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"There is someone for everyone... I know someone special is out there waiting for you." Those were her parting words. ‘Oh, you diabolical witch,’ I seethed inwardly, ‘leave already!’ 

How I’ve grown to loathe that chipped beige door. But I can’t leave just yet. No other complex is this cheap. Hell, no other rummy apartment is this cheap. And who knows, she might just have a change of heart—burst through those very frames and into my waiting arms. Now, don’t judge me harshly, dear reader. I am hopelessly in love. Hopelessly, like Actaeon of Boeotia.

True, there is someone for everyone. But sometimes, it's complicated. Just ask anyone in this town, and they will tell you the story of one Michael Calloway.

The son of local hero, Police Officer Prince G. Calloway, Michael and his mother, Juliette, left town shortly after his father's tragic death in the line of duty some fifteen years ago. 
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Old Washington, the gas station manager at the 4th Junction, was the first to spot him as he strode back to town. Said he waved, but the young man either ignored him or didn't see him - the devil knows which.

"Is that Glen's boy?" asked Mrs. Washington, wiping her hands on a grimy rag, her voice hoarse as usual.

"That's him," answered Washington, a flicker of something unreadable crossing his eyes as he trailed the young man's confident stride.

Throwing the oily towel over Washington's shoulder, Mrs. Washington added, "all grown up.” 

"Well, look at you," said Washington playfully, turning to his wife, his gaze warm. "If I didn't know any better, I'd say you are smitten."

A blush crept up Mrs. Washington's cheeks. "Oh, stop it," she said with a smile, as they walked back into the dimly lit gas station. “Told you he’d come.”

Washington threw one more glance out the grimy window at the young man until he was swallowed by the dusty road.

∗ ∗ ∗

As the last rays of the setting sun cast long shadows across the quaint, tree-lined streets, Michael finally reached his destination. The dilapidated bungalow, in stark contrast to its surroundings, sat at the very heart of the community.

With a sigh that escaped his lips like a puff of smoke, he lowered his heavy duffel bag onto the weathered porch before inspecting the old facade.

"You've held up well," he whispered to himself. Suddenly, a flash of movement from the window of the neighboring house caught his eye. A young boy, his face obscured by glare, waved enthusiastically. Michael ignored him, mumbling a few frustrated curses under his breath. He then picked up his bag, unlocked the old door, and stepped inside. 

∗ ∗ ∗

Early the next morning, Michael was yanked from sleep by a series of insistent thuds. Groaning, he threw an arm over his eyes, the rhythmic pounding echoing through the dusty room. He let out a stream of vexed curses, but this did little soothe his irritation. Pushing himself up with a grimace, he shuffled off the creaking couch and made his way towards the source of the racket.

"Hey!" he shouted, his voice hoarse from sleep, through a dusty window.  He flung open the door and continued his tirade, the words echoing through the quiet morning. "What the hell is the matter with you? Do you know what time it is, you little..."

Before he could finish this diatribe, the boy, a skinny figure with a mop of unruly hair, darted back through his own doorway, clutching a makeshift crossbow in his hand.  Not a moment later, the door creaked open a second time, revealing a young woman with a crown of golden, short hair and eyes that mirrored the morning sun.

"I am sorry about the noise," she said sternly with her hands akimbo, "but there is no need for all that."

"I apologize," he answered calmly, his anger deflating slightly under her withering gaze. "Just... the noise..."

The lady marched back into the house and slammed the door shut.
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Back in the house, the silence pressed in on him like a mighty weight as waves of dust motes danced in the weak sunlight that speared through every other boarded-up window. Tidy up, he thought, the task momentarily sparking a flicker of determination in his eyes. But the sheer volume of the clutter - toppled furniture shrouded in white sheets, overflowing shelves sagging under the weight of forgotten trinkets - quickly extinguished the flame. Finding nothing even remotely edible in his bag, he thought of rushing to the store, but this too was abandoned.  Rather, with a groan that spoke volumes of his exhaustion, he collapsed back onto the old couch.

The rest of the day was largely spent in a similar state, a dull ache radiating from his core with every movement. He shuffled between the dusty furniture and forgotten objects in each room, each item a silent testament to the life once lived here. "Well," he smiled, tracing the outline of familiar faces in a faded photograph.  The closer he looked, the wider the smile grew, crinkling the corners of his eyes.  A flicker of sadness momentarily crossed his face before he ran his thumb across the faces, “rest easy” he whispered.  He leaned down, a single, tender kiss pressed to the worn surface of the photograph, before tucking it into his front pocket with a sigh. 

∗ ∗ ∗

Later in the evening, the silence was shattered by a persistent knock at the door. The sound jolted Michael awake, a groan escaping his lips as he sat up on the dusty couch.  "Jesus!" he muttered, rubbing his eyes blearily.  He thought of ignoring it, retreat back into the cocoon of sleep that had offered a brief escape from the oppressive atmosphere of the house.  But the knocking continued, insistent and demanding.

"What do you want?" he asked as soon as he flung open the door, his voice still hoarse.

"Michael is it?" returned the visitor with a modest smile, rubbing his hands together as if cold.

"What do you want?" Michael insisted, not caring to learn his identity.

"If I could have a moment..."

Michael lunged to slam the door shut, but the visitor wedged his rugged right boot in the way. "Just a moment, son, it won't take but a minute," he pleaded, but Michael was a whirlwind of anger.

He shoved again, the wood groaning against the visitor's foot. "Alright!" Michael shouted, grabbing the man by the collar of his shirt, ready to toss him off the porch. Before he could launch himself forward, however, a glint of metal caught his eye, a flintlock pistol, the worn barrel pointed directly at his torso.

"Like I said," the man uttered, his eyes scanning around. "Just a moment of your time."

Michael lunged for the weapon, but the visitor was quicker. With a practiced flick of his wrist, he reversed the pistol and slammed the heavy stock into Michael's temple. A sickening clonk echoed in the night, and Michael went
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