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      Recker looked around the office, feeling as uncomfortable as he could remember. It was pretty much like he expected it to be. There was a desk, a couple of chairs, a couch, and a bookshelf with a lot of titles that looked hard to pronounce. He promised Mia that he would come to see if it helped with his sleeping issues, but he didn’t think it would do much good. Going to a psychologist's office might have worked for some people, and was probably a good idea, but just wasn’t his cup of tea. Opening up to some stranger about life wasn’t in his DNA. But for Mia’s sake, he agreed to give it a shot.

      Dr. Louise Penner was highly thought of, and was recommended to Mia by co-workers in the hospital. She looked over the sheet that Recker filled out in the waiting room, though his answers weren’t very in depth. And some of the questions he skipped. Even the name threw her for a loop. John Smith. She had a feeling this was going to be one of those kinds of patients that really tested her skills. Some patients freely opened up and she could barely get a word in. This was not going to be one of those. She sat down across from Recker.

      “So, Mr… Smith. Tell me about yourself.”

      Recker looked stunned, as if he weren’t ready for the question. In truth, there wasn’t much to say about him. Or much that he would say. “Well, I’m, uh… I’m… here.”

      Penner grinned. “Very good. I can see that. So is Smith your real name? Because some people have a habit of coming in here with fake identities, thinking they can’t reveal who they really are or something.”

      “Sure.”

      “I promise you that anything you say in here, it just stays between us. No one else.”

      “OK. Good.”

      “So tell me about yourself.”

      Recker coughed. “Well… I have a girlfriend.”

      “Good. What else?”

      “That’s pretty much it.”

      Penner couldn’t help but laugh. “OK, well that’s a good start. What do you do for a living?”

      “Well, I, uh… really can’t say.”

      “All right, is it because you’re embarrassed about what you do or you would rather do something else? Are you out of work?”

      “No.”

      “You’re a… man of few words.”

      “Usually.”

      “So tell me about your girlfriend.”

      “She’s a nurse.”

      “Good. And?”

      “That’s it.”

      “Oh. So let’s get back to your work. Is that why you’re here?”

      “Maybe.”

      “So can you explain what you do?”

      “Not really.”

      Penner rubbed her hands together, realizing this would be a real challenge. “OK. So what’s stopping you from talking about it? Is it that you’re uncomfortable? Don’t want to? Can’t?”

      “Uh… can’t.”

      “OK. So are you in a secret line of work?”

      “You might say that.”

      “Do you work for the government? Police?”

      “Somewhere around there.”

      “OK. So your job swears you to secrecy?”

      “You might say that.”

      “OK, well, that’s a start. Is that why you’re here today?”

      “Could be.”

      “What exactly are you having problems with?”

      “I have… sleeping issues.”

      “OK. What kind?”

      “I usually wake up in the middle of the night after having a bad dream.”

      “And what are the dreams about? Are they the same ones or different?”

      “Different sometimes. Sometimes they’re the same, but sometimes they have variations to them.”

      “OK. And is there a general theme to them, or do they vary wildly?”

      “Usually they involve someone close to me getting killed.”

      “Oh. OK. So what do you think that means?”

      Recker grinned. “If I knew that I wouldn’t be here.”

      “How long have you been having these dreams?”

      “I don’t know. At least a year probably.”

      “Is it every night? Do you have them with the same occurrence or regularity as before?”

      “At first it was not very often. Once every few weeks, a couple months, something like that.”

      “And now?”

      “It’s probably four or five nights a week. I’m usually more surprised when I don’t have one than when I do.”

      “I’m gonna take a wild guess and say that with your secret job that it can sometimes be stressful.”

      “Usually.”

      “And dangerous?”

      “Sometimes.”

      “That probably has a lot to do with it.”

      “That’s what I figured.”

      “In your line of work, have you had people close to you who have passed away in that work?”

      Recker’s eyes hit the floor, immediately thinking of Carrie. “Yes.”

      “Do you think that the dreams might possibly reflect your apprehension about possibly losing more people you care about?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Are you ever the victim in these dreams or is it just people around you?”

      “Sometimes me. Sometimes others.”

      “OK, so let’s talk about your mindset.”

