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      Recker was sitting on an oversized chair in a dark corner of the living room, waiting for his target to come home. The lack of light disguised his presence. Now that he knew the man’s wife and two young kids would not be home, Recker no longer had to wait for the right opportunity to come along. After a brief stay in the hospital, the wife texted her husband she was taking the kids to her parents’ house for a couple of days. It would take a little longer, though, for the bruises to go away.

      Teresa Golden had been abused by her husband for at least a year from what Jones could figure out. It wasn’t until this last time she had to go to the hospital for treatment. Though she told everyone she fell down the stairs, it was quite obvious it wasn’t the case. Jones first got wind of her problem several weeks earlier when his software program picked up a text from Golden to her sister, saying her husband had hit her. With his target having children at the ages of nine and six, Recker wanted to take Richard Golden out permanently, fearful the abuse he unleashed on his wife would eventually spill over to their children. Jones, though, successfully debated that the loss of their father at such a young age would be devastating to them and made Recker reluctantly agree to his partner’s plans. Jones argued he could continue to monitor the situation to make sure the kids were never harmed. Recker wasn’t so sure Jones would be able to tell and the kids’ case wouldn’t get lost eventually under the sea of assignments they were likely to get in the coming months. Plus, Jones had convinced his partner he had to change his ways of handling things or else they’d always have to wind up moving after a few years. They had to start working towards handling killing as a final option and not the first choice.

      Recker wasn’t very fond of their newfound way of doing things, but he was willing to try it for a while. At least until he proved to Jones it wasn’t working, which he suspected would be relatively soon. In the case of Teresa Golden, Jones hoped just working her husband over would be enough to scare him by letting him know he was being watched. Recker didn’t believe it would work though. He feared giving Richard Golden some bruises of his own, would only make the man angrier and worse, thinking his wife had something to do with it and told someone about him.

      Recker didn’t particularly care for this less violent and friendlier, at least in his mind, version of himself. It’d been a long time since he pulled the trigger with a target standing in front of him, and while he still didn’t enjoy it, he still believed it was as necessary as ever with some people. No matter what Jones said, or how he explained it, or how it benefited them by keeping their profile lower, Recker would never be convinced some people could be rehabilitated or scared into better behavior. Some people just had to be dealt with by violence. It’s just the way it was.

      Regardless of his own personal views, Recker was playing Jones’ game for the moment. He’d been waiting in the Golden home for about an hour in anticipation of Richard Golden getting home from the bar, his usual stop every Friday after work. Recker was staring against the far wall at a big bow window, looking into the dark night air through an open slit of the brown curtains. He’d just taken his phone out to look at the time when he noticed a bright flash before a pair of steady car lights shone through the windows. He slowly put the phone back in his pocket as he calmly waited for his victim to walk through the door.

      Recker heard the metal juggling of keys as they clanged against each other as Golden tried to steady his hand to unlock the front door. He could already tell Golden wouldn’t be much of a problem. Judging by how long it took the man to open the door, Recker felt confident his target already had too much to drink. He was soon proven right as he watched Golden stumble his way into the house. Golden staggered his way into the living room and flicked on the lights via the switch on the wall. He did a double take and took a step backward, not sure if he was seeing correctly or if he was more under the influence of alcohol than he thought. He shook his head to shake off the effects of the booze as if it would suddenly make the man sitting in his living room go away. Once Golden realized his vision wasn’t going away, he wiped the sweat from his hands off on his shirt, then his pants. He moved slightly to his right as he steadied himself on the back of a nearby chair, looking uncomfortable in the presence of a stranger in his home.

      “Who the hell are you?”

      “I’m uh, just a concerned citizen,” Recker said.

      “Get out of my house before I call the police.”

      “I think that would be a mistake on your part. Or if you’d like, we can wait until they get here and we can exchange stories. You can tell them how I broke into your house, I can tell them how much you’ve beaten up on your wife over the past few months, including her hospital trip yesterday.”

      Golden looked stunned that his visitor knew about his misdeeds.

      “So, who are you and what do you want?”

      “I told you, I’m just a concerned third party,” Recker said.

      “Did my wife put you up to this?”

      “No, I come from an organization that oversees matters like this. We watch from a distance,” Recker said, standing up.

      As Golden watched his visitor get up from his chair, a lump went down his throat in anticipation of what the man might do to him. Recker never had a pleasant look on his face when he was on an assignment and he looked even more intimidating to someone whose mind was in a haze. Recker took a few steps toward his impending victim, causing Golden to panic. He ran back into the hallway, racing up the steps to get to his son’s room, though in his condition it was more like stumbling up the stairs. Recker followed his target, though in no apparent hurry to inflict the damage he was about to unleash. He slowly and methodically walked up the stairs, knowing Golden wasn’t in a state where he could easily slip away from him. And Recker wouldn’t have even feared him if Golden’s mind was clear, let alone in the alcohol infested haze he was in. But even though Recker didn’t fear the man, it didn’t mean he wasn’t alert. Anybody could get in a lucky shot if he wasn’t being careful or took his opponent for granted.

      As Recker reached the top step, he was bracing himself for a surprise attack. As soon as both feet were on the second floor, he looked in both directions, not sure which way Golden went. As he looked to his right, he saw movement out of the corner of his eye. It was almost like a blur coming toward him, though Recker ducked just in time as he saw the baseball bat swinging at him. The bat shattered pieces of the corner of the drywall, plaster falling onto the floor. Once Recker rose up after the bat whiffed past him, he countered Golden’s assault with a thunderous left hand across the cheek of the drunken man’s face. Hurt from the blow, Golden staggered into the wall, unable to counter with an offensive of his own. With his target seemingly stuck to the wall, Recker moved in and alternated between his right and left hand across both sides of Golden’s face in a furious fashion. Once Golden put his hands up to guard the onslaught across his face, Recker turned his attention a little lower. He gave Golden a few shots to his midsection, knocking the wind out of him and causing him to hunch over. As his victim crossed his arms and clutched at his stomach, Recker looked down and saw the baseball bat lying there. He picked up the wooden weapon with his left hand then cocked his right hand in order to deliver a vicious uppercut to Golden’s jaw. The back of Golden’s head smacked into the wall, putting a slight indentation into the drywall, and giving him an even bigger headache. As he put his hands against his chin, Recker grabbed the handle of the bat with both hands and swung at Golden’s stomach. The man instantly fell to his knees as he struggled to breathe, feeling his ribs crushed by the blow. As Golden was on the ground on all fours, he began spitting out blood as he gasped for air.

