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In the morning after breakfast, Wolf sat at the kitchen table reading the news via his tablet as Jess returned from taking Jodi to school. "Hey you still sitting around?"

"I'm in relax mode, gearing up for our cruise," smiled Wolf as she gave him a kiss.

"So you think all those women on board will think you're my boy toy?" chuckled Jess making herself a cup of coffee.

"Hey, you're only four years my senior not even noticeable," smiled Wolf.

"Don't ever use that word again."

"Oh, senior?"

"Gives me the chills."

"We will be damn lucky if we ever make it that far in life," smiled Wolf.

"As long as you don't throw me over for some twenty-something I’ll be happy to grow old with you."

"Actually three weeks before you and I discovered each other, I went on a date with a twenty-eight year old, could not believe at thirty-six I had absolutely nothing to talk to her about. She was a very intelligent girl but wow, I couldn’t wait for the date to be over."

"It's usually the other way around," chuckled Jess.

"She probably felt the same way, I could see the expression on her face, you know, 'Who is this old man?'," laughed Wolf.

"So tomorrow, what time do we have to be in Bayonne or is it New York?"

"Ah, actually it's Baltimore."

"Baltimore, you're kidding me."

"No, that's where the ship is going to be docked, we board around noon."

"Hell, good thing Jodi has a half day today. I still need to get to the mall to buy some things for the trip. I figured we had more time."

"Want me along?"

"Nope, you can't see what I'm buying, besides I have to also bring some of Jodi's stuff back, it doesn't fit her right."

"I have noticed she is sprouting upwards a bit," grinned Wolf.

"That's part of it, but most of the problem is everything is made in freakin' China and the stitching is horrible, not to mention the material is really cheap shit. Time my little lady got into some upscale clothing, more for practicality and durability than fashion sense."

"Oh so you'll be buying expensive stuff for yourself as well I suppose."

"Actually a few bikinis will do me just fine unless you are planning on leaving the cabin a lot."

"I was going to try my luck in the casino but you may have just changed my mind," chuckled Wolf.

"Oh don’t forget to pack at least one suit or jacket for formal night."

"I have to get gussied up to chow down,"

"God, navy all the way."

"Well I'd better go gas up my car for the trip and check the tire pressure and oil. You know, we could go down later tonight after the daily traffic subsides, get a nice inner harbor four-star hotel suite and start our holiday early," said Wolf.

"Actually that's sounds yummy. That way there is no rush to drive down three to four hours to the ship in the morning."

"Cool, I'll go online and book us a suite and make dinner reservations."

"Great," said Jess after giving Wolf a kiss. "I'd better get to packing, I'll pick up Jodi by noon then buzz over to the mall. Guess I'll see you tonight around 6 PM?"

"I'll be here," smiled Wolf as he started looking for hotels in Baltimore on his iPad.

About an hour later Jess heard Wolf pull out of the driveway. She was almost finished packing and remembered to call Margie to tell her they were leaving for Maryland by early evening so she would be dropping Jodi off. "Damn, it's almost time to go get Jodi." she remarked grabbing her bag, cell phone and car keys.

Two and a half hours later Jess sat on a steel bench inside the shopping center sipping a regular coffee while Jodi tried to consume a vanilla ice cream cone before it melted. "I've had enough shopping, how about you?"

Jodi just nodded in-between licks. Jess watched the people milling about the crowed mall. "Hmm, Dr. Carlsted," she muttered as she watched her psychiatrist window shopping at a men's clothing store. As she took another sip of coffee she glanced at Jodi. The little girl had dropped her ice cream scoop to the floor and wore a look of terror as she glared straight ahead with an empty cone in her hand.

"Jodi, sweetie, what is it? What's wrong?"

"That man..."

"Which man?"

"The one in the black suit."

"The one by the men's store?"

"Yes," said Jodi with her voice trembling.

"What about him?"

"He's the one."

"Which one?"

"The doctor who gave me the needles."

"Oh you son-of-a-bitch. Now it all fits, he knew details that the others didn’t," muttered Jess. "Are you sure that's him?"

"Yes." cried Jodi as she buried her face into her mother's breasts.

"Don’t worry baby, he won't hurry you anymore."

__________________________________

Briefly Jess explained to Margie that she was dropping off Jodi a bit early because she had a few more errands to take care of before the trip. Margie brushed it off as if it were nothing at all. "You and that handsome man of yours just go and have a good time. We will be fine, won’t we?" 