      Recker didn’t really want to talk about his mindset. Or anything else, really. Though he knew it wasn’t how it worked, all he really wanted was an answer on how to make the dreams go away, or put his mind at ease. He didn’t really want to get into his feelings or explain them. For the rest of the session, which lasted about forty-five minutes, Recker did his best not to reveal too much of himself, or delve into too many topics he didn’t want to get into. It was tough trying to keep a secret life a secret. Or revealing who he really was.

      “OK,” Penner said. “Well, our time is up for today, but this was a good first session. I think we accomplished a lot here.”

      “We did?”

      “I think so. Let’s set up another session for next week and we can dig into things further. What do you think?”

      Recker waved his hand in the air. “Yeah, maybe.”

      Penner could see his hesitancy, but wanted to make sure he didn’t blow her off after only one session. She had plenty of them. Some patients decided one session was all they needed, and some decided the setting just wasn’t right for them. She thought Recker was a deeply conflicted individual who would really benefit from multiple sessions. He just had to make them.

      “I think we can really get to the bottom of your issues and take a significant step forward with them with a few more sessions. So make sure you make them.”

      “Well, with my job, I have a tendency to not make plans too far in advance.”

      “That’s OK. If you have an afternoon free or the next day or whatever, just call and see if I’m available. If I am, I can fit you in on short notice.”

      “OK.”

      Recker walked out of the office and saw Mia sitting there, a smile on her face.

      “So, how’d it go?”

      Recker shrugged. “I dunno. She wants to meet again.”

      “Well that’s good.”

      They walked out of the office building and strolled along the sidewalk, their arms locked together. It was a busy day, with a lot of people walking around them.

      “What do you think about lunch?” Mia asked.

      “I think I could be persuaded to dine with a pretty woman.”

      “So what do you think? Are you going to see Dr. Penner again?”

      “I don’t know. I don’t know if it’ll really help.”

      “But it can’t hurt, can it? I mean, even if it does wind up not helping, it’s certainly not going to make it worse. And the best-case scenario is that it does.”

      “I hate it when you talk sense.”

      “I know it’s not comfortable for you and you’re out of your element there, but I really think you should keep at it. At least for a few more sessions.”

      Recker nodded and smiled. “I probably will.”

      Mia reached up and kissed him as they continued walking to the restaurant. They were only a few minutes away from it, standing along a street corner, waiting for the crosswalk sign to change to green. As it did, Recker and Mia started walking along the white lines on the road. Once they got near the other side, Recker’s eyes happened to glance at a car driving nearby. There was just something about the car that captured his attention for some reason. Maybe the fact that it was starting to speed up while everyone else was slowing down. As the car turned the corner, he noticed the window beginning to slide down. This was one of the times when he felt a problem was coming before it actually existed.

      Recker slowed down, letting Mia get in front of him, so he could shield her in case there was an issue. As the car got near them, Recker turned his head back to look at it, seeing a gun emerge from the window. He immediately pushed Mia to the ground, diving on top of her as several bullets ripped through the air. The car quickly sped off after it missed its chance at The Silencer. Luckily, none of the bullets hit anyone else either, as all of them either hit the ground or the wall that was behind them.

      “Everyone OK?” Recker asked. There were several other people on the ground near them.

      After getting confirmation that everyone was, Recker turned to Mia, helping her up. As she brushed herself off, she looked at him.

      “You knew. You pushed me down before the bullets fired.”

      “It was just a feeling. You know I’ve always had that sixth sense when trouble is near. I just had one of those feelings.”

      “So who were they shooting at? And why?”

      Considering he was who he was, Recker was pretty confident he was the target. It would have been too big of a coincidence for him to be at a spot where someone else was the target, or that it was just a random occurrence. No, he was as sure as could be that it was him.

      “What did you get yourself into now?” Mia asked.

      Recker looked at the direction the car travelled off into, long gone by now. “I don’t know. But I aim to find out.”
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      As Recker and Mia finished their lunch, she looked at him and shook her head, laughing at him.

      “What?” Recker looked down at his shirt. “I make a mess or something?”

      “It’s just you. You just get shot at, and here you are, eating, talking, like nothing ever happened. Like it doesn’t even bother you.”

      Recker shrugged. “Because it doesn’t.”

      “How can you be so calm?”

      “Well, for one, I don’t know for a fact it was me. We just suspect it. And two, I’ve been shot at before. It’s not exactly a new feeling. And three, they’re obviously gone, so there’s nothing else to worry about now.”