      In the heat of the moment, Recker’s first inclination was to keep the punishment raining down onto Golden’s body. He took a firm handle of the bat once more and waved it over his head, ready to deliver at least one more blow to the back of Golden’s head, possibly a fatal one. But before he swung down, Recker thought of Jones’ words to him, about trying to turn over a new leaf. As he looked down at his victim, unsure what to do, some of the rage inside Recker’s body slowly evaporated. He took a deep breath and tried to compose himself. He slowly brought the bat down and held it with one hand at his side before he let it slip away from his fingers as it knocked around on the laminate flooring.

      Figuring his time there was done, Recker delivered a final message by kicking Golden once more in the midsection. The blow caused him to crumple to the ground in agony. As he lay there on the floor, writhing in pain, moaning amongst the coughing and blood-spitting, Recker squatted to give him some lasting words to remember him by.

      “This was just a little warm-up,” Recker said. “In the coming weeks and months, I’ll be keeping an eye on things. You’ll never see me or know when I’m near. But if I hear you have laid another hand on your wife or kids, I’ll be back. And I guarantee I won’t be nearly as friendly as I’ve been tonight.”

      Recker stood back up and adjusted his clothes before taking a final look at his victim on the ground. He calmly walked back down the steps as if nothing had ever happened, without a care in the world. He continued right out the front door and into his car, driving away with the satisfaction from successfully completing another assignment, even if it wasn’t quite to the level he would have liked.

      Six months had gone by since Recker and Jones had relocated to Michigan. Instead of living inside the city limits of Detroit, they set up shop in the suburbs, just as they had done in Philadelphia. Dearborn was the city Jones had chosen. Located in Wayne County and part of the Detroit metropolitan area, Dearborn was one of the larger cities in the state and also the home of Ford headquarters. Their operation worked so well in Philly that Jones sought to replicate everything almost entirely in their new home, right down to the office setup. The only difference for the professor was, instead of getting his own apartment, he lived right there in the office. This one was a little larger than their previous one, with an extra room off of the main quarters. It was supposed to be for another small office but Jones turned it into a bedroom with a foldout couch which turned into a bed. Considering he spent most of his time in the office anyway, it didn’t seem worthwhile to him to get his own place. With the couch, a TV, and a small table, it was all he needed. The bathroom had a small shower, and they kept a large refrigerator in the main office, so it contained all the comforts of home for him.

      Recker, on the other hand, made a few minor changes from how he approached things in Philadelphia. Though he did get another small apartment as he did before, that was it. He didn’t attempt to get to know any other players in town like he did with Vincent and Jeremiah, didn’t try to establish any contacts the way he did with Tyrell, and he didn’t make friends with anyone like Mia. He felt the risks outweighed the benefits in trying to do the same in Detroit. Plus, he just wasn’t interested in complicating relationships the way they once were. Recker had just finished an assignment and walked into the office, finding Jones on the computer as he usually was. He plopped down on the couch and intentionally let out a sigh, loud enough for Jones to hear.

      “Something wrong?” Jones said.

      “No, not really.”

      “Then what was the sigh for?”

      “Oh, nothing I guess,” Recker said.

      “I think I know you better than that. What are you not happy with? Did you not like the conclusion of your spousal abuse case?”

      “No, it turned out fine. I did like you asked and just roughed him up some.”

      “You preferred taking him out permanently?”

      “Well after his ribs heal, there’s a good chance we’ll wind up dealing with him again. You know I don’t like to handle the same people more than once.”

      “Well, it’s all in the interest of trying to keep a lower profile,” Jones said. “We’re trying to prevent what happened at the end of our last stop, remember?”

      “Yeah, I understand your reasons for it, but it doesn’t mean I have to like it. It also doesn’t mean it’s going to change anything. Might not kill anybody for the next year and we could still wind up in the same boat.”

      “Yes, I’m aware. But can we just try it my way for a little longer before you break out your artillery?”

      “I guess,” Recker said, letting out another sigh to indicate his displeasure.

      “What else is bothering you? Is it just the fact you haven’t killed anybody in six months and you’re getting an itchy trigger finger?”

      “That’s part of it.”

      “Is killing really so much ingrained into your soul you can’t find another way to settle things?” Jones said.

      “We seem to go over this every couple of months since we’ve known each other. It’s not the killing per se, it’s that sometimes it’s the only way to handle things. Why postpone the inevitable?”

      “Because I don’t believe it is inevitable.”

      “That’s the fundamental difference between us,” Recker said. “You believe people can change and I don’t.”

      “You just don’t want to believe people can change.”

      “David, out of all the people I’ve killed since we started this, which one of those do you honestly believe would have never committed another crime if I had let them live?”

      “Well…,” Jones said, struggling to come up with a name.

      “Exactly.”

      “Part of it is self-preservation. I’m trying to prevent another ending like the one in Philadelphia.”

      “All the planning in the world won’t change that.”

      “Well I disagree.”

      “You know my philosophy. You’re just as likely to run into trouble as you are to walk. You’re just getting there faster. Historically, Detroit’s been one of the most violent cities in the country with some of the highest murder rates. Sometimes you gotta fight fire with fire. If I bump a few criminals off, is it really going to put me on the radar?”

      “So, if I give you the thumbs up to kill the next ten people you come across, will it make you happier?”

      “Eh,” Recker said with a shrug of the shoulder.

      Jones threw his hands up in frustration. “What is it you’re looking for then?”

      “I dunno.”

      Jones could see in Recker’s mannerisms and body language, he was troubled by something. It couldn’t have just been his unhappiness about the way they were now working. There must have been something else on his mind. After a few minutes of silence, Jones thought he might have come up with a solution. Recker hadn’t spoken of Mia in about three months. Jones figured his friend might have been missing her.

      “Is it Mia?”

      “What?” Recker said.

      “When was the last time you spoke with her?”

      “A few months I guess.”

      “Is that why you’re unhappy?”

      “I didn’t say I was unhappy.”

      “You didn’t have to. It’s written on your face,” Jones said.

      “Oh.”

      “So?”

      In prior years, Recker might not have been so forthcoming and honest in his answers. But with the relationship and rapport he and Jones had built up, they no longer seemed to keep things to themselves anymore. They were even becoming comfortable in talking about their unpleasant thoughts they used to keep private. Recker briefly thought about not talking about it any further but eventually relented and came clean.

      “I dunno. It’s a bunch of things I guess.”

      “Such as?” Jones said.

      “Our work here, our life here, Mia, Philly... all of it.”