"Yep," smiled Jodi having recovered from the mall incident.

"Well you take care now baby and I'll see you in eight days. I love you."

"Love you too mommy," said Jodi giving Jess a big hug and kisses.

Jess drove off in a hurry, she wanted to be sure and get back to meet Wolf by 6 PM. She drove for about forty minutes finally turning off the lonely country road onto a long white stoned driveway. She approached the restored Victorian house and noted only one car as she neared the front. Getting out of her car she could hear birds chirping and no traffic noise was getting past the surrounding five plus acres of woodland. No neighbors for at least half a mile.

After ringing the front doorbell she could hear manly footsteps crossing the hardwood flooring. "Jess, I didn't expect to see you today."

"I know I didn’t have an appointment but as I'm going on a long vacation I figured perhaps I should stop by and get a few things off my mind so I can really enjoy myself," smiled Jess.

"Ah, certainly, please come into my office." The man led her into the familiar office space on the ground floor of the large house. "So what is it that's on your mind."

"Well it's kind of a story, perhaps you can help me to interpret it."

"That's what I'm here for," smiled Dr. Carlsted.

"Alright, there is this friend of mine who had had a lot of trouble recently, like almost being murdered on several occasions, seeing her father killed and her little girl kidnapped." Jess watched as the normally composed psychiatrist started to squirm in his chair. "You see she had tried to trust someone and confided in him only to find out that he was double crossing her, recording her private information then feeding it back to some very bad people. What do you think of someone like that?"

"Maybe they had a good reason."

"What could be a good reason to betray a doctor patient confidence?" smiled Jess.

"When it's a matter of national security," insisted Carlsted.

"Oh so unlike a jury trial, this person is assumed guilty first before there is any proof."

"Look Jess let's cut this subterfuge. I was under orders to extract as much information from you as I could and report back."

"To whom?"

"Can't say."

"Sure you can, it may save your life," said Jess pointing her 9mm pistol at the doctor.

"Senator Cucella," said Carlsted starting to perspire.

"That's what I figured," grinned Jess.

"Surely you wouldn’t kill a doctor who was trying to do what he thought was his patriotic duty?" said Carlsted starting to shift his body noticeably in the chair.

"Of course not," smiled Jess. "But, I do have another question for you."

"Sure, anything, what is it?"

"What do you think of a doctor who gives a ten year old girl adult dosages of a sleeping drug and fucks up the kid's brain, puts her in a coma and scrambles her memory. Although she's recovered quite remarkably, she'll just never be one hundred percent ever again."

"I am sorry about that, it was an accident, I had to guess. I, like most psychiatrists prescribe drugs, but I don’t have a lot of experience dispensing them, especially via a syringe."

"So you just gambled with my daughter's life?"

"I am sorry Jess, please believe me."

"Oh I do, but you know I can't let it go like that."

"Jess, no Jess."

The second bullet to the head was not necessary the first one had killed him but she was just making sure. She walked into the basement and located the propane gas hot water heater. Looking around she found a hammer in an old rusty tool box. She used it to smash the gas line, then tossed the hammer to the floor as the room began to fill with gas. Calmly she walked out of the house and sat in her car for about fifteen minutes. "That should about do it," she remarked as she started up her car and drove to where the large lot narrowed down to the small private driveway. She looked at the remarkable old house while pressing the button for the passenger side window and waited until it was all the way down. Then Jess fired a single shot through one of the front windows. "That's for Kiko," she said.

The explosion was massive, the sides of the house blew out in all directions, flames shot out from the rubble as the separate roofs either fell into the blaze or landed on the ground beside the leveled house. Jess pressed the accelerator to the floor showering the lot behind her with flying white driveway stone. Coolly, she came to the end of the private driveway and turned to go back in the direction she had come.

____________________________________

The warm sea breeze blew through Jessica's hair as she sat peering out over the railing to the blue sea watching the wake slide by as the ship sliced through the peaceful water. "Would madam like another Margarita?"

"Yes sir, but please tell the bartender to go easy on the tequila, I want to remember who you are tonight," laughed Jess as Wolf grabbed the two used glasses up off the table then headed towards the poolside bar. 

Wolf returned and slid Jess her drink then sat down in the shade of the overhanging deck above his chair. "I never got a chance to ask, did you get all your errands completed before we left?"

"Yes, I did," smiled Jess.

