Caught Up In The Middle-Pt.3

The leather felt cool against my thighs as I sat down in the backseat of the SUV. Bryan slid in next to me.

“You’ve got on underwear under that dress?” he asked as he closed the door.

“Surprisingly yes. And I wouldn’t call it underwear. More like area coverage.”

“What does that entail?” he asked.

“Let’s not go there.” I said with a sigh. I tried to pulled the coat lower around my legs but it stopped mid thigh. I was however, comforted by the fact that my entire upper body was now fully covered up. How some women could dress like this on a daily basis totally boggled my mind.
“Where are you guys going to be after you drop me off at the club?” I asked as we waited for the rest of the guys to get into the vehicle.

“Around the corner on Sutton. Santoni’s team is going to be at the warehouse. We put a tracker on Grant’s Mercedes. Just incase we have to fall back to avoid detection. Nervous?”

“Terrified. I feel like I’m about to throw up.” I said as I wrapped my arms around my stomach. 

“That a good sign. If you weren’t nervous I would be worried.”

“Maybe I was just saying that appease your male ego.” I said teasingly. “Maybe I just wanted to see your reaction to my words.”

Bryan cut me a side-eye. “And maybe that’s not your body shaking like a leaf in the wind.”
“Must you always be so damn perceptive?” I snapped.
“That’s why they pay me the big bucks baby.” he said with a toothy grin.
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The SUV slowed to a stop and the ear-splitting music in the cab of the vehicle was abruptly silenced.
“Thank you Jesus.” I muttered as I rubbed my ears.

“What? You don’t like my music?” Hawkins asked feigning disapproval from the driver’s seat.

“I like the music just fine...when it’s at human volume levels. Do you have to blast that damn song every time we do an operation?”

“Hey! Pat Benatar is not to be played softly.” he argued. “The Goddess of Rock must be heard to the heavens.”
I rolled my eyes dramatically. “I don’t think Jesus really cares if love is a battlefield.”

The interior of the SUV erupted with loud laughter.

“She got you here buddy.” Newton said as his laughter died down.

“Wait. So you guys don’t like my music either?” Hawkins inquired with much chagrin.
This was our queue to leave.

“Everybody out!” I shouted and followed hastily behind Bryan when he quickly opened the door and jumped down onto the pavement.

I, on the other hand, couldn’t move as fast without giving the guys a pretty good flashing. So I had to do a closed-legged slide down onto the step ramp before gingerly stepping onto the pavement in my 4” heels.

We were parked two blocks away from Marcus’s club in an alleyway. The plan was for me to walk to the club looking like I had just gotten off the bus and not driven in an FBI issued vehicle. It was going to be a slow walk though, as I was not used to wearing shoes this high. The pumps that I usually wore to work only had a 2” heel, and on takedowns I wore steel-toed boots. I offered up a prayer to the high-heeled gods and hoped that I made it to the club without a sprained ankle. 
See? This is what you got when you had a man picking out clothing. If it were me I would’ve gone for low-heeled, knee-high boots.
“I’m going to kill Marcus.” I muttered under my breath, as I re-tightened the belt of the trench.

“Why do you hate the guy so much?” Hawkins asked as he joined us.
The other guys were looking at me intently; a sure sign they were very interested in what my answer was going to be.

“Let’s just say that we have history. Bad history. History bad enough that I don’t want this brought up again.”
“What did he do to you?” Newton asked seriously. “Did he hurt you?”

Oh God. Not now.

“Look.” I said with a sigh, “Whatever happened between Grant and I happened years ago when we were teenagers. Let’s just chalk it up to teenage drama and move on alright?”

“From the looks of things you two haven’t moved on. Every time you get within five feet of each other I’m always expecting some kind of blood shed.” Hawkins said as he leaned against the truck.

“Drop. It.” I growled in frustration. “Now is not the time for the ‘Let’s get into Marissa’s business’ game. This subject is closed. Permanently. Do I make myself clear?”

