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Emma hid beneath the professor's desk.

Both hands covered her mouth.

Don't make a sound.

Footsteps echoed throughout the empty classroom.

Slow.

Patient.

Getting closer.

A pair of oversized scissors drifted into view.

Her heart nearly stopped.

Her classmate.

Or...what used to be her classmate.

He wandered between the rows of desks, dragging the scissors along the edges of nearby tables. The metal scraped against the wood, sending an awful sound through the silent room.

Emma squeezed her eyes shut.

Please...

Just keep walking.

Her entire body trembled.

She couldn't stop thinking about the hallway.

About him chasing her.

The look in his eyes.

There hadn't been fear.

There hadn't even been anger.

Only hunger.

He wanted to find her.

And if he did...

Emma couldn't bear to imagine what would happen next.

The footsteps grew louder.

Closer.

Closer...

She slowly leaned toward the edge of the desk.

Just enough to peek.

The student stood only a few desks away.

His head turned from side to side.

Searching.

Watching.

Listening.

He wasn't sure she was here.

He was guessing.

Emma was gambling right alongside him.

Whoever made the next mistake...

Lost.

A loud crash suddenly echoed somewhere out in the hallway.

The student's head snapped toward the classroom door.

Another noise.

Farther down the corridor.

Without hesitation, he sprinted out of the room.

The classroom door swung open behind him.

Silence returned.

Emma stayed where she was.

She didn't trust it.

Not yet.

One breath.

Then another.

Her racing heart refused to slow down.

Only after what felt like forever did she crawl out from beneath the desk.

Her legs nearly buckled.

She grabbed the edge of the professor's desk before she could collapse.

Her hands wouldn't stop shaking.

Part of her wanted to hide underneath it again.

To stay there until all of this was over.

But she knew that wasn't happening.

Slowly...

She forced herself to step away.

Professor Norway's desk.

The thought alone made her chest tighten.

Where was he?

Had he escaped?

...Or had he become another body somewhere inside the university?

She didn't want the answer.

Everything had happened too fast.

One moment everyone was attending class.

The next...

Students were murdering professors.

Friends were killing friends.

No warning.

No panic beforehand.

No signs that something was wrong.

Only blood.

Only screams.

Only madness.
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Emma slipped into another classroom.

Three doors down.

That was as far as she had managed to make it.

Every second she'd spent crossing the hallway had felt like gambling with her life.

All it would've taken...

Was one person looking in her direction.

She locked the classroom door behind her.

The soft click of the lock did little to calm her nerves.

It barely felt like protection.

Emma wasn't a fighter.

If someone found her...

She wouldn't win.

She wasn't fast enough to outrun people forever either.

Those crazed students...

They never seemed to give up.

Still...

She refused to die inside this university.

She walked toward the classroom windows.

Slowly.

Carefully.

The front entrance came into view beyond the courtyard.

It was so close.

Close enough to touch.

If I can just make it there...

Hope flickered inside her.

Then it disappeared.

Her eyes settled on the massive dome surrounding the entire campus.

It stretched across the university like an enormous glass prison.

Emma's shoulders sank.

There was no way through it.

No way around it.

Nobody had entered.

Nobody had escaped.

She remembered hearing the first screams.

The first emergency calls.

Within minutes, police had surrounded the university.

Then...

The dome appeared.

She hadn't even seen it happen.

She'd been too busy running for her life.

Everything afterward had become a blur.

Students murdering professors.

Friends attacking classmates.

People turning on each other without warning.

No one knew why.

At least...

No one normal did.

Emma lowered her gaze toward the courtyard below.

Something about all of it still didn't make sense.

Not every crazed student acted alone.

Some traveled in groups.

They hunted together.

Captured people together.

Killed together.

Almost...

Like they were following orders.

That thought chilled her more than anything else.

Because she recognized some of them.

Nathanal...

He'd been one of them.

Just yesterday, he'd been laughing with friends between classes.

Now he wandered the campus beside other deranged students...

Searching for people like her.

Emma slowly stepped away from the window.

Nathanal had once been her friend.

Now...

She prayed she would never see him again.
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Emma stood as still as she could.

Her racing heart refused to cooperate.

Every beat echoed inside her ears.

The dome remained in her view.

It looked impossible.

Something pulled straight from a nightmare.

Her escape...

Gone.

