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The Commercial

––––––––
[image: ]


Kyle Bateman sat with his brother, Devin, and their parents in the living room. The warm glow of the TV filled the room as they watched reruns of an old, popular sitcom. It was a familiar scene for the Bateman family, quiet and predictable, just like their father. Kyle’s dad, Mark Bateman, was an unassuming man—tall, lanky, with a chili bowl haircut and glasses. He worked as a technical support and analyst engineer for a local computer company, and though he wasn’t one to stand out in a crowd, he was a reliable figure in Kyle’s life.

Kyle’s mom, Susan, was the heart of the household, always bustling with activity. She was a homemaker, constantly involved in school events, baking cookies for the teachers, and leading the PTA. She had a knack for organizing town events, and it wasn’t uncommon for people in Laurelsville to turn to her for help.

Devin, Kyle’s younger brother, was quiet but always full of curiosity. The two brothers often found themselves caught up in mischief with their friends, a ragtag group of kids known for getting into trouble. Among them were Billy Platts, a bold kid with a knack for solving mysteries, and Pumpkin, Billy’s loyal sidekick. Just a few weeks ago, Billy and Pumpkin had made the front page of the local paper for foiling a crime at Old Oak Inn. Billy had been particularly proud of that.

As they sat watching the TV, a commercial suddenly interrupted the show. Bright, flashy colors filled the screen, accompanied by a catchy jingle that seemed to burn itself into Kyle’s mind:

"Isn't it time to feel the proof?

Isn't it time for a Monster Juice?

Twist the cap and taste the brew,

Let the monster inside of you—

Monster Juice!"

The ad was strange, with swirling, neon colors and cartoonish monsters twisting their faces into grins as they popped open bottles of the new beer. Kyle's dad’s interest piqued, his eyes glued to the screen.

“That looks interesting,” Mark mumbled, adjusting his glasses.

Kyle noticed the way his dad’s attention lingered on the commercial. He usually wasn’t one for beer, maybe the occasional drink during football games, but nothing like this.

Later, after the show ended, Kyle and Devin jumped on their bikes, heading over to Billy’s house. The town had been abuzz lately with the renovation of an old warehouse on the outskirts of Laurelsville. For the past three months, construction crews had been working tirelessly, and rumors had been swirling about what the building would be. Word around town was that it was going to be a new brewery, but no one had confirmed it yet. The town could use something like that—a new business meant jobs, and Laurelsville needed them.

“Bet it’s that Monster Juice place,” Devin said, his voice full of excitement as they pedaled down the road. “Everyone's talking about it.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Kyle replied, his mind still on the strange commercial.

The next evening, something unexpected happened. Kyle’s dad walked through the door just after 5:00 p.m., carrying a six-pack of Monster Juice in his hand. His dad, who never paid much attention to flashy commercials, seemed unusually excited.

Kyle looked up from his homework. “Dad, what’s that you’ve got?”

Mark gave a sly grin. “Oh, you know that commercial we saw on TV? I stopped by the carryout on the way home, and they had it in stock. Figured I’d give it a try. Who knows? Could be good.”

With a casual shrug, he tossed the six-pack into the refrigerator, the cans clinking together as they landed on the shelf.

Kyle exchanged a glance with Devin, both of them curious but not too concerned. Their dad’s behavior didn’t seem out of the ordinary...yet.

Later that night, after dinner, Kyle and Devin headed up to their room to play video games, but the image of the Monster Juice cans sitting in the fridge lingered in the back of Kyle’s mind. Something about that commercial, and the way his dad had looked at the beer, left him feeling uneasy. But he shook it off—for now.

Later that night, as the house settled into its usual quiet, Kyle lay on his bed, mindlessly scrolling through his phone while Devin was zoned out playing video games. The sudden ringing of Kyle’s phone broke the silence. He picked it up, glancing at the screen.

“Hello?”

“Hey, it’s Billy,” came the familiar voice from the other end.

Kyle rolled his eyes, responding with sarcasm. “I know, I saw your name pop up on the screen.”

“Listen,” Billy said, his voice dropping to a more conspiratorial tone. “You think you can sneak out tonight? I’ve got something I wanna show you.”

Kyle sat up, instantly feeling a wave of nerves. “I don’t know, Billy... it’s a school night. My parents are home, and—”

“Oh, come on, chicken,” Billy interrupted, a teasing edge to his voice. “It’ll only be for a few minutes. We’ll ride our bikes, be back in no time. Besides, don’t tell me you’re scared now.”

Kyle sighed, glancing over at Devin, who was still oblivious to the conversation. He knew sneaking out was a bad idea, but Billy’s taunts always had a way of getting under his skin.

“Fine,” Kyle said reluctantly, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’ll meet you. Where?”

“Stormyside Cemetery, at the big oak tree. And you better be there—don’t want to see any chickens roaming around,” Billy chuckled.

Kyle rolled his eyes but couldn’t help smirking a little. “I’ll be there,” he said, and with that, he hung up the phone.

He quietly stood up, grabbing his jacket from the hook on the back of his door. He slipped it on, then carefully unlocked his bedroom window. As he pushed it up, the old wooden frame groaned slightly. He winced, freezing in place for a moment, listening to see if his parents had heard anything. The house remained still.

Just as Kyle swung one leg over the windowsill, Devin’s voice piped up from across the room. “Awwwwwe, where do you think you’re going?”

Kyle turned, giving his younger brother an exasperated look. “Devin, keep it down. I’m just going out for a bit. Cover for me, alright? Just make it sound like we’re still here playing video games.”

Devin folded his arms, unimpressed. “And what do I get if I cover for you?”

“You don’t get grounded with me if we get caught,” Kyle shot back.

Devin considered this for a second, then sighed. “Fine. But you better be careful, Kyle. I’m not going down with you.”

“Don’t worry,” Kyle said, pulling himself the rest of the way out of the window and landing quietly on the grass below. “I’ll be right back. Promise.”

With that, Kyle hurried to the garage to grab his bike. He glanced back at the house once more, seeing the glow from the living room window where his parents were still watching TV. Then, he jumped onto his bike and pedaled off into the night, the cool autumn air biting at his face.

As he rode through the dark streets of Laurelsville, the town felt eerily quiet. The only sounds were the hum of his bike tires on the pavement and the occasional rustle of wind in the trees. It wasn’t long before the looming, twisted silhouettes of trees at Stormyside Cemetery came into view. There, at the base of the biggest oak tree, was Billy, already waiting.

Billy was straddling his bike, the dim light from a nearby streetlamp casting long shadows across his face. “Took you long enough,” he said with a grin.

Kyle skidded to a stop next to him, catching his breath. “Alright, I’m here. So what’s this thing you wanted to show me?”

Billy nodded toward the cemetery gates. “It’s something I found near the old warehouse that’s being renovated. You’re not gonna believe it.”

Kyle’s stomach dropped. This was already feeling like one of Billy’s usual adventures that ended with them getting in trouble. But he was here now, so there was no turning back.

“You know,” Billy said as he started pedaling toward the warehouse in the distance, “there’s more going on with that warehouse than you think.”

Kyle, despite himself, couldn’t help but feel a twinge of curiosity. He followed Billy into the night, unsure of what they were about to uncover.
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