      “Unless there’s someone else waiting outside here.”

      “There’s not.”

      “How do you know?”

      Recker shrugged again. “I just sense it.”

      “What are you doing, using your Force powers?” Recker smiled. “So why would someone be after you?”

      Recker shook his head, unable to come up with anything. “I don’t know. We’re not really in the middle of anything major. Just the regular stuff.”

      “What’s more alarming is they knew where you were. How would they know that?”

      “Lucky guess?”

      Mia glared at him. “Mike, be serious. I mean, it would be extremely coincidental if they just happened to be driving along and saw you and decided to take a shot. I mean, what are the chances?”

      Recker grinned. “Not real high.”

      “Exactly. So that means someone had to tell them where you were. Who else would know?”

      “Nobody. Nobody knew I was coming here except for you.”

      “Well I sure didn’t tell anyone.”

      “That only leaves one other explanation then.”

      “What’s that?”

      “We were followed.”

      The look on Mia’s face said it all. “Somebody knows where we live?”

      “Have to. That’s the only other explanation unless we go with the happened to see us while driving theory.”

      “That’s scary. What are we gonna do? I don’t know if I can stay there by myself when you’re out, knowing that someone tried to kill you and also knows where we live.”

      “We might have to make other arrangements.”

      “But that’s our home.”

      Recker tried to comfort her. “Our home is wherever we’re together. That place, it’s just four walls. Well, it’s actually more than four, but you get the point. It’s just a place that we live. Wherever we go, as long as we’re together, that’s our home.”

      Recker pulled out his phone and called Jones. He let him know everything that happened and asked him to start going through camera footage to see if they could figure out who the shooter was. Once he was done, Mia didn’t even let Recker get the phone back in his pocket before peppering him with questions.

      “What’d David say?” Mia asked.

      “He’s gonna start looking into it.”

      “That’s all.”

      “That’s all we can do right now.” Recker then put money on the table to pay for the meal. “We have to go, though.”

      “Why?”

      “Got a job coming up. Gotta get back to the office.”

      “With this looming over our heads?”

      “David’s looking into it. He’ll find something. Until he does, there’s still people out there that need help.”

      “And what am I supposed to do? I can’t go back to the apartment all alone. If they know where we live, how do we know they won’t be there waiting for us?”

      “We don’t. I’m not taking you back there right now.”

      “Where am I supposed to go?”

      “Guess you’re going to the office.”

      Recker and Mia left the restaurant and went back to their car. They drove back to the office, where Jones and Haley were already waiting for them. Mia gave each of them a hug upon seeing them, after not seeing either of them in over a week.

      “Any cuts or bruises?” Haley asked.

      “No, I’m fine, thank you,” Mia answered.

      “Find anything out yet?” Recker asked.

      “Not yet, but it’s still early,” Jones replied. “I’m confident we’ll come up with something. You were downtown and there’s cameras all over the place, so I’m sure something will turn up soon.”

      “Let’s just hope it’s not a dead end, or a stolen car or something like that.”

      “Well, we’ll just go where the clues lead us. We will figure it out. We always do.”

      “Yeah. So you said we got a job coming up?”

      “Sure do.” Jones looked down at the papers on his desk and found the one he was looking for, handing it to his partner.

      “What’s this?”

      “What’s it look like?”

      “Car theft?”

      “That’s what it is.”

      “That’s a new one.”

      “Car theft is new?”

      “New for us.”

      “Yes, well, those two gentlemen on your sheet there are planning on taking a few cars in that neighborhood in approximately one hour. So you two need to get there and prevent that from happening.”

      “Sure about the time?” Recker asked.

      “Positive. One texted the other to confirm the time.”

      “What are they doing with the cars?”

      “They are planning on taking them to chop shops and getting money from the parts.”

      “Neither has a big record.”

      “But they both have records, albeit small, and they will go through with this if they’re not stopped. So you two need to do that.”

      “Nothing that shows they’re violent?” Haley asked.

      “No history of it,” Jones answered.

      “Doesn’t mean there won’t be a first time,” Recker said.

      “It also means it’s not likely. I’m sure you’ll be able to handle them through non-violent means.”

      “Should we hand them milk and cookies and tuck them into their warm snuggly beds when we’re done?”