Heads shook solemnly, but I knew this was far from over. Agents were the biggest gossips and nosiest people on the planet. I knew after this operation was concluded they would start asking questions again. But at least I had time to make up some believable story. 
“Where are you guys going to be stationed?” I asked more so to distract myself than to acquire pertinent knowledge. I knew the layout of where the back-up teams were to be located, but I needed to think about something else at the moment besides Marcus.
“We’ll be around the corner from the club.” Hawkins said. “And don’t worry about us not getting there on time if any shit goes down. We put in cameras behind the air condition vents. You’ll be in our eyeball at all times.”

Okay, only one more thing left to do.

I took my cell phone out of my coat pocket and dialed Marcus’s number.

“I’m here.” I said when he picked up after the third ring.

“Come to the backdoor.” he said and hung up.

“Okay guys. I’m going in. Be safe.” I said replacing the cell phone in my pocket.

Heads nodded solemnly.

I checked my wire. “Lola to base. Do you copy?”
“Roger that Agent Carter.” a disembodied voice said into my ear.

Without so much as a backward glance I squared my shoulders and walked out the alley to the back door of the club and waited. Two minutes later Dukie opened the door for me. He gave me a slight nod, acknowledging my presence, and stepped aside to let me in.
The club was empty. It was still early in the evening with only the core staff members there. The bartenders were stocking the shelves and taking inventory of the liquor, while the waitresses were drying glasses and laying out ashtrays on strategically placed tables around the club. The interior was an impressive space. The walls were a rich deep purple accented by a glass tiled floor. On closer inspection I noticed that underneath the tiles were globe lights, which I guessed were turned on once the club opened to give the place a more magical and celebratory appeal. On either side of the space were two long, elegantly equipped bars; each containing a well-stocked collection of alcohol. I could tell a lot of planning and detail went into the architecture and decorating, and for a few seconds a feeling of pride welled up inside of me for Marcus. It was quickly tamped down however when I remembered where the money for the club came from.
Dukie led me to an elegant winding staircase at the far end of the room and escorted me up wordlessly. No doubt we were going to the VIP area. At the top I immediately saw Marcus sitting in one of the velvet covered booths talking to three scantily clad women.

“Excuse us ladies.” Marcus said as our gazes met.

I tried not to stare at their exposed bodies parts as they got up and brushed past me, but it was hard not to notice the sequined thongs and pasties. Dukie took an appreciative glance at them, and then went to stand at the back of the room. I wondered briefly where his other Hulk-sized partner was. 
“Nice place you got here.” I said as I took in the ambiance which was identically decorated as the space below.
“Thanks. Let me know if I can get you anything.” Marcus replied. 

“I will.” I said with a tight smile. Never let it be said that Marissa Carter wasn’t cordial.

“I don’t remember that trench coat being part of the outfit I picked out for you.” Marcus said as his gazed roamed over my body slowly.
“And I don’t remember it not being a problem for it to be part of it.” I shot back.

We stared at each other for a few seconds. Marcus was the first to break the silence.
“Authenticity is key if we want to make it out of that warehouse tonight alive.” he said. “I want to be sure you blend in with the rest of the girls. If not, we’ll have to reevaluate the clothing.”
“I’ll be fine. If the other girls are looking cheap and slutty then by all means I’ll blend in. Don’t worry about me. I’m not a rookie Grant. I know how high the stakes are for tonight.” I bit out.

“Do you now? Would’ve never guessed by the way you’re playing the Prima Donna.”

There are few sentences in the world of language that need not be said out loud. They can be conveyed through gestures and behaviors. Some can even be depicted by drawings. The one that was currently being thrown Marcus’s way, by the way my eyes were narrowed at him, held no room for misinterpretation. He was going to be a dead man, or seriously maimed when this operation was over.
 “So,” he started. “Let’s see the dress.”

“Let’s not.” I replied dryly as I made my way over to the booth and sat down… carefully.
“Is your modesty kicking in Princess?” he teased as his gaze traveled up my bare legs.

“My modesty disappeared when I stepped into this...dress. Where are the other girls?”

He regarded me for a second before he answered. “ Sherrise and Jessica will be here soon. Don’t worry they can’t hold a candle to you in the sex appeal category.”

“That’s not what I asked.” I hissed.

 “Did anyone ever tell you that you have great legs?”