      “It’s not just the killing thing bothering you, is it? You’re just unhappy about being here in general.”

      Recker took a deep breath before answering. “Yeah,” he said. “I thought with time I’d be better with this.”

      “Well six months isn’t exactly a lot of time.”

      “I know. But it’s just... I dunno, I guess I just felt like Philly was my home. I never really had one before. I felt at ease there, comfortable. Moved all over ever since I was eighteen. Sticking in one spot always felt like a dream to me. Something unattainable. I guess since I finally got a taste of what amounted to one, it’s been hard to let go.”

      “I can understand. But maybe it’s because you haven’t really tried to fit in here,” Jones said. “I’ve noticed you haven’t done the same things you did there.”

      “Trying to do what you suggested and keep a lower profile. Fewer contacts and people who know me.”

      “You know we can’t go back, right?”

      Recker didn’t reply and just shrugged his shoulders.

      “Mike, if we ever go back there, the CIA will latch onto you again in a heartbeat. You somehow dodged a bullet the last time. But you’re not Houdini. The next time you most likely won’t be so lucky.”

      “Maybe so.”

      “Is it because you miss Mia?”

      “Well, I do miss her. But as far as I know she’s still with whats-his-name.”

      “Josh.”

      “Yeah.”

      “So why haven’t you established contacts here like you did in Philadelphia?”

      “To try and avoid the personal entanglements,” Recker said.

      “Well I can understand such an approach in terms of pretty female friends, but what about people like Tyrell, Vincent, Jeremiah? You haven’t met any of those types here.”

      “I don’t know. Just didn’t care as much this time I guess.”

      “I wonder how Tyrell is,” Jones said. “He grew on me.”

      “I talked to him about a month ago. He said he’s doing all right.”

      “Did you tell him where we were?”

      “No. He asked, and he wondered when we’d be back, but I didn’t say.”

      As Recker sat there, Jones could tell his mind started drifting away to other things. The professor kept talking but Recker wasn’t responding. It was clear to him Recker wasn’t ignoring him, as the blank stare on his face was an indication his thoughts were elsewhere.

      “Mike? What is it?”

      Recker snapped out of his stare and looked over at his partner without saying a word. He just looked at him for a few moments as if he was still thinking.

      “You said we couldn’t go back to Philly because of the CIA,” Recker said.

      “Yes?”

      “What if we could?”

      “I’m sure there’s a point in there somewhere though I can’t seem to find it.”

      “If we could be assured the CIA isn’t on my trail anymore, would you consider going back?”

      “I suppose, theoretically, I would think about it,” Jones said. “I don’t know how you would go about getting such an assurance though.”

      “Only way I know of is to ask.”

      “Now you’re just talking crazy.”

      “Lawson. If I could talk to her again, I could find out.”

      “And how do you propose on doing that?”

      “If I can get a message to her, I can find out whether I’m still in the CIA crosshairs.”

      “Seems risky,” Jones said.

      “I think I can trust her. She easily could’ve killed me before.”

      “What makes you think she wouldn’t try it the second time?”

      “Faith.”

      “Faith? Since when was faith a word you employed?” Jones said.

      “Gotta start sometime, right?”

      “I’m not sure I’m on board with this plan of yours. We’ve successfully gotten away from the CIA, away from the police pressure in Philadelphia, we’ve started over, and you want to ignore it all and go back to it. There’s just no logic to it.”

      “I never said I was logical.”

      Knowing he wasn’t likely to talk his friend out of whatever was floating around inside his mind, Jones threw his hands up in defeat. “Do as you wish. I know you’re probably not going to change your mind.”

      “I don’t think it’ll hurt just to have a conversation with her,” Recker said.

      “And like I said, I think you’re just talking crazy.”
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      It’d been a couple days since Recker had talked about reconnecting with Michelle Lawson and Jones had hoped he’d given up on the idea. The professor was mistaken, though, and disappointed when one morning Recker came into the office looking for one of his burner phones. Recker rifled through one of the desk drawers until he pulled one out.

      “This one good?” Recker asked.

      “They’re all good, Michael.”

      “Well, not traceable, right?”

      Jones stopped typing and looked at his partner with a strange face, not believing he actually asked the question. “Do you really believe I would have a traceable phone?”

      “I’m just making sure.”

      “Can I ask what you’re planning on doing with it?”

      “I think you already know the answer,” Recker said.

      “That’s what I was afraid of. You’re really planning on calling her?”

      “Why not? Don’t you think it’s worth knowing if they’re going to keep on pursuing me or whether they’ve got other fish to fry? The worst she can say is I’m still on their radar.”

      “Assuming she’s going to tell you the truth,” Jones said.

      “I think she will.”

      “And how do you plan on getting in touch with her? Do you have her number in your little black book?”

      “Don’t be ridiculous. You know I don’t have a little black book. I’ll find her the easiest way possible. I’ll call up the agency and ask for her.”

      Recker immediately called the agency’s main number, and while he knew it was unlikely he’d be connected to her right away, he left a message for her.

      “Just tell her John Smith would like to speak with her. She’ll know who I am.”

      Recker left a callback number and tossed the phone down on the desk.

      “When do you think you’ll hear back from her?” Jones said. “Assuming you do?”

      “She’ll call back. Even if it’s just out of curiosity. I’d expect it to be pretty quick.”

      The call came even quicker than Recker expected. His phone rang about thirty minutes after leaving the message for Lawson. Recker and Jones looked at each other as they heard the ringer go off, neither expecting it to be quite so soon. Jones didn’t appear to be pleased the call was being returned at all and began squirming in his seat as he anticipated the contents of the conversation. Recker walked over to the phone, and after the fourth ring, finally picked up.

      “You’re faster than I anticipated,” Recker said. “I wasn’t expecting you to call for a little while yet.”

      “Well, when a rogue super-agent who’s missing for several years leaves me a message, I usually assume it’s urgent,” Lawson said.

      “Fair enough. I was hoping to have another discussion with you.”

      “Seems like we are, doesn’t it?”

      “How about we do it in person? Phones have more ways of being traced than most people realize.”

      “Where and when?”

      “How about tomorrow, say noon?”

      “I think I can manage that. Where?”

      “Are you still in New York?”

      “Yes.”

      “There’s a pizza joint on eighth called Anthony’s. I’ll be inside in one of the booths waiting for you,” Recker said.

      “Can’t make it at a park or something?”

      “Too public. I wouldn’t want to meet another of those treacherous darts you used like last time in case I’ve misjudged you.”

