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Christopher Thabani Mandawa is a passionate storyteller and thought leader whose work explores the intersections of human experience, culture, and transformation. 

With a unique voice and a deep commitment to empowering others through words, Mandawa draws inspiration from real-life challenges, personal growth, and the richness of African heritage. 

Whether writing fiction or non-fiction, his work aims to inspire, challenge, and uplift readers around the world.
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That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and thou shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved.

For with the heart man believeth unto righteousness and with the mouth confession is made unto salvation
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Introduction

1992 was supposed to be a quiet year. No leap day. No anniversary anyone wanted to remember. Harrowfield University reopened its East Wing under new leadership, fresh paint, and sealed records. The official narrative claimed the past was resolved. The violence was over. 

The cameras were gone. They were wrong.

In 1992 the killings did not erupt in a single night. They crept. Students began reporting missing time, distorted reflections, and tapes appearing in lockers with no labels. Security footage rewound itself. Audio labs captured whispers layered beneath lectures. A film professor vanished mid semester leaving behind a locked cabinet filled with unmarked reels.

The horror of 1992 was quieter but more deliberate. Someone was editing reality frame by frame. Deaths were isolated and explained away. Accidents. Suicides. Misadventures. Yet every victim appeared later on tape filmed from impossible angles.

The East Wing learned to feed without spectacle.

No one realized that 1992 was not an intermission but a rehearsal. The entity refined its method learning patience learning subtlety learning how to survive without fog or ritual or mass bloodshed.

By the time the world noticed again it was already too late. 

1992 was when the Forgotten One learned to wait.
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PART I – THE PROJECT 
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Introduces the new cast. The horrors of the past lure them in.
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Rewind
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Amber Doyle found the tape because the closet would not stay shut.

It breathed when she opened it. A dry sigh of dust and old fabric and something faintly metallic. The dorm room had been cleared for summer repainting and reassigned in a rush. Nobody wanted Room 429 anymore but nobody said why.

At the back of the closet behind a collapsed shoebox and a bent wire hanger sat a black VHS cassette. No case. Just masking tape on the spine with block letters written in marker.

LEAP 1988.

Amber turned it over in her hands. The plastic was warm as if someone had recently held it. She laughed quietly at herself and slid it into her backpack. Film majors did not believe in curses. They believed in artifacts.

The media lab basement still had one working VCR kept alive by stubborn technicians and duct tape. Amber waited until midnight when the hall lights dimmed and the building went hollow. She fed the tape into the slot.

Static. Then a click.

The image stabilized into a shaky handheld shot of a dorm hallway identical to hers. The same stains on the carpet. The same crooked exit sign. A scream tore through the speakers and the camera jerked sideways catching a body slamming into the wall hard enough to leave a smear that glistened black.

Amber leaned forward. Her pulse climbed but she did not stop it.

Faces flickered past too fast to name. Blood soaked shoes. Hands clawed at doors that would not open. The date burned into the corner of the screen pulsed FEB 29 1988.

Then the camera stopped on a woman standing very still at the end of the hall. She was young. Her hair was dark and matted to her cheeks. Her eyes looked directly into the lens as if she could see Amber watching from four years away.

A title card blinked briefly handwritten and trembling.

LENA HARROW.

The tape rewound itself with a shriek. Amber did not touch the controls.

She sat back smiling slowly already planning the shots already hearing the questions people would ask her name attached to this footage. Outside the lab the building creaked settling like something old turning over in its sleep.

The screen snapped back to life without her touching it.

This time the camera was closer to the floor. It rushed forward as if whoever held it was running. Footsteps pounded loud enough to rattle the speakers. Someone sobbed just out of frame. A door burst open and a boy stumbled into view clutching his stomach. Blood poured through his fingers in thick ropes splattering the carpet. He looked straight into the lens and screamed once before something unseen yanked him backward.

The sound that followed was wet and tearing. The camera tilted just enough to show his legs kicking then going still. Blood crept toward the lens pooling dark and glossy until the picture blurred red.

Amber gasped and stood so fast the chair toppled behind her. Her heart slammed but she did not stop the tape. She could not.

Another cut. Another hallway. A girl slammed against lockers her skull cracking with a sound like dropped fruit. She slid down leaving a wide smear. The camera lingered. Someone laughed softly behind it.