“Careful Grant. My wire’s live.” I said hoping to squelch anymore comments from him.

He smiled, but the smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Thanks for the heads up.”
“No problem. Wouldn’t want you to say anything out of character and get yourself in trouble now.”

His gaze held mine. “You looking out for me Princess?”

“Not really. I just don’t want the hassle of filling out a mountain of reports and filing paperwork.”
“I’m offended.” he said as he dramatically clutched his chest. “Here I was thinking you were beginning to care about me and my well-being.”

“The only thing I care about is you not fucking up the operation tonight. Do you think you can handle that Grant?”

“Depends.” he said giving me a slow smile.

“On what?”

“On how much you like being surprised.”

I frowned at him. “Wh...”

I was silenced when he put in his fingers to his lips and gave me the universal sign for “Shut the fuck up.”

He walked to the far left of the room and flicked up what looked like a light switch, then as he walked back to me he took his cell phone out of his pocket, punched in a few numbers and held it near my chest. The gesture was vaguely familiar to me.
“I anticipate we have about two minutes before they realize that your wire and the cameras have been compromised so listen carefully.” Marcus said in a low tone.

“What the hell is going on here Grant?” I asked suspiciously.

He leaned in closer to me until our faces were almost touching. I felt the heat from his body sliding along mine, and his breath tickled my cheek.

“I need you to listen to me for a few seconds.” he said in a grave tone.

My curiosity was peaked and I nodded at him to continue. 

“Just before you arrived I found out we’re going to have extra company tonight.”

“Who?” I asked frowning. 
“It seems that Arnaldo Ferrari got wind of the deal that’s supposed to go down tonight with the MS-13 gang, and he’s interested in the offerings.”

“Arnaldo Ferrari? Why does that name sound familiar to me?”
“He’s known on the street as The Jeweler. Owns a few stores in Manhattan. The jewelry business is good, but he makes most of his money from laundering for the mob.”

“Wait. Is this the same Arnaldo Ferrari with ties to Le Imprese?”
Marcus nodded.

Le Imprese was a Sicilian-American Mafia based out of New Jersey. They were mostly involved in the traditional underworld rackets of gambling, loansharking, theft and robberies, but on occasion dabbled in prostitution and weapons trafficking. They had affiliates in the U.S., scattered mostly throughout the major cities in the Northeast, the Midwest, California, and the South. Their largest presence centered around New York, southern New Jersey, and Philadelphia. A year ago the FBI had managed to arrest a few key members of the gang, which included three family captains, three acting captains, and sixteen soldiers. But as was the nature of these organizations, a few months later they were fully functional again with new and eager replacements, who it seemed were twice as greedy and more blood-thirsty than their predecessors. 
“How are we going to handle this?” I asked as I tried to put together mentally a working alternative plan. “I have to get this intel back to the guys.”

“Bad idea.” Marcus said shooting me a dark look. “If I wanted to let your boys know I wouldn’t be scrambling the wire and the camera feed. And as fate would have it, it seems as though Le Imprese has a mole inside the FBI.

My eyes widened. “What! What proof do you have of that?”

Marcus glanced at his watched nervously. “No time to explain now. I have less than thirty seconds to let you in on the new guidelines before your FBI pals come busting thorough that door. I need you to trust me. I can’t explain it all now, but I promise that I will later on.”
Jesus! What the hell was going on here?

I listened in a disillusioned haze as he detailed the new plans. All the while my mind was reeling out of control with the damning information I had just received.

“You got that Princess?” Marcus asked breaking into my thoughts.

I nodded as I tried to lift the numb feeling washing over me. “Got it.”

He pressed a button on the phone and immediately my cell phone chirped in my pocket.

“Marissa Carter.” I answered as calmly as I could.

“Agent Carter. It seems the wire and visual feed were compromised. Is everything alright on your end?” Lucy Magera asked in my ear.

“Fine. Everything’s fine on my end.  Maybe it was a glitch in the matrix.” I said with a light laugh as I sent a nervous glance Marcus’s way. 

“Maybe. Still, it’s highly unusual.”