      “I guess I could go for a slice, anyway.”

      “I’ll see you then.”

      Recker put the phone down on the desk and kept his hand on it as he looked at the wall, deep in thought. Jones watched him for a few moments, waiting for him to reveal his plans in more detail. Though Jones overheard the parts of the conversation he most needed, he still assumed there was more to it. After several minutes ticked by, he tired of waiting,

      “Are you going to share the gist of the conversation with me?”

      “Weren’t you listening?” Recker said.

      “Yes, but all I got out of it was that you’re meeting her in New York tomorrow at noon at a pizza place called Anthony’s.”

      “That’s all there was.”

      “How do you know this is a good spot to meet?”

      “I’ve been there before. When I worked in Centurion, I visited the place a few times for business purposes. It’s a busy place, people going in and out all the time. Plus, there’s a back door.”

      “That doesn’t really make it any better than meeting out in the open,” Jones said. “All that means is that after your meeting is over, that there could be people waiting for you outside. It doesn’t really change anything.”

      “You’re right. But don’t you think it’d be nice to know if I still have to look over my shoulder?”

      “Yes, it would be. But I don’t know if the risks outweigh the potential rewards.”

      “David, I just don’t want to keep staying here, wondering if they’re coming in another six months. I want to know. And if it means they take me for good this time... well, I guess it’s better to just get it over with.”

      A peculiar look came over Jones’ face, worried about his friend’s mental condition. Considering Recker was the ultimate survivor, a fighter, someone who never quit, to hear him talk about getting it over with was somewhat alarming. Recker walked over to a computer and started figuring out his itinerary. It was over six hundred miles to go along with a nine-hour drive to head back to New York. It’d be the first time Recker set foot in New York since his time at Centurion ended. He thought back to a few of the meetings he’d previously had at Anthony’s Pizza, where he gleaned information for an upcoming assignment from confidential sources. Though he knew Jones had a valid point about walking into trouble once he left the restaurant, it wasn’t totally accurate. One of the reasons Recker picked Anthony’s was because of his history there. Recker got to know the owner of the joint and knew that through the kitchen was a door leading to an upstairs office. From the office was a fire escape leading to the roof, and the businesses attached to it. He’d gotten in trouble there once before with some people who weren’t what they appeared to be and had to use the route as an escape path. It was one of the reasons Recker befriended the owner, though he led him to believe he was an undercover FBI agent, since CIA operatives were not supposed to conduct operations within United States borders. It was always a good idea to make friends in places you might have to make a quick and unexpected exit out of.

      “When do you plan to start this trek of yours?” Jones asked.

      “Well, if I leave by one, then I should get there about ten or so. Should be enough time if I don’t hit traffic.”

      “Do you not plan on sleeping?”

      “I figured I’d knock off a little early tonight. If I go to bed around eight or nine, it’ll give me three or four hours. That’s enough,” Recker said. “Think you can hold down the fort for a day until I get back?”

      Jones faked a smile. “I’m sure I can manage.”

      The rest of their day went by without incident or any issues needing immediate attention. That enabled Recker to enact his plan by leaving the office at eight o’clock to get a few hours of sleep before his big meeting. Right on time, he woke up after a three-hour sleep and left at 1am. Jones didn’t get much sleep either, spending most of the night tossing and turning as he worried whether Recker was making a mistake and walking into another trap. He probably wouldn’t feel at ease until his partner texted or called to let him know the meeting was over, or what was more likely, when Recker was back in Michigan.

      Recker arrived in New York a few minutes after ten and spent an hour driving around the city. Just being back there after such a long time away felt soothing to him. Until he made his way to Philadelphia, he’d always considered New York home, though for different reasons than how he considered Philly. It’s where the Centurion offices were and he often stayed there between missions, at least before he met Carrie. Cruising around the streets, it almost felt like he’d never left. He remembered the street names, the buildings, the businesses scattered throughout the city, it actually seemed therapeutic for him. After reminiscing to his satisfaction for a while, Recker finally wound up at Anthony’s at 11:30. One of his personal rules was to always be first at a meeting, just in case shenanigans were about to happen. Sometimes it couldn’t be helped when he arrived at a conference later than whoever he was meeting, but when he was able to, he liked to scout around ahead of time. Walking into Anthony’s, the place hadn’t changed in the time he’d been gone. The tables, the counters, the menus, even the pictures on the wall. Everything was exactly the same as he remembered them. The place was starting to fill up, but Recker saw an open booth near the back of the establishment against the far wall. He’d no sooner sat down when he heard someone shout his name. Well, his former name anyway.

      “John!” a man shouted.

      Recker took a sharp look to his left and saw Anthony, the shop’s owner, with a big smile on his face and walking toward his table. The two shook hands as Recker greeted his acquaintance, who sat down across from him.

      “I was sure I’d never see you again,” Anthony said, almost in disbelief now Smith was there again in his restaurant.

      “It’s been a long time.”

      “Yeah, it’s been what, three, four years?”

      “Yeah, about that.”

      “Well you’re looking good. Where you been all this time?”

      “I’ve been all over. Overseas, Philly, Michigan, spent some time in Ohio, they’re running me ragged.”

      “What are you doing back in town? Here to stay?”

      “Got a meeting here in a little bit. Figured I’d do it in the best pizza shop in town,” Recker said, smiling.

      “Hey, you know it. You want a slice and a Coke?”

      “That’s an offer I couldn’t refuse.”

      “My man, I’ll be right back.”

      A minute later, Anthony brought back two slices of pizza and a soda for his guest. The owner sat down so they could continue their conversation as his guest ate. Recker nodded his head, looking satisfied as he quickly downed the first piece of pizza.

      “I’ve missed this,” Recker said.

      “How could you not miss the best pizza in town?” Anthony asked, laughing.

      “You still have the office upstairs?”

      “Yeah. Why? You gonna be needing it?”

      “Ahh, you never know. I don’t think so, but it’s good to know it’s there if the need arises.”

      “Some things never change, huh? I’ll make sure the entrance by the kitchen’s unlocked for you just in case.”

      “I appreciate it.”

      The two talked for a few more minutes before Anthony left, attending to other customers. The counter was starting to get busy. Recker finished his last remaining slice as he waited for his counterpart to arrive. He didn’t have long to wait. He pulled out his phone to look at the time. It was 11:55. He took a quick look around the restaurant and saw a familiar face coming through the front doors. Lawson also liked to arrive ahead of schedule, just not as early as Recker. She stood near the counter as she looked around, not yet seeing Recker near the back. He took a deep sigh before revealing himself, just in case it was his last taste of freedom for a while. After a few more seconds, Recker stood up in front of his table in order for Lawson to see him. Once they locked eyes, she hesitated and looked away for a moment. She ordered a slice before walking over. Recker remained standing until she found her way to his table, not sitting down until she did as well. Lawson put a file folder down on the table as she nestled into the booth.