"I went to double check that Margie knew about the switch over from puppy food to young adult food for Marco. I was surprised to see Jodi was already there, they told me you had some stuff to do. I made my goodbyes to Jodi then went back to the house. I wasn't there five minutes before you came home. So where did you go after you dropped off Jodi?" asked Wolf.

"Let's just say I had to tell an old friend I was going on a vacation," smiled Jess with a slight cramp in her stomach.

"Were they surprised?"

"Oh yes, they were literally blown away by my visit," chuckled Jess taking a sip of her drink.
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Almost six years later, Jess and Jodi were sitting on a sunny beach in Bermuda on hot late spring morning. "Where is Wolf?"

"He's swimming over to the left of the cove," replied Jess.

"But mom, I don’t see him anywhere, where is he?" screeched Jodi getting agitated.

"Relax sweetheart, he was a navy seal, you don't think he'd drown now do you?" chuckled Jess getting to her feet. As she brushed some sand off her calf, she scanned the ocean from the beach to the horizon line, she didn’t see her husband anywhere. The only noticeable object on the iridescent water was a small white boat bobbing up and down with the medium chop. The silence was broken as the boat's engine came to life, the bow rose slightly as power to the stern was applied, in seconds the vessel was quickly fading out of view to the right of the cove. As it left, Jess felt her stomach tightening into a giant knot.

"Told you it was bad luck to have your adopted daughter on your honeymoon. Instead of flying me out here I should have stayed home with Marco," whined Jodi still searching the blue waters for some sign of Wolf swimming.

"Then how would you have been at our wedding, it's not your fault." Jess noticed that the boat was turning in towards the beach. "Damn it," exclaimed Jess picking up her beach gear. "Grab your belongings and let’s get the hell out of here, now."

"What, we can't leave," cried Jodi.

"We have to, I'll explain it all on the plane ride back to the U.S."

Jess hustled her daughter along as the young girl sobbed in disbelief at her mother's actions and the fear of losing Wolf forever. "I don’t understand, don’t we have to call the Bermudian police?"

"No, that's the last thing we do, now come on. There's a taxi over in the lot," said Jess pointing up ahead as they left Horseshoe Cove beach.

"But mom..."

"Quiet, we will get into the taxi and have a silent ride back to our rental house, pack our stuff and get on the first plane off this collection of tiny islands. End of discussion."

Jodi wanted to protest but knew better than to press Jessica on the matter. In her sixteen year old mind she hadn't worked out all the details but was aware that her mother and Wolf were involved with some dark situations since Jess had left the FBI. Her young brain came to numerous theories, like spies, NSA, CIA, with adventures from James Bond to Jason Bourne thrown into the mix. It tickled her and she was flushed with pride having Jess as her mother yet it all scared the hell out of her at the same time.

"We were lucky to get on this flight, some tour group got delayed," commented Jess fastening her seat belt as the jet's engines began to rev.

"Is Wolf dead mom?"

"I know it hurts baby, I hoped our life together was going to enter a new quieter phase, but obviously someone didn't want that."

"Will you, ah, take care of them?"

"Count on it sweetheart, count on it," grinned Jess closing her eyes trying to nap and forget.

_________________________________

"One down, one to go," smiled the man in the dark suit.

"Good work, now finish the job," said George Cutter Undersecretary of National Affairs, which was code for NSA WBIC (wet work bastard in charge).

"Where do I find her?"

"You should have had her on the beach," replied Cutter.

"Yeah right, you know how hard it was to nail that Wolf guy with that boat bobbing up and down in those waves, no way to get her on the beach, way out of range. Also, despite the coldness of you and your bosses, I don’t do kids."

"Listen Dokes, we pay you to do a job, moral decisions are our call, having said that, we didn’t order the kid to go down. Couldn't you just have made her an orphan or are you going soft?"

"I'm not prone to empathy of any sort, it was just too long a shot with any certainty, let's leave it there. Now where do I look for her?" asked Dokes.

"My guess is at her house, but her neighborhood is pretty tight and her neighborhood friendship extends to an ex-chief of police. He can spot a cricket out of place and it's heavily wooded country living, good cover but bad shot angles. She's about to get a new undercover assignment, very isolated, you can get her there and bonus points if it looks like an accident," said Cutter.

"I love bonuses, what are we talking?"

"Your usual plus ten percent if you get her in the first week," replied Cutter.