“There’s so much high tech equipment in here and on me Magera I’m surprised I haven’t turned into a hologram yet.” I joked hoping to appease her suspicions.

“I’ll check the systems again. But it looks like we’re back on track. It probably was a glitch like you suggested.”

“I trust your judgment Magera.” I said hastily and hung up.

Marcus sent me a knowing smile. 

I tried to smile back, but the reality of the situation I was now involved in rendered me incapable of any emotion. What the hell had I gotten myself into?
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There are times in a woman’s life when she has to make a choice between working with the features and body parts that were God-given, or finding $6,000 to get the body parts and features she thought God should have given her. Since I didn’t have $6,000 available I was forced to choose the former. 
It was two hours into the operation and I was sandwiched between Sherrise and Jessica. They were dancers at the club, and by dancers I meant that they did most of their dancing completely naked, in a cage, located in the middle of the dance floor, twenty feet above the ground.  Both, were of Puerto Rican decent and their classic Latin bombshell looks and long hair made them the center of attention as soon as they stepped into the VIP area. A few bold men had come over to where we sat in Marcus’s booth and expressed their interest in having one or the three of us together later on in lewd depictions I wasn’t even aware the human mind could’ve ever conjured up. Sherisse and Jessica giggled furiously, while I just glared at them in a cunty fashion.
“Girl you need to relax a bit. Those men are just here to provide us with some entertainment. We’re saving up our pussy juices for the man himself.” Jessica had said to me as she looked coyly at Marcus. He caught her eye, and she gave him a finger wave  and her best slutty pout.

I tried to keep the disgusted look off my face, but found that it was useless as I didn’t have the tolerance for female mating rituals.

Plus I couldn’t help but feel a tad bit “less than”. Maybe it was a woman thing. But compared to the double DD’s to my left and right, my almost C was feeling a bit left out. I took a sip of my apple cider and surveyed my surroundings and the current activities going on around me for what seemed like the hundredth time. 
The music was too loud for my taste, but the loud cheers from the crowd below us was indication enough that they liked it. Marcus stood at the far end of the club talking with two men, while Dukie stood a little off to the side with his hands clasped in front of him. His body language was relaxed, but I knew if troubled flared up he would not hesitate to whip out the 9mm semi-automatic that was tucked into the waistband of his jeans. There were other bodyguards discreetly positioned around the room, and I wasn’t one hundred percent sure, but something told me the bartender was one of them. He had that hardened look about him, and when he handed me my drink awhile ago, I snuck a glance at the mirror behind the bar and saw an odd shape outlined at the back of his shirt near his waistline. I knew a gun when I saw one. Covered up and all.
I broke out of my thoughts when Sherrise leaned over to me, exposing more of her breasts than I was comfortable with. We all had on identical dresses, but in different colors. But unlike me, I could tell Sherrise and Jessica were used to wearing less than what they had on now by their body language. Relaxed and carefree.

I, on the other hand, was still wearing my trench coat, much to the annoyance of Marcus. But then, I never did anything he suggested, and I wasn’t about to start now.  

“He sure is fine, right?” Sherrise said in a breathy tone over the din of the music.
“Excuse me?” I asked surprised that she was even talking to me at all.

“Marcus. I wouldn’t mind having a piece of that for a few hours.” she said as she slid a hungry gaze in his direction. “I hear he can do things to a woman that can ruin them for other men.”

The night in his bedroom sixteen years ago flashed across my mind. “You got that right.” I muttered in disgust before taking another sip of my cider.
“What?” she asked leaning even closer to me until her ear was right in front of my mouth.

“I said, is that right?”  
“Damn skippy. I’ve got this friend Vanessa who used to work at one of his other clubs, and she said that the things he can do with his tongue can drive a woman insane.”
“Really?” I asked with feigned interest. I would’ve rather walked on hot coals than sit there listening to a girl barely out of her teens talk about Marcus’s tongue. I heard a snicker in my ear and knew the rest of the team was enjoying the entertaining subject. Fuck me.

