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Chapter 1: The Brick 
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Ricky and Bobby were the kind of misfits teachers always had their eye on. They'd talk when told not to, hand in homework late, and conveniently "forget" to take out the trash when their parents asked. Both fifteen, they had a knack for finding trouble or, more accurately, letting trouble find them. There was a certain restlessness about the two boys that made them stick out in the sleepy little town of Laurelsville, where days dragged on and excitement seemed as elusive as summer fireflies.

Ricky was 5'5" with sandy blonde hair, brown eyes, and a mole just beside his nose. His dimples showed when he grinned, which was often, and the cleft in his chin gave his mischievous look a touch of character. He wore the same frayed jacket every day, regardless of the weather, and his shoes were perpetually scuffed, as if he’d been in one too many footraces—or one too many fights. Beneath the bravado, there was a boy always on the lookout for his next big thrill, his next adventure, as though he could outrun the boredom that haunted him.

Bobby, on the other hand, was the exact opposite—a pudgy boy with rounded cheeks, pudgy hands, and thick legs. He wore his dark, shoulder-length hair under a bandana that he thought made him look cool, though most of the other kids just thought it was weird. His clothes were always a bit too tight, and he had a habit of pulling his shirts down over his belly when he thought no one was looking. A wallet, worn from years of use but empty of cash, was connected to his belt loop by a silver chain that clinked when he walked. Leather bracelets covered his wrists, and he carried himself with a bravado that masked a bit of shyness—an awkward awareness of his size and his tendency to trail just behind Ricky’s bold footsteps.

The two of them had been inseparable since grade school, bonded over a shared love of video games, cartoons, and the occasional minor act of rebellion—whether it was skipping class to hang out behind the old theater or sneaking out at night to light off fireworks they weren’t supposed to have. It wasn’t that they were bad kids, exactly; they were just bored. Laurelsville, although a mystery of the sorts, with all the towns secrets and with its worn-down industrial buildings and quiet, winding streets, didn’t offer much in the way of excitement.

It was the start of winter break, and Laurelsville was wrapped in a thick blanket of snow that seemed to muffle the world. The air was crisp, the kind that stung your cheeks and made your breath come out in little white clouds. School was out, and the entire town felt as if it had fallen under a spell of stillness. The boys had exhausted themselves sledding on the big hill near the abandoned warehouse, where Ricky had insisted on taking the steepest slope, crashing spectacularly at the bottom while Bobby followed with a more cautious descent. Now, with the sky growing darker, they trudged along the train tracks that ran just outside town, their boots crunching through the untouched snow.

“There’s supposed to be a new beer factory going up next year,” Bobby said, kicking at a clump of snow with his boot. His voice echoed in the quiet. “My dad says it’s gonna bring jobs.”

Ricky snorted. “Yeah, and what do we care about that? We’re still in school, remember?” But there was a wistful tone to his voice, as if part of him could already see a future where he and Bobby dropped out early, got some dead-end jobs as janitors or stock boys, and shared a dingy little apartment where they could play video games and eat frozen pizzas to their hearts’ content.

Bobby grinned, his cheeks flushed from the cold. “If we worked there, we could sneak free beer,” he joked, though the idea of doing something like that made his stomach twist with the kind of nervous excitement only Ricky seemed to thrive on.

They walked in silence for a while, the only sound the distant hum of cars on the nearby highway and the crunch of snow beneath their feet. The overpass loomed up ahead, a dark shadow stretching across the road below. Ricky's eyes drifted to the side of the path, where a stray brick lay half-buried in the snow, its red surface almost glowing in the fading light.

"Hey, Bobby," Ricky said suddenly, breaking the silence. "You know what I’ve always wanted to do?"

Bobby looked at him curiously, wiping his nose with the back of his glove. "What’s that?"

Ricky’s grin widened, his breath forming little puffs in the cold air. "I always wanted to take one of those bricks and throw it off the overpass. See if it’d hit a car or something. You ever wonder what would happen?"

