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Hank woke up to the light coming in through the awfully stained shades.

"Fuck, it's not a dream," Hank said as he rolled out of bed.

Hank had thought he had dreamt about coming back home to his hometown and all the events that had happened since arriving but looking around his shitty motel room. He knew it wasn't a dream.

Hank washed his face and went outside to smoke a cigarette. His doctor had told him he should quit because his lungs were terrible. Hank wanted to meet the Grim Reaper on his terms, and no one else would say to him otherwise, so he lit the cigarette and puffed out the smoke.

"You're up," the old man from yesterday said.

"Your brother was wondering if you were still sleeping, you should call him and get that shit sorted so you could get the fuck out of here," Sheila said as the two drove away.

'How the fuck did they know my brother was thinking about me?' Hank thought as he went back inside the room.

Just as he was about to shower, his phone rang.

"Got to be fucking kidding me," Hank said as he picked up the phone.

It was his brother.

"Glad you are up; we should meet for breakfast, then head over to the courthouse," Gregg said.

"How the fuck did you know I was up?" Hank shouted. "Is everyone in this town connected to some mind machine or something?"

"No, I guessed," Gregg responded.

"Whatever," Hank shook his head. "I just want to get this done, then get as far away from this place as possible."

"Well, hurry up then," Gregg hung up the phone before Hank could respond.

"Asshole!" Hank said.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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HANK WASN'T LOOKING forward to going back into town; after seeing Francis and his teacher from High School, he was dreading seeing anyone else, but he also wanted to get this over with and head back home; he had been gone long enough.

"Holy crap!" Hank exclaimed as Richard came into the room.

"What?" Richard asked, looking around.

"Does no one fucking age in this fucking town!" Hank couldn't believe his family doctor looked precisely the same as the last time Hank had seen him. It was as if he hadn't aged a day.

"I keep telling him that we eat healthier than those city people that he is used to looking at," Gregg shook his head.

"Plus, good country air, and exercise," Richard smiled as he sat down.

"Country air, yeah, right," Hank grinned. "You can smell that shitty lake from the city limit."

"It's getting better," Richard said.

"Whatever," Hank said, "Let's just get this over and done."

Hank learned that his grandfather Cedric had sold some of the family land to the town to build a road. The family house was given to Gregg.

"So, I get the Pump House?" Hank asked as he looked at the paper.

"Yes," Richard answered, closing the folder.

"What about all the money, from the fields and the horses?" Hank asked.

"The land for the horses, as well as all the equipment, went to Maggie," Richard replied.

"Of course," Hank responded.

Everyone in town knew old man Cedric had the hots for Maggie Tureen the moment she hit eighteen.

It was why Maggie's father shot Cedric with a gun loaded with rock salt and warned him to stay away from his daughter.

That didn't stop Cedric; he wanted poor young Maggie, and no one would turn him away from her. So, when Maggie decided to go to college outside of town and told no one where she was going, it broke Cedric's heart. Since then, he has been the town drunk.

The drinking led him to buy an old dump of a house on the lake. He turned it into a bar and called it the Pump House.

"Does anyone know where Maggie is?" Hank asked, irritated that he had come all this way for a dump.

"She returned a few years ago," Gregg replied. "She works at the old Jillian ranch, it's a horse training ground now."

"Well, isn’t that just peachy," Hank stood up.

"That's all there is fellas," Richard stood up.

"Thanks Rich, see you later," Gregg said as Richard shook their hands.

"This was just a waste of time!" Hank shouted as he exited the room.

Gregg walked behind him as they went out of the courthouse.

A few people were smiling, and Hank wanted to punch all of them.

"You could sell it to Loam," Gregg stated as they approached their vehicles.

"Loam? The big oaf from high school?" Hank asked. "Why would he want it?"

"He says he can turn it into a fishing spot," Gregg said.

"That's right," Hank said. "All of you got that high-speed mental internet thing going on," Hank said sarcastically. "Are they all laughing at me?"

A lady passed their vehicles. "Are you all laughing?" Hank asked her.

"You need to calm down!" Gregg stated, staring at his brother. "No one is laughing at you. Loam asked about the house a few weeks ago and I told him if it went to me, I would sell it to him."