Running for the front gate wasn't an option anymore.

Even if she somehow made it outside...

The dome would stop her long before the police ever could.

She couldn't pull herself away from the window.

She kept staring.

Looking for something.

Anything.

An opening.

A weakness.

Hope.

Movement caught the corner of her eye.

A student.

He looked toward the classroom.

Toward her.

Emma's heart sank.

No...

The student suddenly rushed the door.

BANG!

Emma jumped.

Another loud slam rattled the room.

The doorknob twisted violently.

Again.

And again.

He wanted in.

The student never called out.

Never said a word.

Only low...

Animalistic growls escaped his throat.

The sound made Emma's skin crawl.

He wasn't trying to convince her to open the door.

He was trying to break it down.

Emma glanced toward the hallway windows.

His noise...

It was going to attract others.

She couldn't stay here.

Her eyes darted around the classroom.

Desk.

Chairs.

Bookshelves.

Nothing.

Nothing that could help.

Another violent slam shook the door.

Emma shut her eyes.

Think...

Come on...

Panicking won't save you.

She forced herself to breathe.

One slow inhale.

One slow exhale.

Again.

The pounding in her chest eased...

Just enough.

Her eyes opened.

They landed on the ceiling.

A damaged ceiling tile.

Cracked.

Barely hanging in place.

Emma stared at it.

Then a shaky smile found its way onto her face.

There it was.

Her way out.
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Emma climbed onto the nearest desk.

She reached upward.

Still too short.

The ceiling remained just beyond her fingertips.

Another loud bang echoed from the classroom door.

Emma flinched.

Calm down...

Just breathe.

She climbed back down and grabbed a nearby chair.

The legs scraped across the floor.

The sound made her stomach twist.

Please don't hear that...

She shoved the chair onto the desk.

It wobbled.

Emma swallowed.

This had to work.

She climbed back up.

Desk.

Then chair.

Her legs shook beneath her.

One wrong step...

She'd fall.

Stretching as far as she could, her fingertips finally brushed the damaged ceiling tile.

She pushed.

Nothing.

She pushed harder.

With a loud crack, the weakened panel shifted upward.

Dust rained into her face.

Emma coughed into her sleeve.

Ignoring it, she grabbed the edge of the opening and pulled herself upward with every ounce of strength she had.

Her chest scraped across the beam.

One knee.

Then the other.

Finally...

She rolled into the ceiling.

Behind her, the chair toppled from the desk.

Crash.

Emma froze.

Silence.

No one came.

She slowly exhaled.

Safe.

...At least safer than before.

She pulled out her cellphone.

The flashlight cut through the darkness ahead.

Wooden beams.

Electrical wiring.

Insulation.

A narrow path.

It wasn't much...

But it was enough.

Emma crawled forward.

Slowly.

Carefully.

The ceiling groaned beneath her weight.

Every sound made her stop.

Every creak convinced her she was about to fall through.

She kept going anyway.

Until her arms burned.

Until her knees ached.

Until she was breathing hard enough that she forced herself to stop.

She couldn't waste all of her energy.

Not if she had to run again.

Emma looked down through another weakened section of ceiling.

Anatomy Hall.

She carefully lowered herself through the opening.

Her shoes touched the floor first.

Then the rest of her.

The room was quiet.

Too quiet.

A body rested near the professor's desk.

Professor Nolan.

Emma froze.

Unlike the others she'd seen...

No one had moved him.

He was exactly where he'd died.

His eyes remained open.

Staring at nothing.

Emma accidentally met them.

A chill crawled down her spine.

"...I'm sorry..."

She whispered the words before she even realized she'd spoken them.

There wasn't any blood.

No overturned furniture.

No shattered glass.

Nothing that suggested a struggle.

Only dark bruises wrapped around his neck.

Finger marks.

Someone had strangled him.

Emma slowly knelt beside him.

It didn't matter.

Weapons...

Bare hands...

These people found a way to kill.

Her chest tightened.

This was the same professor who had nearly failed her anatomy class.

The same professor who had stayed after class to let her retake the final exam.

The same professor who'd smiled when she finally passed.

Now...

He was gone.

Emma wanted to cry.

Nothing came.

She wanted to look away.

She couldn't.

She simply stood there...

Staring at the man who had once been one of the few teachers who believed she deserved another chance.
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