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    To those who face their fears and fight back, even when the odds seem insurmountable. This story is for you.
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Chapter 1: "Holiday Abandonment"
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Alyssa Monroe sat in her dorm room, the silence of the nearly deserted campus enveloping her like a heavy blanket. The usual hum of activity had vanished, replaced by an eerie stillness as the last of her peers hurried home for Thanksgiving break. Outside her window, the late autumn sky was a dull gray, casting long shadows across the empty sidewalks.

As she watched the final car pull out of the parking lot, Alyssa felt a twinge of loneliness but quickly brushed it aside. She had chosen to stay behind, after all. The idea of a quiet campus had seemed appealing—no distractions, no interruptions, just her and her textbooks. She had a mountain of work to catch up on, and this break was the perfect opportunity to get ahead.

But now, with the sun dipping below the horizon and the campus lights flickering on, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she had made a mistake. It wasn’t fear, exactly, but a sense of unease that settled in her stomach. Still, Alyssa was determined. She had always been the type to follow through on her plans, and this would be no different.

She glanced at her desk, where a stack of books awaited her. Taking a deep breath, she sat down and opened the first one, the sound of pages turning the only noise in the room. The quiet was almost suffocating, but Alyssa welcomed it. She needed this time to focus, to prove to herself that she could thrive in the solitude.

As the night deepened, the shadows outside lengthened, creeping closer to her window. The campus, usually so full of life, now seemed like a different world—a world she was suddenly, and completely, alone in.
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Chapter 2: "The Empty Campus"
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The next morning, Alyssa awoke to the sound of nothing—no laughter in the hallways, no chatter in the common areas, no hurried footsteps rushing to class. The silence was profound, almost tangible. As she dressed and gathered her things, she decided to take a break from her studies and explore the empty campus.

Stepping out into the crisp morning air, Alyssa was struck by how different everything felt without the usual bustle of students. The familiar pathways, usually crowded with people heading to class, were now deserted, the only movement coming from the wind that stirred the fallen leaves. It was a stark contrast to the lively atmosphere she had grown accustomed to, and it left her feeling both free and strangely disconnected.

She wandered aimlessly at first, letting her feet guide her. The campus had always been a second home to her, a place where she felt comfortable and secure. But now, as she roamed the empty grounds, a sense of otherness began to creep in. The buildings, once vibrant with life, now seemed cold and uninviting. Even the trees, bare of their autumn leaves, seemed to stretch their skeletal branches toward her, as if reaching out to touch her.

Alyssa found herself walking through the main quad, the heart of the university, where countless events and gatherings had taken place. She could almost hear the echoes of laughter and conversations that had filled the air just a few days ago. But now, the only sound was the soft rustling of the wind and the distant hum of a lone maintenance truck.

As she continued her walk, Alyssa couldn’t help but reminisce about the times she had spent here with her friends. She recalled late-night study sessions in the library, impromptu picnics on the lawn, and the endless stream of students hurrying to and from classes. The campus had always been a place of energy and connection, a vibrant community where she felt she belonged.

But today, it felt like a ghost town, and the emptiness weighed on her. As she walked through the deserted corridors of the academic buildings, her footsteps echoed off the walls, the sound amplifying the loneliness she tried to ignore. Classrooms that had once been filled with the lively debate of students and the steady voice of professors were now silent, their chairs neatly arranged as if waiting for the return of the life that had fled.

Despite the eerie atmosphere, there was a part of Alyssa that relished the solitude. For the first time in what felt like forever, she had the campus all to herself. She could take her time, move at her own pace, and not worry about bumping into anyone or being interrupted. It was liberating in a way she hadn’t expected, a brief respite from the chaos of her usual routine.

Yet, with every turn of a corner, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was missing—something more than just the people. It was as if the campus itself had changed, transformed into a place she didn’t quite recognize. The thought lingered in the back of her mind as she made her way back to her dorm, the sense of unease growing stronger with each passing moment.

As she reached the familiar door of her building, Alyssa paused and glanced over her shoulder, her eyes scanning the empty grounds. For a brief moment, she thought she saw movement in the shadows near the edge of the quad, but when she looked closer, there was nothing. Shaking her head, she dismissed it as a trick of the light and stepped inside, telling herself that it was just her imagination running wild. But deep down, she couldn’t help but wonder if she was truly alone.
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Chapter 3: "A Strange Encounter"
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Later that afternoon, Alyssa realized she was running low on a few essentials—snacks, coffee, and toiletries. With most of the campus shut down for the break, her only option was the small convenience store tucked away near the student center. Grabbing her keys and wallet, she decided to make the short walk there, eager for a brief change of scenery.

The store was just as deserted as the rest of the campus, the fluorescent lights casting a harsh glare over the shelves. As she entered, the bell above the door jingled softly, the sound echoing in the empty space. Alyssa let out a small sigh of relief at the sight of the stocked shelves; at least she wouldn’t have to venture off-campus for supplies.

