
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Urban Legend: The Bunny Man
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​Chapter 1- Whispers in Hollow Creek
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The air in Hollow Creek smelled of damp earth and decaying leaves, a scent that clung to the narrow streets even in early summer. It was the kind of town where everyone knew everyone or at least thought they did and rumors traveled faster than the wind through the tall, skeletal oaks that lined the edges of town. The locals whispered about things that went bump in the night, about shadows that weren’t quite human. But the story that made Hollow Creek shiver the most was the one no parent dared tell too loudly: the legend of the Bunny Man.

Ethan Parker kicked at a loose stone on the cracked sidewalk outside the old convenience store. He had the restless energy of a boy who needed proof of something, anything. At seventeen, he was tired of small-town gossip and wanted evidence. Skepticism ran in his blood, or at least that’s what he liked to tell himself. But deep down, the memory of his older brother, gone these past seven years under mysterious circumstances, haunted him, a shadow that followed him like a stubborn ghost.

“Ethan,” a voice called, sharp and cautious. Maya Thompson stepped from the shade of the store’s awning. Her hands were stuffed into the pockets of her jean jacket, and her eyes scanned the street like she expected someone or something to appear at any moment. “You’re going to get yourself in trouble one day.”

“Trouble finds me no matter what I do,” Ethan said with a grin, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Maya sighed, tugging at the straps of her backpack. She had been moving between towns most of her life, but Hollow Creek had grown on her. There was a strange safety in the familiarity, though tonight, with the sun sinking and the air thickening with fog, that safety felt fragile.

From across the street, Ryan Delgado leaned against the lamppost, pretending not to be scared. The flickering light painted his face in pale yellow. “You guys are acting like the Bunny Man’s going to jump out any second. It’s a stupid legend,” he said, though his voice wavered slightly. He pushed a strand of dark hair from his forehead, glancing nervously down the empty street.

“Yeah, right,” Lila Bennett said, emerging from behind the corner of the general store, camera dangling around her neck. “Nothing ever happens here. That’s why I keep a record of it. Facts. Proof. Not fear.” Her dark eyes gleamed in the dim light, the obsessive curiosity in them unmistakable. “Except... some things do happen, and no one listens. That’s the story worth telling.”

The four of them were an odd mix: Ethan, the thrill-seeker with a shadowed past; Maya, the cautious protector; Ryan, the sarcastic skeptic; and Lila, the obsessed documentarian. They had grown up together or close enough, but tonight felt different. The air carried a tension, a warning hidden in the rustle of the leaves.

The conversation died as a sound carried through the fog. A thumping, rhythmic, deliberate. It echoed from the old bridge at the edge of town, where no one had dared go after dark for years. Even the adults whispered about it, calling it a place cursed by something they didn’t understand.

“What was that?” Ryan muttered, voice tight.

“Probably a raccoon,” Ethan said, though his stomach twisted with doubt.

Maya narrowed her eyes. “That bridge... I don’t like it. We shouldn’t—”

“Shouldn’t what?” Lila interrupted. “We have to see it. If there’s even a chance the Bunny Man is real, someone has to find out. And I’ve got my camera ready.”

Ethan felt his pulse quicken. Part of him wanted to turn back, wanted the safety of the streetlights and the quiet town behind him. But the other part, the part that had haunted him since his brother vanished, pushed him forward. Proof. Evidence. Closure.

The fog thickened, curling around the streetlights and swallowing the edges of the old bridge like a black tide. Somewhere in the shadows, they were being watched, though no one could see it yet. And in Hollow Creek, some legends were best left alone.
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​Chapter 2- The Legend Unfolds
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The next morning, Hollow Creek seemed innocent enough. Sunlight spilled across the streets, bouncing off the faded siding of houses and warming the small-town shops. But the fog from the night before lingered in the corners of Ethan’s mind, twisting the memory of that strange thumping into something heavier, more ominous.

In the corner booth of the diner, the four friends huddled over steaming mugs of coffee and chocolate milk. Lila spread out her notebook and a few photocopies she’d managed to scavenge from the public library. Old newspaper clippings, yellowed and brittle, told a story that had been forgotten or ignored by everyone else in Hollow Creek.

“The Bunny Man,” Lila said, tapping a photo of a shadowy figure in a tattered rabbit costume, “was originally a man named Douglas Whitaker. 1970s. Lived on the outskirts of town.”

“Douglas Whitaker?” Ryan echoed. “Was he... insane?”

“Kind of,” Lila replied, eyes fixed on the clipping. “He was obsessed with rabbits, had some... mental instability. The town didn’t take him seriously at first, until pets started disappearing. Then one night... he attacked a group of teens near the old bridge. One boy ended up missing. The local papers barely mentioned it, but the story spread by word of mouth.”

Maya shivered. “So the legend actually came from a real person?”

Lila nodded. “Yeah. And over time, the story got twisted. People started saying he wasn’t just a man in a costume, he became something else. Something supernatural. A warning to stay away from the bridge, or else...” Her finger hovered over another clipping. “And then Whitaker disappeared. Some say he ran away, some say the town did something to him. But the Bunny Man? He never stopped appearing in stories, sightings, rumors...”
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