Hank could tell his brother was lying. Gregg had always been a lousy liar.

"Whatever, tell him make me a good offer, and I will give it to him," Hank looked at his brother. "Well?"

"Well, what?" Gregg asked.

"What did he say?" Hank asked.

"I have to ask him when I see him again," Gregg replied as he got in his car.

"Fucking bullshit," Hank said as he drove away.

Hank knew something was going on, and he just needed a way to prove it.

He pulled up to the local ale house and walked inside; he saw someone he knew and sat at the opposite side of the bar.

"Now, I am going to prove it," Hank said as he started talking to some of the guys at the bar.

The talk got heavy as the drinks kept coming.

"Yeah, coming back here reminds me of old times," Hank laughed as the other men beside him laughed. "I remember this one time at a party, I fucked Keith's girlfriend, she had just turned twenty, and I was twenty-two, and she was wearing this hot number, right."

Hank turned slightly and saw Keith's face turn red. He was staring in Hank's direction with a death stare.

"I fucking knew it!" Hank yelled loudly, standing up and looking around the bar.

There was no way Keith could hear him from across the bar with the music blaring. The band stopped playing music, and everyone stared at Hank.

"You all can talk to each other with your minds. I fucking knew it!" Hank yelled, staring at everyone. "I bet my brother walks in that door to tell me I am wrong."

The door did open, but it was Francis; she stood at the door and stared at Hank. "We need to talk, right now!"

Hank grabbed his coat and stared at the people as he walked out. "Fucking freaks!"

"Get in!" Francis yelled as she pointed to her Jeep.

"Where are we going?" Hank asked.

"You want answers, right?" Francis responded as she drove out to the lake.

Hank held on for dear life as Francis drove like a maniac, but cars and other vehicles got out of the way everywhere she went.

"So, it's everybody?" Hank shook his head. "All one pea pod cult; what happened? Did the town get taken over by E.T.?"

"Shut up Hank, no one ever liked you," Francis said as she turned on the path to the lake.

"That's a lie," Hank smiled. "Mrs. Frederick was happy to see me yesterday."

"And that's the reason we had to take care of her," Francis said as the Jeep skidded to a stop. "There," Francis pointed to the large building across the lake. "There is your answer."

Hank got out and stared at the building. It had been there years before Hank was born; no one knew who built it or why it was built.

The grown-ups around town always said that it popped up overnight.

Everybody went to bed one night, and it wasn't there; the next morning, there it was; no one ever saw anyone come out or go in.

When Hank and his brothers were in high school, they rode their bikes around the whole building.

It had a high cement wall all around it; there were no gates, doors, or anything else, and there were no ways to get in other than to climb the wall, which was impossible as it was flat all around.

In all of the years Hank had lived in this town, he had never seen anything happen behind those walls. The dark black building with small windows didn't even show a light at night. It was always pitch black.

"Dusk? You are saying the Dusk are responsible?"

One kid said he saw something creep over the walls. He said it was tall and looked like an alien. His name was Charlie Dusk, and since then, everyone has called the inhabitants of the building the Dusks.

Hank stood still as he turned around. Francis was no longer alone; many other townspeople were standing beside her.

"Forget, forget, forget," they all said, including Francis.

Their eyes were bright blue, and they were walking toward him as if they were in a trance-like state. Their mouths were moving, but the voice was nothing Hank had ever heard.

"Get away from me!" Hank tried to yell but was pinned between them and the Lake wall. "Get the fuck away from me!"

They continued walking toward him, repeating the exact words over and over.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"FUCK, IT'S NOT A DREAM," Hank said as he rolled out of bed.

Hank had thought he had dreamt about coming back home to his hometown and all the events that had happened since arriving but looking around his shitty motel room. He knew it wasn't a dream.

Hank washed his face and went outside to smoke a cigarette. His doctor had told him he should quit because his lungs were terrible. Hank wanted to meet the Grim Reaper on his terms, and no one else would say to him otherwise, so he lit the cigarette and puffed out the smoke.

Hank looked around. No one else was up, and it seemed he was the only one at this
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