She moved quickly through the narrow aisles, picking up what she needed and trying to ignore the unsettling quiet. The familiar buzz of background noise—students chatting, cash registers beeping—was absent, replaced by the soft hum of the refrigerators and the occasional creak of the building settling.

As she approached the checkout counter, she noticed a girl standing at the far end of the store, her back turned to Alyssa. The girl was tall and slender, her long dark hair falling over the collar of a worn leather jacket. Something about her presence struck Alyssa as odd. She hadn’t seen anyone else on campus all day, and the sudden appearance of another person felt jarring.

Alyssa hesitated for a moment, unsure whether to acknowledge the girl or simply go about her business. Before she could decide, the girl turned around, her eyes locking onto Alyssa’s with an intensity that made her stomach tighten.

“Staying on campus for the break?” the girl asked, her voice low and almost monotone.

Alyssa nodded, taken aback by the directness of the question. “Yeah, just catching up on some work. What about you?”

The girl didn’t answer right away. Instead, she walked slowly toward Alyssa, her gaze never wavering. When she was close enough, Alyssa noticed that the girl’s eyes were a striking shade of pale blue, almost icy, and her expression was unreadable—somewhere between disinterest and something more unsettling.

“Not many people around,” the girl said, her tone still flat, almost as if she were stating a fact rather than making conversation. “It’s strange, don’t you think? Being here when everyone else is gone?”

Alyssa felt a chill run down her spine. There was something off about the girl, something that made her instincts scream at her to leave. But she forced herself to stay calm, offering a polite smile. “Yeah, it’s pretty quiet. I guess that’s why I stayed—to enjoy the peace.”

The girl’s lips curled into a faint, almost mocking smile. “Peace... right.” She glanced down at the items in Alyssa’s basket, then back up at her. “So, you’re planning to stay the whole break? No plans to leave?”

Alyssa’s unease deepened. The way the girl phrased her questions felt more like an interrogation than casual small talk. “No, I’ll be here the whole time,” Alyssa replied cautiously. “Just focusing on my studies.”

The girl, who had yet to introduce herself, finally broke eye contact and took a step back. “Well, enjoy your solitude,” she said, her voice carrying a hint of something that Alyssa couldn’t quite place—was it sarcasm, or something darker? “You never know what might happen when no one’s around.”

Before Alyssa could respond, the girl turned on her heel and walked out of the store, the doorbell jingling again as she left. Alyssa stood frozen for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. There was something deeply unsettling about the encounter, something that left her feeling vulnerable and exposed.

As she quickly paid for her items and hurried back to her dorm, Alyssa couldn’t shake the image of the girl’s cold blue eyes and the vague threat hidden in her words. The quiet campus that had once felt liberating now felt like a trap, and Alyssa couldn’t help but feel that she had just met the first player in a game she wasn’t prepared to play.
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Chapter 4: "The Warning Signs"

[image: ]


The sun had dipped below the horizon by the time Alyssa returned to her dorm, the familiar surroundings offering little comfort after her unsettling encounter with the mysterious girl at the convenience store. She tried to push the strange interaction out of her mind, telling herself that she was overreacting. But as the evening wore on, the feeling of unease only grew stronger.

She set her groceries on the small kitchen counter, the sound of the bags rustling oddly loud in the empty dorm. The silence felt heavier now, pressing in on her from all sides. Alyssa shook her head, trying to dispel the anxiety gnawing at her thoughts. She was just tired, she reasoned, and the quiet was making her paranoid.

Deciding to get some work done to distract herself, Alyssa sat down at her desk and opened her laptop. The screen flickered to life, casting a soft glow across the room. But as she began typing, the overhead lights flickered, dimmed, and then returned to full brightness. Alyssa paused, glancing up at the ceiling.

“Just a power surge,” she muttered to herself, trying to brush off the odd occurrence. But when the lights flickered again, a little longer this time, she couldn’t ignore the uneasy feeling that was creeping over her.

Alyssa stood and walked to the window, looking out at the campus. The streetlights lining the pathways also seemed to be affected, their lights flickering in and out, creating a disorienting pattern of shadows across the grounds. The sight made her stomach churn, but she forced herself to stay rational. It was just an electrical issue, she told herself. Nothing more.

Returning to her desk, Alyssa tried to focus on her work, but the flickering lights made it difficult to concentrate. A few minutes later, she heard a strange noise—a low, rhythmic tapping coming from somewhere in the hallway. She froze, listening intently. The tapping continued, steady and deliberate, like someone was knocking on the walls.

Alyssa’s mind raced. It was probably just the building settling, or maybe someone else was still on her floor. She hadn’t seen anyone else around, but that didn’t mean she was completely alone, right? Gathering her courage, she stood and walked to the door, pressing her ear against it.