“I also heard that he had a bed especially made for having sex in.” Sherisse continued. “At the right moment he pushes a button on a remote control which elevates the chick’s hips causing him to penetrate her deeper. Lord knows how many cervixes that man has bumped up against.”
“Sherisse. Shut the fuck up.” Jessica said from the other side of me. “I already told you that half of those stories are made up. Besides, a man like Marcus don’t need no special bed to hit that. He does it all naturally. In any position. I heard he’s hung like a…”

“Hey!” I interrupted jumping out of my seat. “Does anyone want another drink?”

Two blank stares looked back at me, before they shook their heads.
I shrugged and walked in the direction of the small bar located at the back of the room. The bartender nodded in my direction as I leaned against the bar rail and  placed another order for an apple cider.

I felt someone approached me from behind and gasped when the offended pushed their body snugly against my back. I smelled his signature scent before I even saw him.
“Enjoying yourself?” Marcus asked, his breath brushing against my ear as he braced his hands against the bar imprisoning me.

My body began to tingle from the sudden warm contact and I immediately stiffened even as my stomach flip flopped violently.
“Back up Grant.” I hissed trying to regain control of the situation.

“See the guy over to our left.”

I pretended to brush my hair off of my neck and did a quick glance in the suggested direction. The intended subject had his back turned towards me, but I was able to make out a distinct angel tattoo on the back of his forearm.
“Who is he?” I asked turning to face front again.

“Carlos Morales. Our Los Asesinos contact. It seems he’s also taken quite a liking to you.”
I frowned. “Is that a good or bad thing?”

“Good for me as I can use you as a distraction, bad for you as rumor has it that he’s not so gentle with the ladies.”

“What makes you think he’ll even get that far?”

I felt him smile against my hair. “I don’t. But things have a way of happening when you’re around.”

“Why me? What’s wrong with Jessica or Sherrise? I’m sure they’re used to strange men groping all over them.”

One of Marcus’s hand settled around my waist and teased the knot on the trench coat belt. “No doubt. But it seems Carlos has a fondness for you. And I can’t say that I blame him because I have the same...fondness.”

My annoyance flared and I hastily removed his hand from my belt, only to realized his deft fingers had undid the knot. 
“I suggest you keep your fondness to yourself.” I said tightly as I started to redo the knot.
Marcus’s hands settled on top of my clammy ones. “Take it off.”

With much chagrin I knew the time had come for me to shed my “protective layer”. With a heavy sigh I undid the buttons and shrugged slowly out of the coat.

A slight hitch in his breathing was the only response Marcus made as he took in my appearance.

“Princess, I see you’ve...grown up.” he said with a mischievous grin as his eyes settled on my chest.

Gracing him with my best bitch look I shoved the coat into his arms.

“Hold this.” I said as I took my drink off of the bar counter and straightened my shoulders. “I have work to do.”

I made my way over to where Carlos Morales and his bodyguards were seated, making sure to sway my hips suggestively in order to get his attention. I could feel Marcus’s gaze burning into my back; no doubt he didn’t like what I was about to do.

I plastered a sultry smile on my lips as I approached the group.

Three pairs of hard, black eyes stared up at me. 
“Good evening gentlemen.” I said surveying the group with what I hoped was mild fascination. In truth I was taking an inventory on any possible weapons they might have concealed. The shorter man in the group, whom I assumed was a bodyguard, had a gun strapped to his ankle, and as he sat up to get a better look at me I saw a flash of a metal handle of what looked like a hunting knife holstered around his waist.
The second bodyguard wore a light jacket over a plain black t-shirt, and as he sat back in the booth I notice he leaned back cautiously, not in the carefree way someone else would if they didn’t have a weapon tucked into the back of their waistband.

“Señorita hermosa.” Carlos Morales said grinning at me, with dark, hungry eyes. “It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I’m Carlos.”

I forced myself not to grimace as his eyes traveled slowly down my body and lingered on the deep V of my dress, where my partially covered breasts suddenly felt overexposed. Instead, I concentrated on picking up vital clues about him that could come in handy later.

