This is The Story So Far…

Jack gets home from the road exhausted, with a head full of greasy hair, and a fucked up tan. He may be relaxed, but no amount of calm can prepare him for finding his bed burned down and a guy sneaking around behind his house, blasting 9mm bullets into his living room. 

One day later and Jack’s been hired by the SFPD—Mills Hopkins himself—to investigate the same guy’s murder. Turns out the guy in Jack’s back yard was a cop: the same one Jack last saw leaving The Coast after everything with Vitelli came crashing down. Jack gets Freeman Jones into the picture to watch his back and all of a sudden the case involves two dead teenage hookers, a couple of shots through O’Malley’s car you could put your fist through, and a couple of Russian thugs who try to take Jack back to the stone age. 

This week we pick up with Jack back at his hotel, hanging after Freeman’s just dropped him off, trying to get some rest so they can start the investigation with fresh faces in the morning.

