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“Laurelsville is more than just a town I created; it's where my imagination finds its home. It’s a place where I walk the streets alongside my characters, share in their secrets, and watch their stories unfold. When the real world feels distant, Laurelsville is where I truly come alive. If one day I'm no longer here you know where to find me.”

-Matt Heart-

Cuddle up in your coziest spot and join me on an adventure. I’ll drive; you ride shotgun. Trust me with your thoughts, your imagination, your fears. As each story unfolds, you may never look at life the same way again. Buckle up... let’s go.

[image: ]

[image: ]

BOOKS THAT COME TO LIFE 

FROM THE VERY FIRST PAGE
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Preface
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“Well, well, well... look who’s come crawling back. You couldn’t stay away, could you? Curiosity always was a disease. You made it to Volume Three. That either makes you brave... or foolish. 

I am Maggie Sweets, and this is my house. My halls. My collection. Each door you open leads to a place you wish you hadn’t seen... but it’s far too late for wishing now.

By now, you should know the rules: shadows lie, silence screams, and the safest place in the room is usually the most dangerous. This isn’t about jump scares or bedtime stories anymore — this is a descent. Five new tales, sharper than knives and colder than the grave, waiting to slip beneath your skin and rot there.

The hallway you crept down last time? It doesn’t end here. It twists. It narrows. And when you reach the end, there’s no door. Just a mirror. And in that reflection... something you don’t remember inviting in.

Don’t expect comfort. Don’t expect light. If Volume Two left you sleepless, Volume Three will leave you wishing you’d never opened the cover at all. Because the deeper you go, the harder it is to crawl back out.

So... pull the blanket tighter. Shut out the world. But whatever you do..

Don’t shut your eyes.

“Heeheehee... welcome, my little late-night wanderers.

Tonight’s feature takes us to a place where the popcorn is stale, the cars are dented, and the screams... oh, the screams are always fresh.

You see, this isn’t your ordinary drive-in. Beneath the sticky floors and broken soda machines lies a secret—something spooled tight on an old reel of film, waiting for a careless hand to set it free. 

So buckle up, darlings. Keep your windows rolled up tight, and whatever you do... don’t look in the rearview mirror. You might not like what’s sitting in the back seat.

Tonight’s special treat is called... Panic at the Drive-In. 

Let’s roll the film, shall we?”
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Chapter 1 
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The Box in the Basement

––––––––
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The cool evening breeze swept through the open windows of Mark Walters’ car as he pulled up to the drive-in. Beside him, Tammy flipped her ponytail over her shoulder and leaned forward, looking out at the flickering lights of the old marquee. The drive-in had a charm to it—run-down, sure, but it was the only place where you could watch a movie under the stars with a tub of greasy popcorn.

“I think Brad’s working tonight,” Mark said as he parked the car. “Let’s go see what he's up to.”

Tammy smiled, shaking her head. “You’re always dragging me into some kind of trouble with Brad.”

Mark grinned mischievously. “That’s half the fun.”

They hopped out of the car and made their way past the rows of old cars toward the concession booth. Inside, they spotted Brad behind the counter, fumbling with the popcorn machine. The familiar smell of butter filled the air as he looked up, surprised to see them.

“Hey, what are you two doing here?” Brad wiped his hands on his apron.

“We came to check on you and see if you’re bored yet,” Mark teased. “How’s business?”

Brad shrugged. “Slow. Just the regulars tonight.”

Mark glanced past Brad, eyeing the door to the back room. “So... What’s in the basement? You’ve been working here for a few years, but I don’t think you’ve ever shown us the creepy underbelly of the drive-in.”

Brad followed Mark’s gaze and frowned. “The basement? Nah, nothing down there but old junk.”

“Old junk, huh?” Mark’s eyes lit up with curiosity. “Come on, let’s check it out. Maybe we’ll find something cool. Who knows? Maybe some hidden treasure.”

Tammy chuckled, shaking her head. “Hidden treasure? Seriously?”

Brad sighed, pulling out a set of keys. “Fine, but if you see any rats, it’s on you. I hate going down there.”

The three of them made their way to the basement door behind the concession stand. It creaked as Brad unlocked it, revealing a set of narrow wooden stairs. Mark led the way, his phone flashlight cutting through the darkness as they descended into the basement. The smell of dust and mildew hit them immediately.