The tapping had stopped, replaced by an eerie silence that was even more unsettling. Alyssa hesitated, her hand hovering over the doorknob. Every instinct told her to stay inside, but curiosity and the need to prove to herself that she was being ridiculous pushed her to open the door.

The hallway was empty, dimly lit by the flickering lights above. The only sound was the soft hum of the building’s ventilation system. Alyssa took a tentative step out of her room, glancing down the corridor. She saw nothing unusual, just the familiar sight of the dorm’s long, narrow hallway stretching out before her.

As she turned to go back inside, something caught her eye—a small, whiteboard on the door of a room a few doors down. It was one of those boards where residents would leave messages for each other, usually harmless notes or jokes. But this time, the message was anything but harmless.

Scrawled in bold, black marker were the words: “You’re not alone.”

Alyssa’s breath caught in her throat. She approached the board slowly, her pulse quickening. The handwriting was jagged, almost angry, and the message itself sent a shiver down her spine. Who had written it? And why?

She looked around, half expecting someone to jump out from behind a corner, but the hallway remained empty. Alyssa backed away from the whiteboard, her mind racing. Was this a prank? A coincidence? Or was it something more sinister?

Trying to shake off the growing fear, Alyssa returned to her room and locked the door behind her, double-checking the deadbolt. She leaned against the door, taking deep breaths to calm herself. It had to be a joke—someone trying to scare the few students who stayed behind for the break. It was working, but she refused to let it get to her.

As she settled back at her desk, Alyssa noticed something else. Her own whiteboard, attached to the outside of her door, now had a message as well. She hadn’t noticed it when she stepped out, but now she could see the faint outline of writing through the frosted glass window beside her door.

Steeling herself, she opened the door again and read the words: “We see you.”

The marker was red this time, the letters dripping slightly as if the ink had been applied too thickly. Alyssa’s heart pounded in her chest, fear clawing at her rational thoughts. This was no prank—at least, not a harmless one.

She wiped the message off her board with a shaking hand and slammed the door shut, her mind racing with possibilities. Who was doing this, and why? Was it the girl from the store, Lena? Or was there someone else lurking around, watching her every move?

The rest of the night passed in a blur of paranoia and dread. Every creak of the building, every flicker of the lights, set her on edge. Sleep was impossible; Alyssa lay in bed, eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling as she tried to make sense of what was happening.

By morning, she had convinced herself that it was all just a series of pranks. Someone was trying to scare her, but she wouldn’t give them the satisfaction. But even as she told herself this, she couldn’t shake the feeling that the warning signs were just the beginning of something much worse.
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Chapter 5: "Isolation"
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The morning light filtered through the blinds, casting a weak, grayish glow across Alyssa’s dorm room. She had barely slept, her mind too preoccupied with the strange events of the night before. Despite her attempts to rationalize it all as harmless pranks, the unease lingered, gnawing at her resolve.

Alyssa reached for her phone, hoping to distract herself with some mindless scrolling. But when she unlocked the screen, her heart sank. The usual bars of service were gone, replaced by a frustratingly empty space where the signal strength indicator should have been. She tried refreshing her messages, but nothing loaded. The Wi-Fi symbol in the corner of the screen had a small exclamation mark next to it, a silent warning that something was wrong.

She groaned in frustration, tossing the phone onto her bed. Without service or internet, she was completely cut off from the outside world. No calls, no texts, no emails—nothing to break the oppressive silence that had settled over the campus. Alyssa tried restarting her phone, but it didn’t help. The campus Wi-Fi was down, and her cell service was nonexistent.

Alyssa glanced at the clock. It was still early, but the idea of spending the entire day isolated from any connection to the outside world made her stomach twist with anxiety. She could go to the campus IT office to see if they could fix the issue, but a quick check online—or at least an attempt to check—revealed that the office was closed for the break.

She paced the room, trying to decide what to do. Part of her wanted to grab her car keys and drive off campus, find a coffee shop with Wi-Fi, or even just get far enough away to pick up a cell signal. But the thought of leaving the safety of her dorm, of venturing out into the now-ominous emptiness of the campus, made her hesitate.

The silence was becoming unbearable. She had always enjoyed the quiet, but this was different. It wasn’t the peaceful solitude she had anticipated; it was suffocating, pressing down on her from all sides. The walls of her room felt like they were closing in, the small space shrinking with every passing minute.

Alyssa decided to take a walk, hoping the fresh air would clear her head. She threw on a jacket, grabbed her keys, and headed outside. The campus was as empty as ever, the usual sounds of life completely absent. The wind rustled the leaves on the ground, the only noise in the otherwise still environment.

As she walked, Alyssa kept checking her phone, hoping for a miracle that her service would return. But every time she looked, the screen was the same—no signal, no Wi-Fi, nothing. The realization that she was truly isolated began to sink in, bringing with it a wave of regret. Why had she decided to stay? The peace and quiet she had once craved now felt like a curse.

Alyssa found herself
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