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Hank still looked at his belt buckle as he sat at the local diner. He flipped it back and forth across his finger.

"Blueberry pancakes, sausage and a slice of ham," the lady said as she put it down.

"I hadn't ordered yet," Hank said.

"I know," she smiled and walked away.

Hank had been thinking about this exact thing. How did she know? He thought as he put the buckle down.

Something was odd to him. He was missing a day. He thought today was Thursday, but it was Friday. Which meant everything was off. The meeting with his brother yesterday, the will being read, was off by one day.

"Hi," Francis said as she sat down.

"Hi," Hank replied.

"I thought you would have left," Francis stared at him.

Everyone was staring at him.

"I need to talk to my brother," Hank said as he ate.

"About what?" Francis asked. "You got what you wanted."

"Why is everyone staring?" Hank asked.

Immediately, they all stopped.

"What do you want?" Francis asked. "You got the money, the houses and everything you wanted."

"Yeah," Hank nodded, sipping his orange juice. "I am missing a day," Hank sat back. "I can't remember Wednesday."

"You probably overslept," Francis said. "It happens."

"A full day?" Hank asked. "I would remember it don't you think?"

"So, that's the reason?" Francis asked.

"What's with the million questions?" Hank asked. "Are you the local police now?"

"No, just remembered you didn't want to be back here, and figured that you would have loved to see this place in your rear-view mirror," Francis smiled.

Again, there was a fake smile. Just like the one on his brother's face yesterday.

"Look, I don't owe you an explanation," Hank said, putting his foot down. 

"Or any of you!" he shouted at the others. "It's a free country and I can go where I want."

"I'll pay for the pancakes," Francis said as Hank stood up. "Your brother is at the Pump House."

"Why would he be there? And how do you know?" Hank asked.

"Just go," Francis shook her head.

Hank got in his car; he knew he was forgetting something and that something had happened on Wednesday, something important.

As he drove, he could see people staring at him. "What the fuck is going on here?" he asked as he drove closer to the lake.

As he looked at it, he remembered what he had seen last night, the colossal thing under the lake, and went to the Dusk building.

That's when Hank found his belt buckle; it shouldn't have been there.

Hank pulled up to the deserted bar. It had never been a good place to go. Only the other town drunks and misfits went there. Now, it was a shell of a building.

Hank saw Gregg's car out front.

"Thought you would be gone," Gregg said as he was inside.

"Everybody is saying that," Hank said. "What are you doing here?"

"Trying to fix a few things so I can sell it," Gregg patted his tools.

"It's a dump," Hank said.

"Even a dump is worth something to someone," Gregg shrugged.

Hank looked at the lake, now that it was right there before him. "You ever seen anything out there?" Hank asked, staring at it.

"Fish, a few turtles, nothing much else lives close to it," Gregg said, leaning on a broom. "Why you ask?"

"I was leaving town last night and I saw something," Hank turned to his brother. "Something massive."

"A lake monster?" Gregg laughed. "Like Loch Ness, Champ and the many others?"

"Don't do that," Hank shot back. "Don't make me sound stupid!"

"I am not," Gregg smiled. "No one has ever seen a lake monster in these parts, ever!"

"Well, I did!" Hank persisted. "It was out there, near the bridge. It was massive and it went toward the Dusk building."

"Now, you are crazy," Gregg said. "Nothing has gone toward or near that building for years!"

"Why is that?" Hank asked, "With all our technology these days, why hasn't anyone gone over the wall?"

"To do what?" Gregg responded, "That place is empty; it was probably always empty."

"Then who built it?" Hank asked.

"Why do you care?" Gregg asked.

"Because something is happening in this town, and I think it has something to do with that building!" Hank shouted.

"What's happening Hank? What do you think is happening?" Gregg asked. "People looking at you, people talking behind your back?" Gregg dropped the broom and walked towards his brother. "That's because you are the outsider, you left us remember. You said you didn't want to come back and now you are here and people don't want you here!"

Hank was taken aback by the words his brother said. 

"What?" Gregg said. "You even said it yourself, you don't want to be here, and that you came just to get something from the will, and you did, so go."

"About that, when I first came here you said the will reading was on Wednesday," Hank said. "Why did we do it on Thursday?"

"Because you didn't show up," Gregg responded. "We waited for you, and I even called you and you didn't answer."

"You did not call me," Hank said as he took out his phone.

There was a call from Gregg early that morning.

"You must have slept the day away," Gregg said as he returned to the bar.

"Why didn't you say anything?" Hank asked.

"Why should I? I am not your keeper you are a grown man, if you want to sleep, then you can sleep," Gregg said.

"No," Hank said as he walked towards the exit. "Something is happening, and I am not leaving until I find out what it is, so you can tell everyone to go to hell!"

Hank shot out of the parking lot in his car and drove toward the Dusk building. He knew he would find his answer there.

Hank shot through the town like a speeding bullet. He didn't stop at the stop signs or wait to turn. He was on a mission to find the truth.

He looked behind him and saw the flashing lights.

"Shit!" he said as he pulled over.

"Hey Hank," Jamie said as he approached the vehicle.

"Jamie," Hank replied.

"Where are you heading to in such a hurry?" Jamie asked.

"I just want answers," Hank said. "Something is going on and I just want to get to the bottom of it."

"Happening where?" Jamie asked.

"In the town, all of you," Hank said as he looked at his old friend.

They used to be best friends in high school. Wherever you found one, you would find the other. They always went around on their BMX bikes all over the town.

"Calm down," Jamie said as he looked at Hank. "Start from the beginning."

"No," Hank shook his head. "You are stopping me, I was getting close, and you stopped me."

Hank could see the top of the building in the distance, peeking above the tree line. "I am going!" Hank said as he stepped on the gas.

Hank heard shots go off, and his car veered to the side and hit the guard rail.

"How!" Hank yelled as he got out of the car. "You have always been a lousy shot!"

Hank yelled, looking at the tires. "Four shots. I heard you fire four times and you hit all four of my tires! How!"

Jamie tripped Hank and put him on the floor. "Evading arrest, that calls for a night in the tank," Jamie said.

"You couldn't hit the barn when we were teenagers, and even when you went into police training you were a horrible shot," Hank said as Jamie held him down.

"Years of practice," Jamie said, pulling Hank to his feet.

Hank saw it in the reflection of the window of the cop car. Jamie's eyes were blue. The same blue from last night, the same color the lake had turned when that thing appeared.

"It's you, it's all of you!" Hank shouted as he was put in the car. "You are all the Dusk!"

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~  ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"HEY BOSS, REMEMBER that idiot, that Hank Trueman or Traman something or the other?" a man said to a large man punching a white and red bag hanging up in a meat cooler.

"Yeah," the large man said as he punched it again.

There was a slight groan from inside the large bag.

"He isn't in the city anymore," the first man said.

The large man stopped and nodded to the other men around him. One of them handed him a wet rag. He wiped his knuckles. "So, no longer under police protection?"

"Nope the feds and the others can't protect him, if he isn't within the city limits," the first man said.

"Where is he?" the boss asked as they left the large meat cooler.

"What about this one?" one of the guys asked.

"Open it," the
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