“This place is ancient,” Tammy muttered as they stepped onto the concrete floor. “Are we sure this is safe?”

Mark’s flashlight scanned the room, revealing old boxes, unused equipment, and shelves lined with film reels. “It’s fine,” he assured her. “Look at all this stuff.”

As they wandered through the basement, Brad stayed behind, his arms crossed. “I told you, it’s just junk.”

But Mark wasn’t listening. His light landed on a weathered box tucked away in the corner. The cardboard was brittle, the edges worn and torn, and written across the top in faded marker were the words Spirit Board.

“Whoa, what’s this?” Mark crouched down, running his fingers over the writing. “An 8 mm film? This could be some kind of lost horror gem!”

Brad’s eyes widened as he saw the label. “Wait, don’t touch that. I have no idea what that is. It’s been here forever.”

Mark looked over his shoulder with a smirk. “You’ve been working here for years and never bothered checking out what kind of cool stuff might be down here? Come on, Brad, this could be fun. Let’s screen it tomorrow night, make it a feature.”

“I don’t know, man...” Brad hesitated. “That thing’s ancient. Could be nothing—or worse, it could break the projector.”

“Or,” Mark countered, “it could be some homemade horror flick that no one’s ever seen before. Think about it—a rare, underground horror movie. It’d be awesome.”

Brad sighed, looking at Tammy for backup, but she shrugged. “It could be fun.”
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After a long pause, Brad threw his hands up. “Fine. We’ll bring it up to the reel room, take a quick five-minute look, and see if it’s even worth messing with.”

Mark grinned. “That’s the spirit!” He carefully lifted the box, excitement buzzing between the three of them. Little did they know, this film was more than just a forgotten horror flick. It was the beginning of something they’d never forget.
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Chapter 2
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The Reel Room Surprise

––––––––
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Mark, Tammy, and Brad climbed the narrow staircase from the basement, the dusty 8 mm film reel cradled in Mark's hands. The quiet hum of the drive-in projector room greeted them as they entered the reel room, its walls plastered with faded posters of old films and yellowed movie stills. Brad slid the reel into the projector, sighing.

“Five minutes, that’s it,” Brad muttered as he flicked a switch, the whir of the projector coming to life. “I don’t have a good feeling about this.”

The old reel clattered as it fed through the machine, and the screen flickered to life. To their surprise, the quality was much better than expected. The grainy, black-and-white footage was hauntingly beautiful. It opened with a group of teenagers sitting around a table, candles flickering, their faces lit by the dim glow. They were in the middle of a seance.

“I’ll admit,” Mark whispered, “this is actually pretty good.”

No credits, no title sequence, no introduction of any kind. The movie began abruptly with eerie music—slow, haunting notes that seemed to echo in the small reel room. The teenagers on screen looked serious, their hands joined together as one of them read from an old, leather-bound book.

“Are they chanting?” Tammy asked quietly.

The voice on the film grew louder, the strange words sending a chill through the room. The camera zoomed in on the book, but the text was unreadable, blurry. Brad shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the hairs on his arms standing up.
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“Yeah, that’s enough.” Brad reached for the projector controls. “We’ve seen enough.”

But Mark stopped him. “Wait, just a few more seconds.”

The chanting grew louder, the eerie music building as the camera panned to each of the teenagers' faces. Their expressions were blank, eyes glazed over. Suddenly, the screen flickered, and for a brief moment, the image distorted—a dark figure seemed to move in the background, though it was hard to tell if it was part of the film or a trick of the old reel. Brad’s hand hovered over the projector switch.

“I really think we should stop this,” Brad muttered, his voice uneasy.

Finally, Mark relented. “Fine, but I’m telling you, this could be a hit.”

Brad flicked the projector off, and the room was plunged into silence. For a moment, none of them moved. Tammy finally broke the tension, shaking her head. “No credits, no nothing. No clue who made this or who those people were. It’s kind of weird.”

Mark grinned, rubbing his hands together. “Weird, but perfect for a drive-in horror feature. We should totally show this next weekend.”

Brad turned to him, frowning. “I don’t know... something about that film felt off.”

Mark waved him off. “Come on, don’t be superstitious. Look, here’s what we’ll do—let’s go to the back office, and I’ll whip up a flyer. We’ll pass it out to the crowd tonight and get them hyped for next weekend. Imagine the tagline: ‘A Lost Horror Film Never Seen Before!’”