      “Thanks for coming,” Recker said.

      “I haven’t had a good piece of pizza in a while,” she said, smiling. “So, what’s this about?”

      “A few things I guess. How’d you make out with the mess we left back in Philly?”

      “Davenport’s been fired and will never hold a government position again.”

      “And Agent 17?”

      “It was wrapped up to everyone’s satisfaction.”

      “And John Smith?”

      “His case was closed since he’s living a quiet life in Detroit.”

      Recker’s mouth dropped open as he looked at her, surprised she knew where he was.

      “Yes, we know where you are,” Lawson said.

      “How?”

      “A good secret intelligence agency doesn’t divulge their secrets.”

      Recker snickered as he took a sip of his soda.

      “Is that what you’re worried about?” Lawson asked.

      “What makes you think I’m worried about anything?”

      “Well I assume it’s not because you decided to take me up on my job offer. You wouldn’t have requested this meeting if you were.”

      “You’re smart.”

      “Thank you. It’s nice to hear it sometimes.”

      “I guess I just wanted to know if I was still on the radar.”

      “Why? Figuring on blowing something up in Detroit?”

      “Not yet. I guess I’m just getting tired of looking over my shoulder and wondering what’s coming,” Recker said.

      “If you’re in the tunnel and seeing the light of an oncoming train, it isn’t gonna be us. You’re clear. Your case is closed, you’re not deemed a threat in any way to this agency or any other.”

      “Is that only when you’re around?”

      “No,” Lawson said, opening up the folder. She removed some documents and slid them across the table for Recker to look at.

      The papers consisted of memos and reports about Recker. It had different communications from Lawson, Director Roberts, as well as a few others talking about their findings in regard to Recker. They all seemed to agree their time and efforts were better spent elsewhere. He was no longer deemed a security risk, or a threat. Lawson assumed he would have trouble believing it just coming from her mouth and figured bringing some proof would help soothe his mind a little.

      “You’re free. You can go and do whatever you want without looking for us,” Lawson said.

      “Even back to Philly?”

      “Even back to Philly. If we really wanted you, we would’ve picked you back up again when you set foot in Detroit six months ago.”

      “Are you really not going to tell me how you managed to figure out where I was?”

      Lawson looked around, then leaned forward before spilling her secret. “You probably should’ve gotten a new car after our last encounter.”

      Recker leaned back, with a peculiar look on his face, getting the hint. “No, I checked the car inside and out before I left.”

      “You probably should’ve checked the license plate.”

      “There’s nothing on the license plate, I looked.”

      “You know the square little registration sticker in the corner? We replaced it with one which doubles as a GPS tracker,” Lawson said.

      Recker smiled, realizing she got one over on him. “I must be slowing down in my old age.”

      “We can be pretty clever sometimes. You know how it is. So, are you ever gonna tell me about the guy you’re working with?”

      “Who?” Recker asked, feigning ignorance.

      “You know, the smaller guy you work with. Kind of looks like a nerd.”

      “I don’t know who you’re talking about.”

      Lawson smiled, impressed he was going the distance with his story, not that she really expected anything less. She probably would have been more surprised if he’d actually admitted he had a partner. Not one to give up herself, she opened her folder up again and pulled out some pictures and slid them across the table. Recker hesitantly picked up the 4x6 photos and went through them one at a time. He peered up over the pictures at Lawson, wondering how he could have been so sloppy. Every picture was one of him, or Jones, or of the both of them together since they moved to Detroit.

      “So, what are you going to do with these?” Recker said.

      “Nothing. I didn’t bring them to blackmail you or warn you of anything. Just to let you know we’re aware of your whereabouts. If we wanted you, we’d have picked you up already. I figured the pictures would be more proof for you to trust me. I recall you saying something to me about not trusting people. I figured it still applied.”

      “You can’t put a name to the face?”

      “No. We’ve run him through all the databases we have and we can’t seem to come up with anything. Who is he?”

      “Who’s asking? Michelle Lawson the person? Or Michelle Lawson the CIA agent?”

      “Does it make a difference?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Let’s say Michelle Lawson the person then.”

      Recker nodded, then looked away at the bustling crowd, trying to figure out how he’d phrase the answer. “His name is David. His situation is a little different from mine.”

      “David what?”

      “Doesn’t really matter. Neither name I’d give you is his real identity anyway and it wouldn’t come up in your computers, regardless.”

      “So why him? What made you throw in with him?” Lawson said.

      “He actually sought me out,” Recker said, remembering their first meeting at the airport. “He gave me an interesting proposition, and I decided to take him up on it.”

      “Doing what? Playing hero?”

      “He wanted to make a difference somewhere. Help good people who needed help. Plus, I needed a job and a reason to keep going after London.”

      “I’m guessing he’s pretty good with computers.”

      “Yeah, you could say.”

      “He’d have to be to hide his identity even from us, not to mention get the information you guys need to do what you’re doing,” Lawson said. “So, is he on the run too?”

      “Uh, not from you. Why all the interest in him? Wondering if he’s a former agent too?”

      “No. It’s more of a personal curiosity. Just wondering how and why you got into what you’re doing now. So, what makes you wanna go back to Philly?”

      “I dunno. I guess I just felt a connection there. Like I belonged.”

      “Well, you won’t hear from us again, unless you decide you want to join up again.”

      “Not likely.”

      “The police now know you there, though, so you’ll have to deal with them on your own. But according to Commissioner Boyle, half the force wants to shake your hand, though the other half probably wants to shoot you on sight. But you know we can’t do much about it. Your problem.”

      “I know,” Recker said. “What about you? Eventually they’re gonna realize I’m back. Are they gonna give you a hard time about not taking me in?”

      “Eh, not really my concern. I don’t answer to them. If they ask, I’ll just say you escaped.”

      “And if they ask for your help again?”

      “We’re not in that business anymore. We have other, more pressing matters to attend to.”

      Satisfied with her answers so far, Recker started turning the questions around. “So, what do they have you working on these days? Besides keeping tabs on me obviously. You hunting down a new rogue agent?”

      “No, not at the moment. Right now, they have me on special assignment. For the past few months I’ve been helping to run Centurion since they’re down a director. As soon as they appoint a new head, they’ll switch me to something else.”