Bobby hesitated, his face tightening in uncertainty. He could picture it—a brick tumbling through the air, the brief moment of silence before impact, and the inevitable screech of tires. "I don’t know, man. That sounds kinda dangerous. What if we get caught?"

Ricky shrugged, bending down to pick up the brick. He weighed it in his hand, testing its heft. "What’s the worst that could happen? It’s just a little brick." He glanced over at Bobby, who was chewing his lip, clearly torn between his instinct to back away and his reluctance to look like a chicken in front of his friend. "C’mon, just one. For fun."

Bobby bit his lip but eventually nodded, his reluctance giving way to that familiar tug Ricky seemed to have on him—pulling him toward trouble, like a magnet. Together, they climbed the embankment and stood at the edge of the overpass, peering down at the highway below. The road stretched out, seemingly deserted, but there was the faint glimmer of headlights in the distance, slowly growing closer.

Ricky leaned over the edge, his eyes locked on the approaching vehicle. He felt a rush of adrenaline as he raised the brick, his heart pounding in his ears. It was just a harmless bit of mischief, he told himself—a way to pass the time. The brick left his hand in a swift motion, tumbling end over end through the air before crashing onto the roof of a passing semi. It bounced harmlessly off the top and landed on the shoulder, kicking up a small cloud of snow as it skidded to a stop.

Ricky let out a disappointed sigh. "Aw, man, nothing happened."

Bobby, relieved, chuckled nervously. "What did you want to happen? It’s not like it was gonna explode or something."

"I don’t know...something exciting, I guess." Ricky shoved his hands into his pockets, his breath coming out in heavy puffs. "Oh well, maybe some other time."

They continued walking, their footsteps quickening as darkness closed in. They laughed and joked as if nothing had happened, but there was an undercurrent of tension in the air—something neither of them could quite name. The kind of feeling that prickled at the back of their necks, as though they were being watched. Little did they know, that "little brick" would set in motion a chain of events far beyond anything they could have imagined.

As they rounded a bend in the tracks, the distant wail of a siren broke the stillness of the evening. Bobby glanced over his shoulder, a frown creasing his brow. "Think that’s because of us?" he asked, his voice just above a whisper.

Ricky shook his head, though his grin had faded. "Nah, it’s probably nothing. Come on, let’s get out of here."

But even as they walked away, a chill hung in the air—a cold that seemed to seep deeper than the winter night should allow. Somewhere in the distance, on the other side of the town, the snow began to fall heavier, covering the road in a thick, silent blanket.

And there, just off the shoulder of the highway, a single red brick lay half-buried in the snow, unnoticed by the drivers speeding past, but marking the spot where everything began.
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Chapter 2: The Drive
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It started off as a normal morning in the Snow household. The scent of sizzling bacon and fresh coffee filled the air as Tammy hummed softly to herself, moving between the stove and the table. Chris sat nearby, sipping his orange juice and skimming through the newspaper. His eyes paused briefly on an article about the old warehouse in Laurelsville, where plans to renovate it into a new beer factory had the town buzzing with talk of job opportunities and a fresh start.

“Looks like they’re finally doing something with that old place,” Chris remarked, folding the paper closed.

“About time,” Tammy said, sliding a plate of eggs and bacon in front of him. “The last thing this town needs is another abandoned building collecting dust.”

The breakfast conversation drifted between small talk and plans for the trip, the excitement palpable as they prepared for their winter getaway. With school out for the holiday break, Chris and Tammy were heading to his parents' cabin, nestled in the mountains about seventeen hours away. They hadn’t visited in a long time, and the thought of spending Christmas there brought a sense of nostalgia and comfort, as if the cabin itself could offer an escape from the routine of everyday life.

After finishing breakfast, they headed upstairs to pack the last of their clothes, stowing away thick sweaters, extra blankets, and the presents they had bought for Chris’s parents. Tammy checked the list twice, making sure nothing was forgotten, while
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