Amber pressed a hand to her mouth. Her palms were slick with sweat. This was not staged. Every instinct screamed that this was real and that made it better and worse all at once.

The tape jumped again.

A dorm room. Curtains drawn. A group of students huddled inside crying and praying. The door bowed inward as something hammered from the other side. Each hit shook the frame. Splinters flew. When the door finally gave the camera rushed forward eagerly.

The killing was fast and messy. A blade flashed. Throats opened. Blood sprayed the walls painting them in uneven arcs. One boy tried to crawl away leaving a trail behind him before his head was crushed under a boot. The camera dipped to watch his eye burst.

Amber stumbled backward retching but nothing came up. Her eyes burned. She tasted copper.

Then she saw Lena again.

Closer this time. Her face filled the screen. Blood streaked her forehead and chin but her eyes were calm. Focused. She raised a finger to her lips asking for silence.

Behind Amber something thudded.

She spun around heart in her throat. The lab door swayed slightly as if touched from the other side. No footsteps. No voices. Just the low hum of the building and the VCR grinding as the tape continued to play.

On screen Lena turned and walked toward a stairwell slick with blood. Bodies lay tangled at the bottom. She stepped over them without looking back.

The tape ended with a shrill squeal. The room lights flickered once then steadied.

Amber stood alone shaking. The chair lay on its side. Her reflection stared back at her from the darkened monitor eyes wide and shining.

She smiled through the fear already knowing she would show this to others. Knowing she would rewind it again.

Somewhere deep in the building a door closed hard.

The smile faded when the screaming started again.

It was not coming from the tape.

Amber froze as a sharp cry echoed down the dorm hallway outside the lab. It cut off abruptly replaced by a choking gurgle that dragged on far too long. Something heavy slammed against a door. Someone else ran past laughing hysterically.

The lights flickered.

Amber grabbed the tape without ejecting it burning her fingers on the warm plastic and shoved it into her backpack. She cracked the door open and peered into the hallway.

Blood streaked the floor in a wide smear leading toward the stairwell. A boy lay facedown halfway out of his room his back hacked open like meat on a slab. His fingers twitched once then curled inward. The smell hit her next hot iron and bile.

Across the hall a girl slammed another student against the wall again and again until bone cracked. She screamed each time she struck him as if cheering herself on. When his head split she slipped in the blood and fell laughing then bit into his neck tearing free a mouthful of flesh.

Amber staggered back heart pounding so hard it hurt. This was wrong. This was not possible. Yet the tape had shown this exact corridor. This exact room.

The projector at the end of the hall clicked on by itself casting flickering images across the walls. Grainy footage from 1988 overlapped the present bodies moving in jerks and loops. Past and present bled together. A girl from the tape ran straight through the living killer and vanished.

Amber ran.

She sprinted down the stairs slipping nearly falling as blood soaked her shoes. A hand shot out from a doorway and grabbed her ankle. She kicked hard felt fingers snap and tore free. Behind her something shrieked in rage.

She burst into the lobby where students scattered in every direction some covered in blood some chasing others with broken bottles and knives. A security guard raised his radio before a fire extinguisher crushed his face. Red mist sprayed the walls.

Amber ducked behind the front desk gasping. Her backpack thumped against the floor. The VCR tape slid halfway out its label staring up at her.

LEAP 1988.

The television above the desk crackled to life. Lena appeared again standing in the East Wing smiling faintly. She looked older now somehow closer. Her eyes locked with Ambers through the screen.

You found it she whispered.

The glass shattered as something slammed into the desk from above. Amber screamed and scrambled away as blood rained down over her hands and face.

Somewhere deep in the building a camera whirred recording everything.

And it did not stop.

Amber crawled toward the emergency exit dragging herself through broken glass and blood slick tiles. The alarm screamed above her but it felt distant like it belonged to another building another year. A body fell from the mezzanine and hit the floor a few feet away exploding into a wet ruin. Warm blood sprayed her face. She gagged and kept moving.

The exit door would not open.