      “I hope you’ve eliminated the program where they terminate good agents for no apparent reason.”

      “Yeah, it’s being run a little differently these days. Hopefully, for the better.”

      “If you’re involved, I’m sure it is.”

      Recker was still fumbling with the pictures, periodically looking at them, but eventually stopped and attempted to slide them back over to his guest. Lawson, though, returned the favor and slid them back to him.

      “You can keep them if you like,” Lawson said. “I don’t think we really have need for them anymore.”

      Recker smiled, appreciative of the gesture. “If you’re not careful, I might actually end up liking you.”

      “Now that’d be a catastrophe.”

      “This little meeting of ours almost seems like it’s going too well. You don’t happen to have a few men waiting outside, ready to pump some lead into me, do you?”

      “Now where would you get such a crazy idea?”

      “It might’ve been mentioned to me somewhere along the drive here.”

      “Your partner thought it was a bad idea, huh?”

      “Something like that,” Recker said. “He’s not as trusting as I am.”

      “Well you can take those pictures back to him and let him know neither of you have anything to fear from us. You don’t have to look over your shoulder anymore.”
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      Recker’s meeting with Lawson took much longer than he had anticipated as they didn’t wrap things up until two o’clock. They enjoyed talking to each other openly and honestly, without the need for secrecy as so often summed up meetings with people in their line of work. By the time they finished, Recker was convinced he had nothing to fear from her. He also knew he didn’t have to worry about being shot once he left the restaurant, as Jones had suggested. When Recker did finally leave the restaurant, he drove around the city for another hour, soaking in the sights of The Big Apple before he returned to Michigan.

      He got back to the Detroit area around midnight and immediately went to his apartment to catch up on some much-needed sleep. Before doing so, he let Jones know everything went OK at the meeting and he’d fill him in when he got to the office in the morning. Recker didn’t provide any other details. He figured if he dropped the bombshell that the CIA still knew where they were, and had the pictures to prove it, neither of them would wind up sleeping. With the way Jones’ mind worked, Recker knew he’d stay up all night peppering him with questions on how it was possible and trying to think of a way to get out from underneath their grasps.

      Once Recker arrived in the office in the morning, he was armed with some breakfast sandwiches, along with the photos Lawson had given him. He figured it was about to be a long day. He just hoped Jones didn’t freak out as much as he thought he would. After both sat down to start eating, Recker reached into his pocket to remove the pictures. He placed them face down in front of Jones.

      “What’s this?” Jones asked, putting the remaining half of his sandwich down.

      “A gift from my meeting.”

      Jones wiped his hands and looked at his partner, sure he was not going to like what he was about to see as he picked them up. There were ten pictures in all, and with each one he passed, Jones’ face became even more flabbergasted. He didn’t glance up at Recker one time as he perused the pictures. Recker was trying to analyze his friend’s face as he looked through the photos and could obviously see Jones had become uncomfortable with what he was seeing, though he didn’t voice any concerns yet. Maybe he was just too surprised for him to vocalize anything. After looking through the set of pictures three times, Jones finally was able to take his eyes off them as he set them back down on the table.

      “These were from Ms. Lawson?”

      “Yep,” Recker said.

      “She knows where we are. She knows who I am.”

      “Well, not quite. They now know you’re involved and have a picture of you. Fortunately for you, your face isn’t recognized in any of their databases. They haven’t actually put a name to you yet.”

      “I guess that’s something,” Jones said, only looking slightly relieved. “So, what does all this mean? Should we be reinforcing the doors today?”

      Recker let out a small laugh. “No. We’re in the clear. They’re not coming for us, or more specifically, me. They’ve known where we were since the day we got here. If they wanted us, they would’ve gotten us long before now.”

      “So, what now then? What are their plans?”

      “They have none. Lawson said I’ve been taken off their to-do-list. I don’t have to look over my shoulder anymore. No one’s coming.”

      Jones looked at him incredulously with the revelation. “Are you sure you can believe her?”

      “Well, she’s had the chance to take me out twice. There’s no logical reason to let me walk away twice.”

      “I see,” Jones said, seemingly having a hard time processing everything. “And uh... what of me? Am I included in that?”

      “They’re not after you. She wondered who you were more out of a personal curiosity than professional interest. She gave me those pictures so I’d believe that they weren’t after us. It’s proof that they could’ve taken us out at any time since we’ve been here. They know this office and where we are at this exact minute. They don’t care.”

      “Startling.”

      “The man who originally put the kill order on me is no longer in control of Centurion,” Recker said.

      “This is... a lot to take in right now.”

      “I know. But it’s also grounds for us to go back to Philly, right? Admit it, you don’t like it here as much as back there, do you?”

      “I will admit a certain fondness for there that I have not yet acquired here. But that may also be that I don’t get out as much here, with having the bedroom off the main office,” Jones said.

      “We established something there. A name, an identity, an intimidation factor... we haven’t gotten that here. And maybe in time we will, but we already invested ourselves there.”

      “And the police? Did Ms. Lawson give you assurances about them as well?”

      “No, of course not. The police are our concern. But that’s the way it’s gonna be no matter where we go. We can handle them, though. Besides, Lawson told me half the police force there is on our side, anyway.”

      Jones took another bite of his sandwich before leaning back in his chair, arms crossed, giving the matter more thought. He wasn’t against the move back to Philadelphia, and he’d probably enjoy it more than he’d let on, but part of him felt that by moving again so soon, they just wasted the last six months. But he did miss the city streets, the vibe of the place, the few relationships he did have, such as Mia, and even the few times he’d met or talked with Tyrell. He still owned the office and laundromat, so it’d be easier moving back there than it was setting up shop in Detroit. Recker had moved to another computer to work on things, giving Jones some time to himself to collect his thoughts on the subject. After thirty minutes, Jones was ready to announce his opinion.

      “If I do agree to go back, we cannot just pick up and leave. We have a few things to finish here, people who need help. I don’t want to just abandon them.”

      “Agreed,” Recker said.

      “But I can start the process by unplugging the software program, so to speak, so we don’t get additional cases.”

      “How many do we have now?”

      “Four. I would think as soon as they’re done, we can head back.”

      They talked a little while longer about the ramifications of moving back, with Recker wanting to make sure Jones was completely on board and not just giving him lip service. The longer they discussed it, the more comfortable Jones became with it, and sounded just as excited as Recker was to be about going back. He did miss it too; he was just more convincing with putting up a front to disguise it. Recker immediately started working on their remaining cases, wanting to wrap things up as quickly as possible. He hoped to be back in Philadelphia within a week, which was probably a bit of a reach.