      Haley couldn’t help but laugh, though Jones kept a straight face. Jones was going to respond but really had no words to say and just shook his head instead. He then pointed at the paper and kind of waved at it, and at the door.

      “Just go, prevent some bad things from happening,” Jones said.

      Recker went up to Mia and gave her a kiss. “We’ll figure out the rest when I get back.”

      She nodded, then sat down next to Jones as he checked some of the area camera footage. Recker and Haley left, taking separate cars to head down to the area of these supposed car-jackers. They got to the area, a run-down residential area on the west side of Philly in plenty of time. They each cruised around the streets, looking for their suspects. Jones printed out mug shots for each of them so they’d have a clear picture of who they were looking for. For twenty minutes they drove around, neither of them finding either of their targets. Recker and Haley kept in communication while they drove.

      “You think maybe they got spooked?” Haley asked.

      Recker looked at the time. “I dunno. We did get here early. It’s right at that time now. We’ll give it a few more minutes.”

      They continued driving for another ten minutes before Haley finally noticed the first one. The car was parked along the street and the man, who was barely above twenty years old, was trying to get in through the driver side door. Haley abruptly stopped his car as he pulled just behind the other car. He jumped out and put his hands on the back of the man’s shirt, twisting him around. The man swung with his right hand, hitting Haley across the face, just above his eye. Haley lost his grip of him and the man took off running. Haley dabbed at his face, seeing a trickle of blood on his fingers, though it wasn’t too bad. It wasn’t something that would need stitches.

      Haley looked at the direction the guy took off in, but knew it was unlikely he was going to find him again. He shook his head as if he were trying to clear the cobwebs. He did get hit pretty hard and by something that felt like metal. He felt his head again and sighed, feeling like he blew it. He went back to his car and hopped in, calling Recker immediately.

      “Hey, just found one.”

      “Good, I’m still looking for the other,” Recker said.

      “You might be looking for a while.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “The dude slipped away from me. Probably hightailed it to meet his friend and split the area.”

      “Yeah, if they met back up after running into you, then they probably think it’s too hot and will wait for another time.” Haley sighed loudly into the phone, and Recker could tell he was frustrated. “No big deal. They’re small-time car thieves, not murderers. They’ll get caught soon enough.”

      “Yeah, I know, it’s just… I was sloppy. Saw him jiggling with a car, went in there with my guard down and he clocked me one. I should know better.”

      “Happens to all of us at some time. You all right?”

      “Yeah. He just hit me with something. Might have been metal.”

      “Let’s get back to the office so Mia can check you out.”

      “I should be fine. It’s just a small cut, nothing big. I’ll be fine. I wanna cruise around and look for these guys again, just in case they didn’t get the hint and are still in the area.”

      “All right.”

      They went up and down the streets for another half an hour, not running into anyone that looked like their suspects. Recker was right. The duo got scared off.

      “Head back to the office now?” Haley asked, now convinced the pair was gone for good.

      Recker had other ideas, though. “Not just yet.”

      “Where else you wanna check?”

      “Not here. I’ve got a hunch about something. Follow me back to my apartment.”

      They drove back to Recker’s apartment; him having a feeling that someone may have been there watching. It was the only way someone would have known where he was to take a shot at him. With him and Haley patrolling around the parking lot, they hoped to find someone sitting in a car that didn’t look like they belonged. Once they got there, they each drove around, not seeing anyone in a parked car. They also got out and walked around the complex, looking for the same thing. They still came up empty, though. Recker and Haley met back up by their cars.

      “I don’t see anything unusual,” Haley said.

      “Me neither.”

      “Maybe it was just one of those fluke things. Wrong place at the wrong time. It’s rare, but it does happen.”

      “Yeah. But it doesn’t feel like it would happen to me.”

      “What about an off-duty police officer? Your picture has been distributed to them. Maybe one of them saw you, one that’s not in your fan club, and decided to take things into his own hands.”

      Recker lifted his cheekbones, not buying it. “Eh, I don’t think so. If that was the case, I’d think they would just call for backup. They’d probably get a bigger name and a bigger career boost by being the one that arrested me and brought me in instead of being the one that killed me.”

      “Yeah, probably right.”

      “Well, while we’re here, might as well go check the place out.”

