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4:30PM. It was already 4:30 and, still, nothing suspicious had happened. She 

began to recall her brother’s words: “Pay attention to any teacher involved with 

science. Don’t trust them. Any one of them could be disciples of Dr. Kagan.” Who 

was this Dr. Kagan? Was he bad? Were the school’s teachers bad? All of these 

questions, plus many more, circled Hailey’s head, adding to the list of distractions 

already plaguing Psych 101. “Pay attention to the psychologists as well. They 

could be involved with Dr. Kagan’s team.” Her brother’s words echoed through 

her thoughts. Everything he said was insane, and highly unlikely, but, then again, a 

telepathic girl was as well. It was almost as if the insanity her brother warned her 

of was cancelled out by the proof of insanity found in the telepathic girl. “Insanity 

+ insanity = heightened reality,” Hailey thought. 
 

4:45. Fifteen minutes later, and the only thing suspicious was the lack of 

PDA between Sharon and Mike. Her brother’s words hadn’t become any less 

believable; the impending tension of her brother’s warnings only made her more 

uneasy. As Hailey continued to zone out, she suddenly felt a nudge from the 

classmate beside her. She snapped out of her unconscious state, staring alertly at 

her professor. He spoke into the microphone threaded through the stand: “Miss 

Woodmore, your cousin Nick is here to see you. He says it’s urgent, a family-

related matter. I will meet with you later regarding the remaining portion of 

cognitive theory if you wish to leave now.” Hailey paused for a moment. Nick? I 

don’t have any cousins named Nick, at least that I’m aware of. Wait, this is 

something suspicious. Is it a message? “Yes, if you don’t mind recapping later with 

me, that’d be great,” Hailey responded as she lifted from her chair. She scurried 

down the stairs as the professor continued his lecture. 
 

Closing the door behind her, Hailey approached this fellow who claimed to 

be her cousin. He stood several inches above her, and appeared to be nearly a 

decade older than herself. He was well-dressed, with a short, nearly-shaven beard 

that almost made him appear quite charming. Nick appeared to be nervous, while 
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maintaining a somewhat suave disposition. “Did my brother send you?” she asked. 

“If you’re Hailey Woodmore, then yes. And, being that your brother sent me, this 

does qualify as a family matter, so, technically, I didn’t lie completely,” Nick 

responded somewhat humorously. Hailey became less tense, finding relief in 

Nick’s connection to her brother. “Is this about the scientists and Dr. Kagan?” Nick 

responded with paranoia, looking left and right before saying, “Yes, but we should 

go somewhere else to talk.” He placed a hand on her back and gently guided her to 

the nearest exit, heading towards the schoolyard for better privacy. 
 

They walked through the middle of the schoolyard, a route travelled by few 

considering its inefficiency when compared to the concrete paths beside it. Only a 

few students were present, likely from classes which ended early. Everyone else 

would have several more minutes left in their lectures, allowing optimal privacy 

for the subject matter they were about to discuss. Hailey stared forward, trekking to 

the unknown destination which Nick led her toward. She broke the momentary 

silence between them: “How much do we know about this group of scientists?” 

“Not too much, although we have a fair idea about what they’re doing,” Nick 

responded, as he focused on their destination. “Based on what we’ve been able to 

gather, this appears to be the second group Dr. Kagan has led. The first, from what 

we can tell, disappeared after a gigantic breakthrough in their research.” Hailey 

scrunched her eyebrows. “That’s odd… and quite suspicious,” she replied, 

confused. “Exactly,” Nick responded, “Most of what we know is thanks to our 

favorite telepathic friend. She’s given us some details about what was done to her, 

and it appears that her powers were gained from her involvement in Dr. Kagan’s 

research.” Hailey broke her continual stare and turned to Nick. “Yep. Dr. Kagan 

used her and another boy as a labrat. Apparently they, in her words, ‘sent [their] 

minds and souls to another world,” Nick stated, somewhat sarcastically. Hailey 

turned back straight, gaping at the strangeness of the situation. They were 

approaching their destination: the school lab. 
 

Inside the Sciences Wing travelled clusters of students, in transit to their 

next subject. The final science class of the day had just finished their studies, 

leaving the halls open to snooping. As they passed through the dark corridors, 

Hailey became increasingly fearful, and reasonably so. This strange situation had 

only revealed itself several days prior. Everything was moving too fast to process 
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all its details. She turned, looking at Nick, who seemed to be stoically focused as 

he walked through the unknown halls. Some part of her took solace in his 

concentration; another part of her wished he shared the same distress as herself. 

Nick glanced at Hailey for a moment, before turning back to the darkness. He was 

distressed, just as Hailey appeared to be. If he was good at one thing, it was 

masking emotions when necessary. 
 

As they continued walking through the darkness, Hailey began noticing 

something strange: the further they went, the less familiar the area became. She 

stopped for a moment, looking closely at the walls and various rooms branching 

off of the hallway. Nick continued walking for a moment before stopping. He was 

less familiar with the campus than Hailey, who had been on several tours before. 

“Did you find something?” he inquired. Hailey remained silent for a moment 

before turning to him. “Maybe. None of this looks familiar,” she responded with 

confusion. Nick scrunched his eyebrows, saying, “Are you saying that this wasn’t 

here before?” Hailey hesitated. “I think so,” she replied unconfidently. “Several 

years ago, they added some significant additions to the existing science lab, 

renaming the area the ‘Science Wing.’ The additions confused a lot of people. 

After all, there were still empty seats in the old lab, and the class that year was 

particularly full. The school responded by saying ‘the additions were necessary for 

the foreseeable growth of the school.’” Hailey paused. “When was Dr. Kagan’s 

second group formed?” Nick contemplated for a moment. “We don’t know an 

official date, but our telepathic friend said she was tested on for a couple years. If 

they researched for a couple years prior to abducting her, the timeframe could 

possibly match up.” Suddenly, they heard the sound of a door closing. Nick 

scurried into a nearby room, with Hailey following behind him. 
 

The room was small, no larger than a child’s bedroom, with undecorated 

walls and very little clutter. It appeared to be used as some sort of waiting room or 

cell, based on the lack of any items beyond human necessity. Hailey began 

investigating the room as Nick guarded the door, looking through it’s window for 

any sign of life. As she walked along the perimeter of the room, Hailey began 

noticing various clumps of hair spread about. She bent down and studied the hair. 

It appeared to be that of an animal, based on its smell and large quantity. “Nick!” 

she loudly whispered, “I think they kept animals in here.” Nick quickly turned 
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back, looking at the clumps of hair in Hailey’s hands before returning to his watch. 

“They could have been testing on animals before moving on to human subjects,” 

he theorized. Several feet away from Hailey sat an empty, glass tube. She set the 

hair back down and walked toward the tube. She read the label on the tube and 

began breathing heavily, shaken by the tube’s description. “LSD. Nick, this was a 

tube of LSD.” Nick spinned around swiftly, grabbing the tube from Hailey and 

reading the label for himself: Lysergic Acid. As he read over the label a second 

time, Hailey grabbed his shoulder and whispered “Nick.” He looked up at her, 

before turning to the door. A man walked by the room, wearing a white lab coat 

stained by various speckles of blood. They stood motionless, holding their breath 

until he passed. Something was happening in the Science Wing. Something 

unethical. Whether it was linked to Dr. Kagan or the telepathic girl, it didn’t 

matter. Only one thing was certain: something wicked with being done 

unsuspectingly in the college. Nothing was secure. 