      Once Recker latched onto an idea and really got behind something, it would be wise for everyone to get out of his way. Though Jones had doubts he’d be able to finish the four cases within a week, Recker worked overtime and sacrificed a few hours of sleep every night in order to accomplish it. Eight days after they agreed to return to Philadelphia, they wrapped up all their remaining cases in Detroit. Except for one last hiccup. Jones had a moving van outside the office and most of their things had already been removed from the office. But he left one computer running until the very last minute, just in case of an emergency. He had a fear how the moment they left, something major would go down and somebody would get hurt or killed. Something which could’ve been prevented if they were still around. Jones was standing by the computer, getting ready to shut it off and pull the plug, when he got one final alert. It was a familiar name and phone number. Recker just finished putting the last of the boxes in the van when he walked into the office and saw Jones standing in front of the computer.

      “What’s up?” Recker asked.

      Jones turned to him without saying a word. His face did all the talking Recker needed though.

      “Don’t even tell me,” Recker said. “David, we’re ready to go.”

      Jones didn’t reply and turned back to the computer, looking at the screen. Recker, slightly agitated Jones was considering another case when they were just about to leave, walked over to him. His first inclination was to not look at anything and turn everything off for Jones, then they wouldn’t have to bother with anything. But, like Jones, Recker couldn’t just turn his back on someone who legitimately needed help. After all, it was what he did, what he lived for. Reluctantly, Recker stood beside his partner and looked at the screen. After quickly scanning the monitor, Recker looked a little more closely at the information. His face turned from annoyed to concern, then to anger. He had a feeling this would happen. Some people just couldn’t change their spots. The two men stood there silently, both knowing what was about to happen. Jones looked over at Recker, and sighed, feeling like this might’ve been his fault. If he’d have let Recker do what he wanted to do in the first place, Teresa Golden might not have been suffering from the new batch of bruises at the hands of her husband. Jones picked up another text message sent from Teresa to her sister, detailing the latest attack. Though her sister implored her to go to the authorities, and the hospital, Teresa refused both requests, not wanting to get anyone else involved. Richard Golden blamed his wife for him getting beat up, believing she must have gabbed about his infractions to somebody.

      “I guess he didn’t get the message,” Recker said.

      “I should’ve let you do what you wanted from the start.”

      “You can’t blame yourself for other people’s actions.”

      “But you predicted this would happen. I should’ve listened,” Jones said.

      “Yeah, but you can’t take responsibility for it. It’s on them. Not on you.”

      “Should we take care of this before we go?”

      Recker reached inside his coat and removed a gun, double checking to make sure it was loaded. “Absolutely. But we’ll take care of it my way.”

      “Understood.”

      “Why don’t you finish up here and start heading back? I’ll do what I have to do then meet up with you somewhere along the road.”

      Recker immediately left the office and got in his truck to meet Golden before he got to work. Recker wasn’t going to be able to catch him before he left his house and he wasn’t sure if his wife and kids would still be there, anyway. And Recker wasn’t going to do what he had to in front of them. Golden worked in downtown Detroit at an office building with a parking garage. Recker would be there waiting for him. From their initial investigation of Golden, before Recker dusted him up inside his home, they knew Golden got to work at nine o’clock every day. Recker got to the garage at 8:30. He parked near the entrance inside so once he saw Golden arrive, he could follow him to his spot. At 8:55, Recker spotted Golden’s car enter the garage. He gave Golden a short lead of a few seconds before tailing him. Once Golden pulled into a spot against the wall, Recker pulled up behind the rear bumper of the car, blocking it from reversing. Golden was consumed with getting some of his things together and didn’t even noticed the impending danger looming. Recker noticed there were no security cameras near the entrance, so he didn’t have to worry about being spotted. It wouldn’t have concerned him if there were since he was leaving the city right after this, anyway.

      Recker got out of his car and walked around the hood until he stood just outside of the driver's side window. Golden was leaning over toward the passenger side seat where he was looking through some papers, still oblivious to the dangerous man who was only inches away on the other side of the glass. Recker figured he’d make a grand entrance and took the handle of his gun and smashed the window. Golden jumped in his seat, surprised at the falling glass. He put his arms up over his head to try to protect himself. Once he put his arms down and looked at the man on the other side of his window, he started to shake. It was partly out of fear, knowing what his attacker was capable of, remembering what he did to him before. The other half of him was shaking because he was injured, as small pieces of glass lodged into his face and arm. Recker turned the gun around and pointed it at the frightened man.

      “Guess you didn’t get the message from our last meeting,” Recker said.

      “Go to hell. What I do with my family is my business.”

      “Wrong answer.”

      Recker didn’t wish to continue the conversation any longer or put off the inevitable. He simply pulled the trigger and fired two rounds into Golden’s chest. Recker’s victim slumped over across the middle console, perishing immediately upon the bullets entering his body. Recker stood there for a moment, analyzing his work, and shook his head.

      “Some people just don’t get it,” Recker whispered. “Give them all the chances in the world and they just don’t get it.”

      Recker then put his gun away and went back to his car. He peeled out of the garage and made his way to the highway to trek back to Philadelphia. He sent a text message to Jones to let him know his work was done and how he’d meet him back in the office when they arrived back in town. With Jones getting a head start on him, he was already moving some of the boxes into the office by the time Recker got there nine hours later. Jones didn’t bother asking him any questions about how things turned out with Golden. He knew what had been done. They finished unpacking and moving all their equipment back into the office, getting finished around midnight. Considering neither had bothered to get a new apartment yet, they each wound up taking separate couches to sleep for the night.

      When they awoke in the morning, Jones wasted no time in getting his computers up and running. He had hooked everything up the night before, but running his programs and getting them to coordinate the way he wanted, took some time. As he did it, Recker restocked his gun cabinet with the weapons he’d just stashed in the corner before going to bed.

      “How long you gonna take?” Recker asked.

      “Not too much longer. Everything should be ready to go in an hour or so,” Jones said. “It will take a little longer until we start getting cases again. The program will have to start over again and go through mountains of data before it starts spitting things out.”

      “Oh.”

      “Itching to get back to work already?”

      “Just wondering what I’ll do until then.”

      “Why don’t you get out, see the city. I’ll let you know when it’s time.”

      “Maybe I will.”

      “Maybe let Mia and Tyrell know we’ve returned. Maybe look for a new apartment.”