      They went up to Recker’s apartment, but it didn’t take long for them to see that something was wrong. As soon as they got to the door, they could see that it was ajar.

      “I assume you didn’t leave it like that,” Haley said.

      “No.”

      Both men stepped to the side of the door and removed their guns. Recker motioned to his partner that he’d go in first and look to the right and for Haley to go in the opposite direction. Recker pushed the door open wide, the two of them standing there for a few seconds to see if anyone jumped out at them. Since nobody did, and they didn’t hear anything either, they went inside, both men already in shooting position. They went through each room, though they didn’t find anyone. Whoever was in there was gone. But not before they took the place apart. There was a mess everywhere. Clothes in the bedroom were on the floor and the bed. Items from the bathroom closet were scattered about. Cushions and magazines were on the floor of the living room, with tables turned on their sides, furniture moved about. Even the kitchen was a mess. Cups, plates, silverware, all were out of their homes and thrown about the counters and floor. Recker went over and closed the door as they put their guns away.

      “Somebody was looking for something,” Haley said. “Sure made a mess of things.”

      “Yeah, but what? And why?”

      “And how did they know this was you?”

      “I think it’s pretty evident now that I was followed earlier.”

      “Who would know to do that? And who would have it in for you who’s got the means to do it?”

      As Recker looked around at the mess on the floor, his mind started racing with possibilities. Two of which he hated to think about, as it would mean that someone had turned on him. The other wouldn’t have been pleasant either, but it would have made sense.

      “As far as I can tell, it could only be three people that could do this.”

      “Who?” Haley asked.

      “One would be the people we used to work for.”

      “I thought you were on good terms now?”

      “As far as I know I am. But who knows? Maybe something’s changed. Maybe there’s a new boss who’s got a stick up his ass and wants to do things.”

      “Maybe call Lawson and see.”

      Recker nodded. “Yeah. The other possibility is maybe The Scorpions are regrouping. They somehow got a hold of where I live and are looking for payback.”

      “Now that would make sense. I don’t see how they would know to look here, but I could see it being them. What about the third one?”

      The last one on Recker’s mind was equally disturbing, but it would also fit. “Vincent.”

      “Ahh, I don’t know about that.”

      “I don’t know about it either. I don’t see why he would. But we both know things change in this business. Maybe I stepped across the line on some of his deals or something. Maybe he’s planning something big and wants me out of the way.”

      “He’s had plenty of chances before. Plus, it doesn’t seem like his style. I mean, what would he be doing messing around in here? Plus a random shot on the street? Seems sloppy for him. If he wanted you dead, there’s plenty of easier ways he could get it done. He could just call you for a meeting and then do it there.”

      “Yeah, I agree. So if we think that’s the most unlikely, I’d say that narrows it down to the other two.”

      “Well, the CIA does know where you are. As for the Scorpions, if it’s them, they’d have had to follow you from somewhere. Maybe a meeting with Vincent that they were watching.”

      “Maybe. Or maybe they followed Mia.”

      “Whoever it is, we need to figure it out soon,” Haley said. “Because one thing’s for sure. If they tried once, they’ll try again.”
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      Recker and Haley drove back to the office, not giving Jones or Mia a heads-up about the apartment being broken into, or about the car-jackers eluding their grasps. When they burst into the office, Jones and Mia immediately spun their chairs around to welcome the two back. Their eyes were instantly drawn to the new cut that Haley was sporting.

      “Well, looks like you two had quite the time of it,” Jones said.

      Mia got up from her chair and walked over to Haley, dabbing at his eye. “C’mon, sit down.” She grabbed his arm and led him over to a chair so she could clean him up better.

      “It’s really nothing,” Haley said.

      “Doesn’t look like you’ll need stitches.”

      As she cleaned up his wounds, Jones inquired about the events that led up to that. “Is everyone else still living?”

      “What?” Recker asked, hardly even giving the car-jackers another thought. They were basically an afterthought to him at that point. He was more concerned about his other situation. “Oh, them. Uh, no, they got away.”

      “They did?”

      Jones was surprised as it wasn’t normal that they didn’t complete an assignment. What was even odder was how unmoved Recker seemed to be about it. In those rare cases when they didn’t complete the task, he was always upset about letting someone get away. But the expression he had on his face now indicated he just didn’t give a rip.

      “What exactly happened

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