His voice was heavily accented, but his English pronunciation was almost perfect. This told me that he was either educated on American soil, or had the privilege of learning the language at a private school in his country. He was dressed in an immaculate white suit that showed off his tanned complexion and highlighted his dark hair and eyes. He wasn’t a handsome man, but he wasn’t ugly either. His broad features hinted at a Guatemalan ancestry, and his well-manicured hands wrapped around the glass of scotch he was drinking out of told me he wasn’t used to laborious work.
“The pleasure is all mine Carlos.” I said widening my smile. “I’m Tomiko. May I join you?”

He muttered a rapid succession of Spanish to the other two men who promptly got off the velvet covered bench and gestured with their hands for me to sit down.

As I made my way to sit next to Morales I chanced a glance at Marcus. He was still standing at the bar, his arms folded. Watching me with hooded eyes; his mouth set in a straight line. It didn’t take a scientist to know that he was not pleased with my approach to Morales. But pleasing Marcus was not why I was here in the first place.

Crossing my legs slowly I turned my attention back to Morales. I was pleased to see my action had the desired effect I was hoping for as his lust-filled gaze was now focused on my crotch. I arched my back, the movement pushing my chest almost into his arm. I watched as he swallowed heavily and a light sheen of perspiration glittered above his upper lip. This was turning out to be easier than I thought.
“Yo no esperaba ver a un hombre tan fino como usted esta noche.” I said with a coy smile.
“You flatter me.” he said with a grin. “Your Spanish is very good. Where did you learn to speak it.”

“The Bronx.” I said with a laugh. “Growing up in Parkchester you either learned the language or be content to get your ass taken advantage of.”
“And what an ass it is.” he said huskily.

“Now who’s the flatterer?” I asked running my index finger in a slow circle on his knee.

He stared at me for a few long seconds before he said, “You interest me a great deal Miss Tomiko. And I’m a man who loves acquiring interesting things.”

With great effort I suppressed the urge to roll my eyes, instead opting to grace him with a wide smile.

“What do you do for a living Mr. Morales?” I asked looking at him over the rim of my wine glass.

He laughed before answering. Not a happy sound, but more of a stalling laugh one makes when they are trying to come up with a good lie.

“I’m in the global marketing business.” he replied smoothly before taking a long sip from his glass.

Uh huh. And I really want to sleep with you, I thought with disdain. Instead I regarded him with as much enthusiasm as a five year old meeting Elmo for the first time.

“Really? That sounds so intriguing.”

Carlos was hindered from replying as Marcus approached out table.

“I take it the ambiance is to your perfection?” Marcus said to Morales as he nodded in my direction.

“It is indeed.” Morales replied sending me a wide grin. “I can only hope the night will end even more perfect.”
His hand settled on my bare thigh and I as I plastered the best fake smile I could conjure up, I swallowed down the revolt that welled up inside of me. My eyes darted to Marcus and was relieved to see he was just as uncomfortable with the gesture as I was. The muscles in his neck were bulging even though his outward appearance was calm. Then in a tight, even voice he said, “I hate to interrupt, but I need to speak with Tomiko on a business matter.”
“Please excuse me Carlos.” I said politely as I stood up, making his hand fall away from my leg. “I won’t be long.”

He sent me a leering grin and raised his glass to me in a salute.

I followed Marcus to back to the bar area and let go of the breath I had been holding. He took out his cell phone and did the same routine as earlier to scramble the signal.
“Ferrari is en route to the meet point. We leave in a few minutes. Do you remember what you have to do?”

I nodded reluctantly as a feeling of dread washed over me. “Are you sure this plan is going to work?”

“No.” he answered flatly. “But with Ferrari making a guest appearance we have no other choice.

I shot him a pensive look.

“I’ll be near you the whole time.” he reassured. Then with a smile in his voice he said, “Don’t chicken out on me now.”
I narrowed my eyes at him. “Are you challenging me?”

He smile. “Always. It’s one of the reasons you hate me.”

“I don’t hate you.”

“You don’t like me either.”

“Not my fault.”

“Smart ass.” he growled and turned the phone off. “We leave in five minutes.”

I watched his retreating back and wondered just who the real Marcus Grant was. No doubt a complex man with secrets he kept buried deep within his soul. But just what was he hiding? Hopefully we would get out of this operation alive so I could find out, because from the looks of things we would have to rely heavily on fate tonight rather than Tyler and his SWAT team.