      “That reminds me, what are you gonna do for a new place?” Recker asked.

      “I hadn’t really given it much thought. The place in Detroit seemed to work well, so I thought I may just stay here.”

      “But there’s no extra room here.”

      “No, but I don’t really need much,” Jones said. “I can sleep on the couch. We’ve got a bathroom, a TV, I don’t really require much else. Besides, there’s nobody else coming in here except you and me so I don’t have to worry about any unwelcome visitors.”

      “You want me to just stay here too?”

      “No, of course not. Don’t be foolish. Go get a new place, enjoy your apparent newfound freedom. You don’t appear to have to hide from the CIA any longer, so you shouldn’t stay cooped up in here. But don’t forget, one of us is still a government fugitive, so staying in here will be fine for me. I have no complaints,” Jones said, forging a smile.

      “OK, well, let me know when everything’s ready.”

      “You’ll be the first to know.”

      Recker thought about his living arrangements and figured his last apartment worked fine for him. It was in a nice area and relatively close to everything. When he went back to see if anything was still available, his old apartment had been rented out, but there was another unit almost identical to his, the difference being this one had a small balcony off the living room. When he left for Detroit, he left most of his furniture behind. The only thing he took with him was the TV. He signed the papers for the apartment, but the unit wouldn’t be ready until the following day, which gave him some time to order some furniture so he wouldn’t be sitting on the floor for too long.

      With his living situation taken care of, Recker started driving around the city again. Though he wasn’t going anywhere in particular, and didn’t have a specific destination in mind, he somehow found himself at the hospital where Mia worked. Outside of Jones, she was his closest friend, so maybe it was just instinctual when he wound up there. Once he parked, Recker sat in his car for a few minutes, wondering if he really wanted to go in. Not that he didn’t want to see her, but it had been three months since they’d talked. He wasn’t sure what type of reception he’d get. He never wound up telling Mia where he was going and she was the last one to try to communicate. She left a text message along with a voicemail Recker just never bothered returning. He wanted to, but something kept nagging at him to just let her go. For her own sake. He figured if he was gone, unlikely to ever return, she’d have been better off putting him out of her memory. And she couldn’t if they continued talking. Part of him wondered if he would be better off driving away, not even telling her he was back. But he knew, somehow, someway, she’d find out he’d returned, and it’d probably be worse if she found out than if he told her himself.

      After ten more minutes, and a lot of thought and reflection, Recker decided to go in. He asked at the front desk whether Mia was working, and once it was confirmed, he went over to the cafeteria, their usual meeting spot. Though he didn’t know her exact schedule, going from memory, when she worked day shift, he figured he had an hour or two to wait until she came down for lunch. It gave him more time to reflect on their relationship. It was additional time to think he really didn’t need as he was already beating himself up over how he handled things with her. He sat at the back table and fiddled around with his fingers as he stared at his hands, wondering what he was going to say to her when he saw her. This was probably the most nervous he’d ever been.

      And he was right. It was a long wait. Two hours that felt like it was two days. Mia walked into the cafeteria and got some food, not initially seeing her visitor. She didn’t see him until she was looking for a seat in the crowded room. Recker was still fumbling with his hands and looking down at the table and never even saw her come in. When Mia’s eyes finally did locate him, she couldn’t believe what she was seeing at first. She looked away, hoping it was just a vision that would somehow go away. Maybe she’d been working too hard. It was no vision, though, no mind trick. She locked eyes on him once again, and instead of being happy he was there, anger started flowing through her veins. For the last three months, she tried to get him out of her system. Without hearing a word from him, she could only assume the worst, he was dead. On the nights when she convinced herself he was still alive, she could only assume he just didn’t want anything to do with her anymore.

      As she stood there, holding her tray, she struggled with whether she wanted to go sit with him and see what he wanted. She debated whether she’d be better off sitting by herself and pretending he wasn’t even there. He didn’t appear to be paying much attention anyway, she could quickly eat and be gone before he knew she was there. But she quickly dismissed the idea since Recker knew where she lived. He could always show up at her door. Or he could just come back another day. Even if she wanted to avoid him, she knew she couldn’t do it for long. She eventually figured it would be better to see what he was doing there and walked over to his table. Recker was so fixated on his hands and his own thoughts he never even noticed someone standing across from him. It wasn’t until Mia forcefully slammed her tray down on the table that he took his eyes off his hands. He looked up at her, licked his lips to remove the dryness, and gave a nervous-looking smile.

      “What are you doing here?” Mia asked, still standing.

      “You uh, gonna sit and eat?”

      “I don’t know if I’m gonna be here long enough.”

      Recker put his hand out, imploring her to sit. “Please.”

      Mia let out a sigh, thinking she shouldn’t comply with his request, but reluctantly agreed and sat at the table.

      “Thank you,” Recker said.

      Mia wasn’t feeling too hospitable though. “So, what is it you want?” she asked bluntly, devoid of almost any feeling.

      “David and I are back in town.”

      “For good?”

      “Yeah. Umm, I had another encounter with the CIA last week and they informed me I’m clear now. They’re not looking for me anymore.”

      “Oh. So, what does that mean exactly?” Mia asked, several months of anger showing in her voice. “You just come back here six months after you left like nothing happened?”

      “I know I didn’t um...”

      “Mike, I haven’t heard from you in three months. I didn’t know where you were, I didn’t know what happened to you, I didn’t even know if you were alive or dead.”

      “I know. I’m sorry.”

      “For the last three months, not one word from you. I just assumed you were dead. And now, suddenly, out of the blue, you’re sitting here at my work for some reason.”

      “You have every right to be angry.”

      “You’re damn right I’m angry. How else would you expect me to feel?”

      Recker shrugged. “Nothing else.”

      “So why are you here? Just to say you’re back? Injured? Have a gunshot wound you need me to look at?”

      “No. I guess I deserve that though. To be honest, I really don’t know what I’m doing here. I was just out driving around and suddenly I found myself here.”

      “When’d you get back?”

      “Late last night.”

      “So where were you all this time?”

      “We went to Detroit.”

      “Why? What was there?”

      “People who needed help.”

      “I just don’t understand what you want from me. You tell me you’re leaving, you show up at my door shot again, then you’re gone. You leave for six months, I don’t hear from you for the last three of them then you just appear and say you’re back.”

      “I dunno. I guess I just came here to say hi,” Recker said, struggling to find something that would soothe her. “I missed you.”

      “You missed me?”

      “Yeah. I don’t know what else you want me to say.”

      “You know, there was a time when you could’ve said anything

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

