their power, their ancient energy. And as I 
concentrated, I realized that they weren't just symbols. They were… words. 
Words in a language I didn't understand, but somehow, I knew what they 
meant. 

​​ They were a chant, a spell, a way to break Camilla's control. 
​​ I closed my eyes, and I began to chant. The words flowed from my lips, 

ancient and powerful, resonating through the chamber. The air around me 
crackled with energy, and I could feel my own power growing, amplifying. 

​​ Camilla, distracted by her fight with Zen, turned towards me, her eyes 
widening in surprise. "What are you doing?" she demanded, her voice filled 
with fear. 

​​ "Breaking your control," I said, my voice strong and clear. 
​​ The chant reached its crescendo, and a wave of pure energy erupted from 

me, washing over the chamber. Camilla screamed, her locket shattering into 
a thousand pieces. The wave of emotion that she had been projecting 
vanished, and she collapsed to the ground, unconscious. 

​​ The chamber fell silent, the only sound the echo of my chant. We had done 
it. We had defeated Camilla. 

​​ "Whoa," Zen said, her eyes wide with amazement. "That was… impressive." 
​​ "Where did you learn to do that?" Carter asked, his voice filled with wonder. 



​​ I shrugged, still feeling the aftereffects of the powerful energy that had 
flowed through me. "I don't know," I admitted. "It just… happened." 

​​ Clark smiled. "You're full of surprises, Leigh," he said. 
​​ I smiled back, feeling a surge of pride. We had faced our first real challenge, 

and we had overcome it. We were stronger together. 
​​ "Now," I said, my gaze fixed on the hidden doorway at the end of the corridor, 

"let's find Nica." 

 


