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Jack Lang headed east down the winding, sunny road that led into town.  His luggage was stuffed into the trunk of the 1958 corvette, while beside him sat a leather satchel for convenience and .357 revolver for comfort.  He always packed light.

 
He watched the storm clouds gathering against the dusk.  The wind picked up just a little force and pushed its way past the trees lining the highway; over the leaves, around the steal frame of his car, and through Jack’s hair.  He watched those clouds change slowly, almost perceptively, before his eyes as the shadow of the world turned the billowing white Acumula Nimbus on the horizon into a Picasso blue.  The hills became a sagebrush purple and the green trees became black silhouettes as Jack found himself in town.

 
Just on the other side of Appletown laid a subdivision of large houses.  A symphony of well-kept houses rose to a crescendo in the form of an ancient Victorian house at the top of the hill.  His corvette rumbled up to the freshly painted garage door, where Jack shut off the engine.  He tucked the revolver under the driver’s seat, happy to be parked in the only safe space in the world he had been to in his adult life.  The gun wasn’t so much a necessity of the times as a reminder of past days and how they could haunt him.  Such concerns were put aside the moment the quite landscape was moved by the wind blowing through the leaves.

His boots echoed on the wooden porch, and the springs of the screen door yielded to a woman leaning against the doorframe.  In the yellow light of the porch lamp Jack could just make out a wry smile as it crossed her lips.  She was beautiful; all cotton skirt and velvet vest, medium length brown hair and simple, pretty features.  "There you are, stranger," she said in false bravado, and then stretched out her arms to let her fingers glide over his brown leather jacket while parting her lips to embrace his.  

"Got your stuff packed?" he asked her, returning the smile.

"Mm-hmm," she cooed.  "Upstairs, in my parents room."  Her parents had been dead years now, the house bought back by Nicole within the last few months thanks to her settlement money – plus a little help from Jack's own funds.  "Would you like to come up and see?" she asked teasingly.  "Or would you rather drive all night tonight, maybe make love on the open highway or something?"  She kissed him again lingeringly.