Brad hesitated, but Tammy was already nodding along. “It could be fun, Brad. We could even throw in a discount for those who come back to see it.”

Brad sighed in defeat. “Fine, but only if we don’t play more than what we’ve already seen.”

Mark was already halfway out the door, excitedly leading them toward the back office. “Deal! I’ll have the flyer ready before the night’s over.”

As they walked, Brad couldn’t shake the strange feeling that had crept over him while the film played. The chant, the music—it all felt too real. But with Mark’s excitement, Brad knew there was no backing out now.
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Chapter 3
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The Perfect Plan

––––––––
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Mark sauntered into the back office of the drive-in like he owned the place, the same casual confidence he always carried with him. In reality, it was Brad’s domain, but he didn’t mind. Mark and Brad had been friends for years, and the drive-in was Brad’s pride and joy. It had been in his family for a long time, but Brad had taken over its operations four years ago, running it every weekend like a personal hobby. For the kids in town, it wasn’t just about watching movies—it was the place to be. The drive-in was more of a social hub, a hangout spot where people could meet, make out, and pretend they were paying attention to the big screen.

Mark sat down at the dusty desk, pushing aside a stack of old schedules and ticket stubs. He cracked his knuckles and fired up the ancient computer sitting there, ready to whip up something special. Brad stood behind him, arms crossed.

“Just don’t go overboard,” Brad said. “We don’t want to overpromise.”

Mark rolled his eyes. “Relax, man. This is going to be perfect.”

Within minutes, Mark’s fingers flew across the keyboard as he designed the flyer, his eyes lighting up with each new detail he added. The words “Join us Friday, October 13th, for a Special Treat!” flashed on the screen, followed by “A Homemade Horror Called Spirit Board – Don’t Miss the First-Ever Screening!”

Tammy peeked over his shoulder, watching as he added a spooky background—moody shadows, a mysterious glowing board, and eerie mist. “Wow, Mark,” she said, impressed. “These look fantastic.”

“Of course they do,” Mark grinned, hitting the print button. The printer whirred to life, and soon, a neat stack of freshly printed flyers piled up on the desk. He grabbed the stack, admiring his work. “These are perfect. We’ll hand them out to the moviegoers tonight as they leave. Get them excited for next Friday.”

Tammy picked one up and read it aloud: “‘Friday the 13th, Special Treat: The Never-Seen-Before Horror, Spirit Board. Join us as we preview this homemade horror for the first time.’” She smiled. “It’s got that spooky edge to it.”

Mark was already gathering the flyers. “Let’s get these out there.”

The night was winding down at the drive-in. The cars were beginning to line up, inching their way out in a single file through the winding, gated area towards the exit. The neon sign flickered, casting a soft glow over the departing vehicles. Mark positioned himself near the exit, taking charge, holding the stack of flyers in one hand.

One by one, he handed them out through open windows, giving each driver a winning smile. “Hey, don’t miss next Friday! We’re showing a rare horror flick, never seen before. You’ll love it.”

Some of the drivers gave him a nod, others glanced curiously at the flyer before driving off, but most seemed intrigued. Tammy stood off to the side, watching him work his magic.

Brad leaned against the concession stand, his arms still crossed, watching Mark in action. “You really think people are going to come back for this?”

Mark shot him a confident look. “Are you kidding? It’s Friday the 13th. A mystery horror flick? Of course, they’re coming back.”

As the last few cars exited, Mark handed out the final flyer, giving the thumbs up. “That’s it. Now we just sit back and wait for the crowd next week.”

But as they packed up and prepared to head home, Brad couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach. There was something about that film—Spirit Board—that didn’t feel right. But for now, he let Mark’s excitement carry the moment. Next Friday was going to be something... whether it was good or bad, they’d find out soon enough.
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Chapter 4
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The Search Begins

––––––––
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The clamor of lockers slamming shut and the buzz of students shuffling to their next class filled the hallway as Mark spotted Brad by his locker. He strode over, tapping him on the shoulder.

“Hey, bro! This weekend flew by, huh? It feels like just yesterday we were passing out those flyers, and now it’s already Monday morning. You excited about Friday the 13th?” Mark asked with his usual energy.