She slammed her shoulder into it again and again until something grabbed her hair and yanked her backward. She screamed as her scalp burned. A student loomed over her eyes rolled white mouth split in a grin too wide. He raised a screwdriver and brought it down into her shoulder. Pain flared white hot. Amber kicked and twisted biting his wrist until she tasted copper. He howled and she smashed the door window with her elbow reached through and tore it open.

Cold night air hit her as she tumbled outside.

The courtyard was chaos. Students chased each other through the fog like animals. Someone was dragged across the grass leaving a dark trail. A girl climbed onto a statue and plunged a knife into her own thigh filming it with a handheld camera laughing as blood poured down her leg. Another student tackled her and drove the knife into her throat spraying the lens red.

Amber stumbled toward the fountain clutching her shoulder. The water had turned pink choked with bodies floating face down. One hand broke the surface fingers clawing before sinking again.

She heard the whir of a motor.

A camera mounted on a tripod stood by the steps pointed directly at her. The red recording light blinked. On its small screen she saw herself running but behind her another figure moved out of sync. A girl with dark hair and hollow eyes Lena Harrow stepping from the fog.

Amber spun around but no one was there.

The screen flickered and showed a different angle now from inside the dorm closet where the tape had been found. The door creaked open. Something inside breathed.

The campus bells began to ring slow and wrong counting seconds that did not belong to this night.

Amber screamed as the fog thickened and the cameras kept watching.

Amber ran until her lungs tore. The bells grew louder each step shaking the bones in her skull. She slipped on wet stone and fell hard. Her hands sank into something soft and warm. She looked down and screamed.

A student lay split open from throat to stomach ribs peeled back like doors. Steam rose from the cavity. The eyes were still blinking trying to focus. Amber scrambled away leaving bloody handprints on the pavement.

Footsteps pounded behind her.

She turned and saw three figures charging through the fog faces slack mouths moving in perfect unison. One carried a fire axe another held a length of cable already slick with gore. The third had no weapon just hands red to the elbows.

Amber bolted into the library.

Inside shelves burned. Someone had overturned a desk and set it alight. Pages fluttered through the smoke like dying birds. A man slammed against a bookshelf screaming as the axe buried itself in his spine. His scream broke into a bubbling gargle. Blood sprayed the books painting the spines dark.

Amber ducked behind a counter as the cable whipped through the air and wrapped around a girls neck. She clawed at it feet kicking until her head twisted wrong and she went limp. Her body was dragged away leaving a shining smear.

The camera sound followed her everywhere the soft mechanical whirr of recording. Red lights blinked from corners from shelves from the ceiling vents.

Amber crawled toward the stairs slipping in blood and ash. At the landing she froze.

Projected on the wall was grainy footage from nineteen eighty eight. Students dying in the same places same angles. And there in the center Lena Harrow staring straight into the lens eyes black with recognition.

The footage shifted live again.

Lena stepped out of the projection and into the room. Her feet did not touch the floor.

Amber tried to scream but blood filled her mouth as hands closed around her throat and the cameras leaned closer hungry to remember it all again.

Amber’s vision pulsed red and black. Fingers like ice crushed her windpipe. She kicked and struck at empty air as Lena’s face hovered inches from hers skin cracked and bleeding from old wounds that never healed. Blood dripped upward from the floor crawling toward Lena as if pulled by breath.

A gunshot thundered.

Lena’s head snapped back. Her grip loosened. Amber collapsed choking and retching blood onto the tiles. The projection flickered violently and Lena dissolved into static screaming without sound.

Campus security burst through the doors weapons raised. One slipped immediately on the blood and fell hard cracking his skull open. He did not get up. Another was yanked backward into the stacks by unseen hands. His scream cut off with a wet snap. Blood poured out between the shelves soaking into the carpet.

Amber crawled toward the exit dragging her useless leg. Behind her a security guard fired blindly into the fog. Something rushed him fast and low. His legs were taken out. He hit the ground screaming as his stomach was torn open. His insides spilled free glistening under the burning lights. The cameras closed in recording every second.

The bells stopped.

Silence fell thick and wrong.

Amber reached the doors and shoved them open falling into cold night air. The fog retreated as if offended. Sirens wailed in the distance too late.

She rolled onto her back gasping staring at the sky. Blood coated her face her clothes her hands. In her pocket the VHS tape burned hot against her ribs humming softly.