___________________________________

After paying the limo driver, they left their bags on the front porch and walked down to the nearest neighbor's house. "Thought I'd never see you guys again, figured Bermuda would be far better than living in Jersey. Welcome home," shouted Margie, as Marco ran and jumped up first on Jess, then on Jodi. "I don’t mean to sound spooky but that darn German Shepherd of yours has been sitting by the front door since breakfast. I figured he knew something I didn't."

"Well it's so very nice to see the both of you again," smiled Jess warmly as she gave her neighbor a hug. "So where is James?"

"He should be right back, he went to the home store to pick up some paint. I think he's finally going to paint our bedroom. So why come home now, I wasn't expecting you until sometime next week?" smiled Margie.

"Wolf's dead," muttered Jodi looking down to the floor.

"Oh my goodness Jess. Your honeymoon, what the hell happened?"

"He disappeared beneath the waves," cried Jodi. Margie hugged the girl as she began to sob. Looking over the teenager's shoulder Margie caught something she didn’t understand in Jess' eyes, a detachment of some sort.

"All we know is he was out swimming, suddenly a boat out in the vicinity took off, I suspect the worse," grimaced Jess, her eyes welling up.

"Guess they're still chasing you, huh?" remarked James having overheard the conversation as he entered from the garage.

"It would appear so," muttered Jess.

"Jodi can stay with us, if you want to go to your house, get it opened up and have a good cry," remarked Margie as James placed two gallon cans of paint onto the kitchen floor along the island.

"We will be just fine, he was my hero, who left as suddenly as he entered, I'm a big girl," winced Jess as she saw Marco's leash hanging on a hook in the mud room. After clipping it onto his collar she made a move towards the front door. "Come on buddy, time to go home. Thank you both for taking care of him, I'd be lost without you guys."

"You need anything, you just shout," remarked James as Margie opened the storm door for Jess.

They walked the quarter of a mile down the country road to Jessica's house. She paused for a moment remembering the last time she was there with Wolf. Then she spotted his SUV in the driveway. "Guess I'll have to get James to charge up the battery."

"Are you going to drive Wolf's truck?"

"No, I'll need a little time before I can do that without crying. But, we'll need to get it into the garage so I can get my car out into the driveway," said Jess as she unlocked her front door. Releasing Marco, the large dog ran into his house and sniffed everything in sight, making sure everything was as he had left it weeks before, then out of the rear solar porch by way of the doggy door, he entered the backyard for some formal territory marking.

"Oh hell," remarked Jodi as she stared at the solar porch.

"Yeah I know, no matter what they did to that floor I can still see the outline from where she was murdered," winced Jess.

"First Aunt Kiko gets killed, now Wolf, are we bad luck or what," sobbed Jodi hugging her mother.

"After all the time and money I spent making this a high efficiency green energy house, I'm wondering if it's the house that is cursed," groaned Jess. "But at least we still have each other."

"Are we going to move?"

"I love the area and the neighbors, that's worth a lot, but I guess I'll have to give some thought to selling this house so we can make a new beginning somewhere," smiled Jess looking into her daughter's eyes. "So, first order of business is for us to unpack, then hit the organic market. Although I hate to, I guess we need to crank up the central air, this place is stifling."

"Ok, I'll bring the bags upstairs," said Jodi as Jess headed towards the living room to adjust the touch-screen HVAC thermostat.

"Mom." Jess practically flew up the stairs in reaction to Jodi's screech. "What in the hell is going on?" asked Jodi as they surveyed the bedrooms that had been obviously torn apart by someone looking for something.

"Shit," exclaimed Jess as she walked quickly into her walk-in closet. After sliding a rack of clothing to one side, then removing a faux sheet rock panel, a steel cabinet door was visible. After turning the tumblers to the combination, the padlock opened. Then Jess checked the inside contents of the safe and noted all her weapons were untouched.

"Nice collection mom, how come I didn’t know about it?" asked Jodi.

"If you did how would it have helped you?" smiled Jess.

"Just nice to know we are protected, I suppose."

"Trust me if we have to run to unlock this closet for protection, it's too late."

"That why you carry your 9mm in your purse?"

"One of the reasons," grinned Jess as she locked the between the studs gun cabinet and replaced the pop out dry-wall panel.

"What were they looking for and who are they?" asked Jodi.

"No idea princess, but I ain't happy about it. My guess is they were just trying to find any clues as to what we do and where we go in daily life. It's called looking for an edge."

"An edge for what?"

"To kill
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