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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.”

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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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.

“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
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