On the label the ink had changed.

LEAP 1992

Amber laughed then screamed clutching the tape to her chest as the cameras inside the building kept filming long after the last body stopped moving.

Amber did not realize she was running until the pavement tore skin from her palms.

She staggered across the quad barefoot leaving red footprints behind her. The fog followed low and patient curling around ankles like fingers testing for grip. Behind her the East Wing screamed again. Glass shattered outward in bursts. A student burst through a window three floors up flailing as something inside ripped him apart midair. Pieces of him rained down wet and heavy. A severed arm struck the fountain with a dull slap. Blood turned the water black.

Amber fell hard and rolled. The VHS slipped from her jacket skidding across the ground. The tape case cracked open. The reel inside began spinning by itself spitting film that writhed like veins.

A campus police officer ran toward her shouting. He bent to help her up.

The fog surged.

It rose into a shape taller than him wider than the statue behind them. Hands formed too many of them. They punched through his chest from behind bursting out in a spray of blood and bone. His scream came out as a gargle. He was lifted shaking then torn in half. What remained dropped at Ambers feet steaming.

Amber screamed and scrambled backward grabbing the tape. The film whipped around her wrist slicing deep. Blood soaked into it instantly. The tape hummed louder pleased.

Around the quad students poured out of dorms drawn by the noise by the glow. The screens mounted on buildings flickered on. Every one showed the same thing the East Wing interior looping murders from minutes ago from decades ago from moments not yet lived.

A girl watching clutched her head and screamed. She turned on her friend without warning smashing her skull against a bench again and again until it burst. Others followed like cues being hit. Knives broken bottles bare hands. Blood everywhere slick and fast.

Amber staggered up clutching her bleeding arm. Lena appeared again not on a screen but beside her walking calm through the chaos untouched. Her eyes were hollow wells filled with moving images.

You rewound too far Lena whispered smiling.

Amber bolted.

She ducked between buildings slipping on gore lungs burning. Sirens wailed closer now then cut off abruptly one by one. Something massive moved through the fog crushing metal tearing doors free.

Amber reached her dorm and slammed inside barricading herself in the closet. She collapsed shaking blood pooling beneath her.

The tape slid from her hands and into the VCR she did not remember owning. The screen flashed to life.

PLAY

Amber screamed as the image froze on her own face staring back eyes already bleeding.

Outside the fog thickened.

The screen screamed.

The sound was not audio but pressure like fingers digging into Amber’s skull. The image lurched forward again then backward then forward too fast. Her own face split into frames each one screaming in a different way. Blood ran from her eyes on screen and then from her real ones matching the rhythm.

The closet door shuddered.

Something slammed against it hard enough to bow the wood. A hand punched through fingers snapping outward joints bent the wrong way nails black and splitting. The hand groped blindly then another joined it tearing the door apart.

A student forced his way in or what used to be one. His jaw hung loose skin torn open to the bone eyes rolled white and empty. He smelled like iron and rot. A shard of glass was buried in his throat pulsing with each wet breath.

He lunged.

Amber grabbed the nearest thing a metal hanger and jammed it into his eye. The eye burst spraying her face hot and thick. He shrieked and thrashed knocking her into the wall. The VCR spat the tape out violently. The film wrapped around his neck tightening slicing through skin. He clawed at it choking until his head came free with a sound like ripping cloth. His body collapsed still twitching blood flooding the carpet.

Amber sobbed gagging wiping her eyes.

The tape slid across the floor toward her dragging its own guts behind it. The label now read LEAP 1988 and beneath it written fresh in red ink was her name.

The building shook.

Screams echoed through the halls closer now mixed with laughter with chanting with the mechanical whir of cameras recording everything. Someone was being dragged past the door nails scraping leaving long red trails. A gunshot cracked then another then silence followed by wet tearing sounds.

Amber crawled out of the closet stepping over the corpse slipping in blood. She grabbed the tape and ran into the hallway.

It was a slaughterhouse.

Students tore into each other under flickering lights faces split open eyes carved out limbs twisted off and beaten against walls. Blood dripped from the ceiling pooled on the floor ankle deep in places. Cameras were everywhere mounted to walls growing out of flesh held by hands that no longer belonged to bodies.