Brad shrugged, his face shadowed with doubt. “I don’t know, man. Doesn’t really feel like a good idea.”

Mark raised an eyebrow, surprised. “What do you mean? It’s too late now, I handed out over a hundred flyers, and just this morning, a bunch of kids in homeroom were already asking about it. They’re as excited as I am.”

Brad glanced down at his locker, the unease still there. “I don’t know... just a weird feeling, that’s all.”

Before Mark could reply, Tammy walked by, her books tucked under her arm as she made her way toward the restroom. She saw the two of them and stopped, calling out, “Hey, you guys!”

Mark and Brad both turned to look at her as she approached, a serious expression on her face. “I was thinking...”

She glanced between them before continuing, “After school, maybe we should all head over to the town library. See if we can dig up some info on this Spirit Board film. You know, see where it came from, if there’s anything connected to it.”

Brad looked at her curiously. “What do you think we’ll find?”

Tammy shrugged. “I’m not sure, but it’s worth a shot, right? Maybe we can look up something on séances or go through some of the old newspaper archives. The film had to come from somewhere, and we have no idea what happened with the kids in it.”

Mark nodded, his curiosity piqued. “It’s a good idea. We’ve gotta figure out what this thing is.”

Tammy smiled. “Exactly. Maybe there’s some history or strange event tied to the film. We won’t know until we dig a little.”

She turned to Mark. “Are you still walking me home after school?”

Mark grinned. “Of course.”

“Okay, then Mark and I will meet you at the library around 4:00. That work for you, Brad?”

Brad gave a small nod. “Yeah, sure. I guess it can’t hurt to check.”

They all agreed on the plan, and as the third-period bell rang, the weight of curiosity hung in the air. Whatever they were about to find at the library could either ease Brad’s fears or make them worse.
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Chapter 5
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The Library Search

––––––––
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By the time the sun had dipped low in the sky, casting long shadows across the street, Mark stood outside the town library. His foot tapped impatiently as he scanned the road. He spotted Tammy riding her bike toward him, her blonde hair flying in the wind. She skidded to a stop, leaning her bike against the wall.

Mark cupped his hands around his mouth, calling out, “Hey, squirt!”

Tammy rolled her eyes, smiling. “Okay, booger. I told you to stop calling me that.”

Mark laughed, crossing his arms. “I can’t help it. That’s my little nickname for you.”

She smirked, adjusting her backpack as she approached. “You’ll pay for it later.”

Brad stood by the door, arms crossed, waiting. He looked more serious than ever. “I was kind of hoping you guys wouldn’t show up,” he said with a sigh.

Tammy grinned and shook her head. “You know better than that, Brad. We always do what we say we’re going to do. Besides, cheer up—it’ll be fun! Think of it like an adventure.”

Mark opened the library door, holding it for both of them. “Ladies first.”

Tammy stepped inside, her eyes widening as she took in the familiar yet mysterious atmosphere. The scent of aged paper filled the air, mingling with the quiet hum of the fluorescent lights. “It’s been forever since I’ve been here,” she whispered, the awe in her voice clear. “I usually study at the school library, but man, there’s something about this place. I just love the smell of books—old or new, doesn’t matter.”

Brad and Mark exchanged amused looks, clearly not sharing her enthusiasm for sniffing books. They followed her deeper into the library, making their way to the reception desk, where Margaret, the head librarian, was perched.

Margaret, with her salt-and-pepper hair tied neatly in a bun, adjusted the chain holding her eyeglasses around her neck. Her thin, pointy nose twitched slightly as she saw the three teenagers approach. She raised an eyebrow, glancing down at them over the top of her glasses.

“Can I help you three with something?” she asked, her voice clipped and formal.

Mark leaned forward, putting on his best polite tone. “We were wondering if you have any information on... you know... séances.”

Margaret’s eyes narrowed, and she looked at them through her glasses, studying them like they were up to no good. “And why would you need such information?”

The three friends exchanged uneasy glances, unsure of how much to tell her. “No reason,” they replied, almost in unison. “Just curious.”

Mark quickly added, “Maybe there’s something in the newspaper archives about Old Town history. Anything you could point us to would be helpful.”

Margaret tapped a stack of index cards on her desk, thinking for a moment. After what felt like an eternity, she nodded. “Follow me.”

