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It was a cold day in mid April when Tom Cortland stepped out onto the quickly-melting ice of Lake Arcadia. A dense fog hovered on the surface of the lake, obscuring him from any prying eyes and the surrounding homes on the water’s edge. It had only just begun to warm up, so the unseasonal temperature had kept the ice solid enough to walk on even this late in the year. The snow on the lake’s surface had melted along with a few inches of ice, coating the entire expanse in a thin sheet of water and turning it into a mirror of the heavens above.

Tom knew it was dangerous to be out there, but he didn’t care today. Not even an hour before, he had arrived home early after another long third shift at the plating factory in the next town over. He had wanted to surprise his wife with the news that would change their lives; he had finally been promoted to supervisor, a goal that he’d been working towards for years. Somehow he’d managed to not leak a word of it to his wife during the interview process. The new position came with a significant pay increase and a company car. He had wanted to tell her so badly, but the thought of how disappointed she would be if it didn’t pan out made him stay silent.

Recently Melissa had been growing more and more distant. She often complained that he was working too much or that he never paid any attention to her. Many times he’d tried to take her out, only to find her moody and standoffish. Even with a gift in hand, Melissa seemed to push him away. At first he had been upset, but as time went on and more financial stress befell them, he let the blame fall to himself. He didn’t have a good enough job to support his wife and she deserved a man who could deliver. So he began working extra shifts to impress his superiors. When a new supervisor position opened up, he applied and to his surprise, secured it.

As he had crept into the dark house earlier that morning, he was bristling with excitement. Without taking off his boots, he snuck quietly across the living room, keeping to the carpet to stay silent. He placed a bottle of wine and a bouquet of flowers on the couch as he passed, to surprise Melissa after he woke her. Gently he opened their bedroom door that was already cracked, and tip-toed to her side of the bed.

Sitting gently on the edge of the mattress so as not to bounce the cheap, squeaky springs, he reached out and caressed his wife’s face. The skin was warm and soft as he ran the backs of his fingers over her cheek. But there was something else there and that felt like his own stubble. In the pitch dark of their room with the curtains drawn he could see nothing. His hand ran over the hard jawline and then up to the short cropped hair that didn’t belong to his wife. The figure shifted under his touch and Tom held his breath, pulling his hand away swiftly. The figure rolled and threw an arm over something else in the bed that Tom hadn’t noticed before. Silently he walked to the window and turned the rod to open the cheap plastic shades, letting in the gray morning light before the sunrise.

There, in the bed, was a man that he didn’t recognize. His arm was draped over the familiar figure with long chestnut hair that Tom dearly loved. He watched her shift and snuggle in closer to the stranger, burying her face in his well-toned chest. Feeling like an intruder in his own home, Tom left the room, leaving the door standing open behind him. He scooped up the wine and flowers, leaving the house without a sound.

There Tom was, less than an hour later, standing on the ice in the middle of Lake Arcadia as it slowly melted away surrounded by thick swirling fog. This lake was where he had proposed to his wife over four years ago. It had been a sunny day in June when he’d borrowed his parents' boat, taking Melissa out for hopefully the last date they would have as an unmarried couple. To her surprise, he’d popped the question right there in the middle of the lake, kneeling on the deck. He remembered the joy on her face and how quickly she said yes. They were young and more in love than they could express. Their future looked bright and perpetual. It felt that way for a while anyway. Their first two years were absolute bliss, but as time went on life caught up with them. They struggled to pay bills and they had fertility issues that caused a lot of frustration and heartache. When the doctors determined that Tom was the source, Melissa grew even more distant. She wanted children so badly, but no matter what they tried, he couldn’t give them to her. Secretly, he believed she blamed him, so he worked as hard as he could to make her comfortable, telling her to quit her job because he would provide everything she ever needed. He had hoped to adopt someday if they could save up enough money, but she seemed against it. She wanted her own flesh and blood, but that wasn’t possible with Tom.

All of that seemed distant and trivial now, like a past life that he wasn’t sure he’d actually been a part of. Melissa was the love of his life and now that he was losing her, he found his thoughts drifting to the macabre. He stared down past his unlaced boots into the clear ice, the inky depths below staring right back. The water was clear, but it was so dark that he couldn’t make out anything beyond the first few feet. He imagined the water would be cold, but after the shock his body would go numb and it would be easy to just slip below the surface, never to be seen again.

Tom shook his head. These thoughts were irrational, he knew. Maybe if he went back home he could use the new job as leverage to win her back. He thought he could even be okay with her having another man as long as she didn’t leave him. Lots of people had open relationships nowadays and he would do anything to keep her in his life. Anything was better than the alternative. He couldn’t lose her.

A sudden crack echoed through the ice, vibrating through the soles of Toms boots, pulling his attention away from his racing thoughts. Before he could turn to look he heard a splash, like someone falling in. Turning wildly about and slipping on the slick, glass-like surface, he searched for the stranger now in  serious peril. He’d thought he was out there alone, but maybe somebody had come out to warn him that it was dangerous and had fallen through themself. He looked down as the tiny ripples struck his boots. Using their direction as a guide in the mist, he slipped across the ice, trying to find the breach. In the distance, just before the fog grew too thick to see through, he spotted the person-sized hole, but didn’t hear anymore splashing or signs of struggle.

Tom tore off his jacket and tossed it, not caring that it would be drenched. Getting down on all fours, he crawled to the edge of the hole and flattened his entire body out, trying to distribute his weight so that the ice wouldn’t give way beneath him. The thin sheet of water on the surface shocked his system, and just like he expected, his skin started to go numb in seconds. Looking into the dark open water, he could make out a form just a few inches below the surface. He plunged his arms into the water, grabbing the person by the forearms. As they rose out of the water, the deathly white flesh was the first thing Tom noticed. He didn’t understand why someone would be out here without a jacket on, but he ignored the thought and continued to pull. The skin on their arms seemed to shimmer in the sunlight, almost like it was made of thousands of tiny pieces of glass. In fact, they sort of looked like scales.

The long-fingered hands gripped his forearms and Tom breathed a sigh of relief. They were still alive.Their grip was tight and the nails were charcoal gray and sharp as they slowly began to dig into his arms, pushing into the flesh. As their head and shoulders came above the surface, Tom realized he was holding onto a naked woman She didn’t struggle. In fact, she hardly moved. Her skin was colder than he thought possible, like she had been under the water for minutes instead of seconds. Tom thought maybe she was in shock and pulled her closer to the edge of the hole. Her hair was saturated and hung in a sheet in front of her face like a dark, greenish curtain. Tom felt her clench his forearms suddenly and the nails pierced his goose-pimpled skin.

“Fuck!” he groaned, gritting his teeth against the pain.

He looked down to see the muscles in those ghostly white hands bulging, straining to grip him tighter and tighter. Hot blood welled up at her fingertips where she had pierced him.

“Don’t worry. I’ve got you,” Tom whispered softly, trying to reassure her.

As he leaned in to get a better hold of her, she tipped her head back, her hair that hung in front of her face parting. Her bright, unnaturally green eyes were the first thing Tom saw and for some reason, they made his blood run cold and his heart quicken. Her full, red lips parted into a smile, revealing rows of sharp teeth that reminded him of sharks he’d seen on TV. Half a scream escaped Tom's lungs before his esophagus was crushed. Jaw unhinged, the creature's serrated teeth bit deeper and deeper still, until all Tom could manage was a bloody gurgle as his lungs drowned in the fluid that had once sustained him. She
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