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"I can't believe you did this!" Lance said as he looked at his friend.

"Would you relax," Trey said. "Jacobs got it, see," Trey said, holding his phone. "It's coming up."

The two men were standing on a boat in the middle of the dark lake. It was pitch black; the night sky made the shadows longer.

Lance was not convinced that his two lackeys could pull it off. They had started moving drugs up the state line, and Trey and Jacobs were supposed to bring up the latest load when cops stopped them. The two idiots threw the bag into the lake.

"How did it get all the way out here?" Lance asked, staring at the shoreline.

There was no current on the small lake. It should still be at the shoreline.

"Who cares!" Lance said. "The bag was airtight, might have just floated out here and a boat came by and churned the water."

Jacobs was underwater in diving gear and was bringing up the bag.

"What the fuck!" Lance said as the water underneath them started glowing a bright blue light.

Then, it wasn't just the water underneath them. It was the whole lake that glowed.

"Let's get out of here!" Lance yelled.

Trey tried to start the boat, but it wouldn't start.

"Where's Jacob?" Trey asked.

"Move," Lance said as he pushed Trey out of the way. He tried to start the boat, but nothing happened.

The water around them started to bubble as something rose out of it.

The night's quiet erupted into screams as the two men screamed loudly, then the light was gone, and the silence returned.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Two Years Later.

HANK PULLED HIS CAR into the motel's parking lot.

"Damn it," he said as he stretched his back.

It was a long car ride, and he felt all that drive in his back and legs. He hated being called back to this town in Wisconsin. But he had nothing going for him in his city life, so when he heard that his grandfather had passed away.

Hank got a notice that his grandfather had left a will. Hank wanted to get down here as fast as he could. Cedric, his grandfather, was a wealthy man, according to many. So, Hank was hoping that he would get some money or even some property.

"Well, look who it is," one of the men outside the motel said as Hank walked toward the entrance. "Sheila, look who it is!"

"Well look who the cat dragged in," the large woman behind the window said as she looked at Hank.

"I am just here..." Hank said as they looked at him.

"To pick at the carcass of Cedric," the man said.

"The youngest of the Traman boys, the one that ran away," Sheila said.

"I didn't run away!" Hank yelled.

"Calm down there Karen," the man said, standing up. "That's my woman you are yelling at, watch your tone!"

"Sorry, it's been a long drive," Hank apologized. "I just want a room, please."

"How many nights?" Sheila asked as she looked at him.

"Hopefully two, but lets do four, just in case," Hank said as he took out his credit card.

Sheila coughed and pointed to the cash-only sign.

Hank shook his head and took out his wallet. He handed over the cash and drove to the room. He parked his car outside the room.

It was a dingy, tiny room. Hank turned on the heat, but the noise was too loud as it tried to get started.

"Of course," Hank said as he turned on the water, and it came out muddy, then cleared up.

It was the norm around here. The dirty water that was coming from the lake made everything smell bad.

Hank was the youngest brother of four: Lance, Gregg, and Manny were his older brothers. He had heard about the disappearance of his oldest brother Lance two years ago, but he didn't worry about it. 

Lance had always been the rebel of the family, always getting into trouble with the law and then disappearing for a few years.

Gregg was the one who had sent the notice to Hank about the reading of the will. Manny died early in his years being stupid and betting a friend he could race his motorbike across the frozen lake, but he didn't make it.

Hank was called the runaway of the brothers because he argued with his brothers. Lance told him to get lost, and that was when he decided to escape the town. 

He ended up in Chicago, where he had been for the past twenty-seven years.

'Heard you made it,' Gregg texted him.

Hank was lying on the tanned, ugly sheet of the small bed.

'News travels fast,' Hank replied.

'Small town,' Gregg responded, 'Meet me at the store.'

'I just got here,' Hank said.

He just wanted to lie down and get some rest.

There wasn't a response.

Hank got up and headed into the small downtown area. He parked outside the old tool shop. It had been in the family for three generations.

"Hank!" a lady yelled.

"Francis?" Hank asked as he saw a woman walking toward him.

"Yeah," the lady before him said.

It couldn't be, Hank thought as he looked at her.

Francis was the same age as Hank. But she looked like she was ten or more years younger.

"You look great," Hank said.

"You look, old," Francis said as she looked at him.

Hank hadn't aged well. He felt all of his forty-eight years of age. The pain in his legs and back hadn't gone away. His beard had more gray in it than he wanted to admit.

"Thanks," Hank said as he stared at his high school sweetheart.

Hank and Francis dated for almost two years before he called it off with her soon after graduating high school.

How he wished he could turn the clock back now. She looked amazing. When they were dating, she didn't look half this good.

Back then, Francis had braces and pimples, she didn't have a body that turned heads, and she was flat as a board.

Today, Francis had no braces, her pimples were gone, and her brown hair was past her shoulders. Even in the padded coat, Hank could tell her chest had grown or she had work done.

"Nope, the real thing, no plastic parts," Francis said.

"What?" Hank asked.

"You were thinking I had work done," Francis smiled. "All you guys think that," she shrugged. "Nope, just a late bloomer, I guess."

"That's good," Hank smiled.

"Your brother is waiting for you," Francis said, backing up. "It's rude to keep him waiting."

"Right," Hank said as he smiled and headed for the shop.

It still puzzled Hank how Francis knew what he was thinking. He had tried not to stare at her chest.

"About time," Gregg said from behind the counter.

"Wow does everyone in this town look this good," Hank asked.

Gregg was a few years older than Hank, but he now looked like the younger brother. Hank remembered leaving, and Gregg was fat and out of shape. Today, he was tall and muscular.

"We just eat better than you city folks," Gregg said.

"Yeah, right," Hank said as he stared at his brother. "Did you grow?"

"It's been a few years," Gregg shook his head. "Your memory isn't what it used to be."

"No, you're taller than me," Hank said
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