At the far end Lena stood waiting.

She held a camera and pointed it at Amber smiling gently.

Keep rolling she said. This is where it starts.

Amber turned and ran.

Her shoes slipped on blood and she slammed into the wall hard enough to knock the breath from her lungs. Behind her Lena’s footsteps followed calm measured never rushing. The camera whirred louder than the screams around them.

A student burst from a side door clutching his stomach trying to hold himself together. His intestines spilled through his fingers slick and steaming. He looked at Amber mouth working soundless begging. Before she could move another figure tackled him from behind and drove a screwdriver into his skull again and again until the begging stopped. Blood sprayed the lockers painting them red.

Amber screamed and bolted down the stairs.

The stairwell was worse. Bodies were stacked along the landings posed like props arms arranged faces turned toward invisible lenses. One girl was still alive pinned under two corpses her legs crushed bone jutting through skin. She reached for Amber fingers slick with blood and skin sloughing off. Something dragged her back into the pile and her screams were cut short by a wet crunch.

Amber hit the bottom floor and burst into the commons.

A projector flickered against the far wall showing the tape live now cutting between past and present. The 1988 massacre overlapped with what was happening now bodies dying twice blood flowing in impossible loops. Each death synced to the next like edits.

Someone grabbed Amber from behind.

It was a boy from her orientation class his face peeled halfway off hanging loose exposing teeth and muscle. He bit into her shoulder ripping flesh. She screamed and smashed his head with the VCR still clutched in her hands. It cracked open spilling gears and tape. She hit him again and again until his skull collapsed and he slid down her body leaving her soaked.

The projector paused.

Lena appeared on screen close enough that her eyes filled everything.

You can stop running she said softly. You already pressed play.

The lights went out.

In the dark something huge shifted breathing all around her and the sound of cameras multiplied waiting hungry ready to record the rest.
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The Film Crew
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Amber did not sleep.

Every time she closed her eyes she saw the tape spool spinning backward on its own and Lena Harrow staring straight through the glass of the screen. By morning her hands were shaking but her resolve had hardened into something sharp and dangerous.

She needed witnesses. She needed a crew.

Jake Miller laughed when she told him about the tape. He leaned back in his chair in the student lounge arms crossed smug and certain. Mass hysteria urban legend recycled every leap year he said. Film majors loved fake blood and tragedy. That was all this was.

Amber slid the VHS across the table.

Watch.

Jake rolled his eyes but took it. Ten minutes later his face had gone pale. The laughter died in his throat when the image jumped and showed a girl being dragged screaming across a dorm floor leaving streaks of blood behind her. The sound distorted into a low hum like breathing.

That was not staged Jake whispered.

Keisha was easier. She watched the tape frame by frame that night fingers flying across her laptop eyes bright with a fevered curiosity. There are edits here she said slowly. But not human ones. The timestamps overlap decades. That should not be possible.

Dale barely spoke at all. He watched the footage once then again slower. He flinched only when the sound peaked and a body on screen twitched after its throat had been opened. He nodded once and said I can cut it together if you want it clean.

Trix clapped.

This is sick she said grinning. I am in.

They met after midnight in an empty screening room. Amber laid out her plan hands trembling but voice steady. A student film about the 1988 massacre. Found footage style. Raw. Honest. No actors where possible. Real locations.

Jake protested until the lights flickered.

The projector turned on by itself.

The tape played without being inserted.

A new scene appeared. A hallway they all recognized. The very corridor outside the screening room. The camera angle tilted as if held by someone standing right where Amber was now.

On screen a security guard walked into frame rubbing his eyes. He looked confused annoyed. Then something moved behind him fast and low. A shadow with too many joints.

The guard was yanked backward. His scream cut off when his jaw was torn free. Blood sprayed the lens. His body slammed against the wall again and again until bone shattered and red sheets ran down the tiles.

The image froze.

The room smelled of iron.

They heard a wet thump outside the door.

Trix ran to it and yanked it open laughing until she saw the body. The guard lay twisted on the floor his throat a hollow ruin eyes still moving.

He was alive for three more seconds.

Something invisible crushed his skull inward and his head burst like fruit. Blood painted Trix’s face. She licked her lips shaking with delight.

Jake vomited.

The projector shut
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