She rose from her seat, straightened her cardigan, and led them through the maze of bookshelves to a room in the back—the archive room. The room was cooler, filled with the dusty scent of old newsprint and thick file cabinets.

Margaret pointed toward a large cabinet in the corner. “Everything you’re looking for will be under file 4514,” she said with a quiet nod. With that, she turned on her heel and swiftly exited the room, leaving them to figure it out on their own.

Mark exchanged a look with Tammy and Brad. “Well, let’s get to work.”

They moved toward the cabinet, the room suddenly feeling heavier, as if the air itself was thick with secrets waiting to be uncovered.
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Chapter 6 
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The Witch of Laurelsville
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The dim light from the archive room cast long shadows as the three friends dove into their search. Tammy, determined as ever, headed straight for the file cabinet, while Brad, exhausted and anxious, stumbled toward the old stack of newspaper clippings. He gingerly flipped through the brittle pages, careful not to tear the yellowed paper.

Mark, meanwhile, stood at the microfiche machine, a grin spreading across his face. “I’ve always wanted to use one of these,” he said, running his hand over the controls. “I feel like a detective.”

Brad rolled his eyes. “I sure hope we don’t find anything.”

Tammy and Mark exchanged a look before bursting into laughter. Tammy, always focused, straightened up. “Someone made this tape, and we’ve got to find out who. There’s no way this is just some random thing.”

An hour passed. They combed through clippings, microfiche slides, and file after file, but still, nothing turned up. Brad let out an exaggerated sigh, slumping against a nearby shelf. “I give up,” he groaned. “This is hopeless.”

But just as they were ready to call it quits, Tammy's voice cut through the room. “Wait! Guys, I think I’ve found something.”

Both Mark and Brad perked up, their curiosity igniting as they hurried over to Tammy, who was holding an old article in her hands. The paper was faded, but the date at the top was clear: 1997.

“Listen to this,” Tammy said, reading aloud. “A group of kids were reportedly performing a seance in an attempt to conjure the spirit of a witch named Helga. Helga was accused of witchcraft in the 1700s and was burned at the stake for supposedly kidnapping children and using them in her dark rituals.”

Mark whistled under his breath. “Witchcraft, huh? This is getting interesting.”

Tammy continued, her voice quieter now. “The article says the kids who performed the seance were trying to communicate with Helga’s spirit to learn what happened to the missing children from her village, but it goes on to say that Helga’s involvement in the disappearances was never proven.”

Brad shifted uncomfortably, rubbing his neck. “This sounds way too close to that film. I’m telling you, this doesn’t feel right.”

Mark ignored Brad’s nervousness and flipped through the microfiche slides until he found one marked 1997. “Let’s see if we can find more about this Helga. There’s gotta be more to this story.”

He loaded the slide into the machine and began spinning through the reels. The images whirred past, blurry and fast, but Tammy leaned closer, squinting. “Slow down! I can’t read that fast.”

Mark smirked but slowed the reel just enough for Tammy to catch glimpses of the headlines and articles flashing by. Brad, however, was fidgeting, his nerves fraying by the second. “We’re about to show a movie at my drive-in that might be based on a true story... and we don’t even know what’s on the rest of the tape.”

Mark suddenly stopped the reel, his face going pale. “Hold up. I’ve got something.”

Tammy leaned closer as Mark read aloud. “It’s a reference to a follow-up article. Says there’s more information in file 867-201.”

Without missing a beat, Tammy jumped up, rushing back to the cabinet. She sifted through the files until she found the right one and brought it back to Mark. He carefully slid the file into the microfiche machine, scanning the article. As the text scrolled across the screen, Mark’s voice became more serious.

“It’s from an old Laurelsville newspaper,” he said, eyes wide. “It’s about Helga and the missing children... but there’s more. It says that after her execution, strange occurrences were reported in the village. People claimed to see her ghost, and even more children went missing after her death.”

Brad swallowed hard, his face drained of color. “We need to stop this.”

But Mark’s eyes were locked on the screen, his curiosity overpowering his fear. “Not yet. We need to know more. There’s gotta be something else. Something that ties this to the film.”

Tammy’s hands shook slightly as she placed a hand on Mark’s shoulder. “Mark... what if this isn’t just a movie?”

The silence that followed felt heavy, as if the room itself was holding its breath. Whatever they were about to uncover, one thing was clear—Friday the 13th at the
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