Make A Wish—Part 2

Marcus turned slowly around on his stool. “Well if it isn’t Wonder Bread. Gonna hit me like a girl again if I don’t leave?”

“Marcus…” I said in a cautionary tone.

“No, this time I think I’ll leave you with more permanent damage.” Tyler growled as his face darkened with fury.

Marcus let out a dry chuckle, but malice flashed in his eyes. He set his drink carefully down on the bar countertop and stood. Head to head him and Tyler were the same height, but Marcus had a broader shoulder width which made him seem larger.

They stared at each other, not even bothering to hide the hatred between them. Marcus’s goons flanked him on both sides; their gazes mimicked their boss’s. No doubt they were armed with God knows what. And knowing the type of people associated with Marcus, I knew they wouldn’t hesitate to kill.  Movement in the bar stopped, and all eyes were focused on them. 
The last time they clashed I ended up in Burger’s office getting yelled at for two hours, before being sent away with a verbal warning along with the promise of “more extreme consequences” if it were to happen again.

God forbid they got into it and ended up wrecking the bar...and my professional reputation; which judging from Burger’s tongue-lashing, I’m pretty sure was on pretty shaky ground now.

I would probably get thirty days on the street with no pay pending an investigation. No thank you.
I stepped between them, placing my hand on Marcus’s chest. I had no idea why I touched him and not Tyler. Maybe it was because I knew he was the more volatile of the two, and unlike Tyler, where Marcus came from there were no rules in battle. It was either kill or be killed, no questions asked. His muscles bunched underneath my hand making me very aware of the power he could unleash.
I looked back and forth between him and Tyler. Then in a low, firm voice I said, “If you two can’t have some kind of self control in here, then I suggest you take this outside where it belongs. Because the last thing I want to do on MY birthday is to be the pawn in your cock war. Do I make myself clear?”

More glaring at each other from both men.

“Do I make myself clear?” I said a little angrier and louder.

Marcus took a step back. “Out of respect for you Princess I’ll push this back for another day.”

A small wave of relief washed over me. I turned towards Tyler, who was still glaring at Marcus, and raised a questioning eyebrow at him.
“Another day it is.” he said sourly. He then turned and walked off to where the rest of the guys stood watching.
My hand dropped away from Marcus’s chest. I watched as he sat back down slowly on the barstool and picked up his drink again. His bodyguards went back to standing behind him; their faces still twisted in masks of petulance.
“To you Princess.” he said raising his glass to me, “Here’s to many more birthdays and happy memories.”

“None of which would be thanks to you.” I bit out.

A small, almost sad, smile tugged at his lips before he took a sip from the glass. Kat, who was a couple of stools away from all the action, was taking in the events with wide eyes as they unfolded. 
Her face was a mask of concentration, and her eyes held a hundred questions. She kept looking at Marcus and then me, and I knew she was trying to figure out what his role was in my life. My interrogation would come later.

I felt someone come up close behind me. Thinking that Tyler had changed his mind and had come back I whirled around, only to see Bryan looking at me with concerned eyes.
“You need me to do clean up?’ he asked as he flicked a glance at Marcus.

Hmmm...did I?

“No, I got this.” I said, hoping that I really did.

He rubbed my arm up and down in a supportive gesture then walked off.

No doubt the office will be buzzing about this tomorrow. I mentally tried to calculate how many vacation days I had left, but squelched the thought when I remembered I had a thirty-day review of all my cases coming up in two days. Urggggg!!!

I needed to nip this in the butt. But how was I going to get Marcus out of here without causing a scene?
“Can I talk to you? Outside?” I asked.
He gave me an assessing look. “Hmmm...you have that look in your eyes. Trying to get rid of me so soon or cover up the fact that we have some kind of relationship?”

“I have nothing to hide when it comes to you. Outside. Now.” I said stone-faced before I made my way to the front door.
Once outside I began to pace and took a few deep breaths to calm my nerves. It was beautiful June night, with just enough of a light breeze to chase the humidity away. My heels clicked rhythmically on the concrete as I tried to make sense of the events that took place tonight. I had sex in the bathroom with Tyler. Sex! On the sink countertop! What the hell was I thinking? Someone could’ve walked in and seen us. What the hell was wrong with me?
Then to top it off Marcus had shown up. Why? I didn’t believe for a minute it was to wish me a happy birthday like he had said. There was always motive with Marcus. Always.

A minute later he strolled out slowly with the Hulk twins right behind him.

“Lose the muscle Grant.” I said trying to hold back the frustration in my voice. I wanted this to be a private conversation because what I needed to say I didn’t need extra ears listening in.
“Not happening Princess.” he said with a small shake of his head. “Had a little too much action a few days ago. My guys stay.”

“Someone tried to take you out?” I asked with a frown. “Drive by?”

“My, my, are you worried about my well-being?” he teased with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.
“What happened?”

“Nothing that hasn’t happened before. I’m kinda hard to kill.”

“Not funny.”

And it wasn’t. As much as I didn’t like him I didn’t want him dead. He was no good to me dead. Dead men were lousy informants.
“Don’t say things like that Princess, I might begin to think that you like me.” he said with a smirk.
I rolled my eyes at him. “Look, how about this? We take a walk around the block and your goons can follow a few feet behind.”
He pressed his lips together and looked thoughtful for a few seconds. “No. How about we stand right here and you can tell me what’s on your mind?”

“Wow...whatever happened a few days ago must have really spooked you.” I said. “This is a first. Was it the Bloods?”

He stayed silent.

“Crips?”

More silence.

“The Latin Kings?”

I studied him more carefully. His face revealed nothing, and his stance was relaxed and casual, but I could feel some kind of underlying tension radiating off of him.
“I thought you said you wanted to talk to me.” he said, clearly changing the subject.

Very interesting. This was the first time he had avoided answering any type of questioning. I would let it slide...for now.
“Yeah, I wanted to talk to you about Tyler.”

“White boy can kiss my black ass for all I care.”

“Look, I really don’t care what issues you two have with each other, but I’ll appreciate it if you didn’t bring it around my other colleagues. Word gets around fast in the Bureau, and that bullshit you two pulled in there is going to bite me in the ass somehow.”

“Since when you gave a shit what people thought?” he asked.

“Since I’m looking out for my future. Being a street agent for twenty years is not what I have planned for the rest of my career.”
“And what are your plans?”

“Nothing that includes you that’s for sure.” I snorted.

“Ouch.”

“Look I’m not asking you to lose the battle. I just want you to avoid it. Showing up here tonight unannounced wasn’t necessary. You could’ve called and arranged a meeting or something.”

“So what you’re saying is I should be the bigger man and all that bullshit?”

“Something like that.”

He studied me for a few seconds, and I knew he was contemplating the pros and the cons of my proposal.

“I’ll try to see what I can do.” he finally said.

“Don’t try. Do.”

“We’ll see.”

Yep. Same old Marcus. Never one to agree to anything unless he was one hundred percent sure. Good philosophy though in his line of business.

An awkward silence surrounded us, and my gazed shifted to his bodyguards who stood facing the street; their gazes actively surveying the surrounding areas.
“So, you’re really not going to tell me why you need the extra muscle?” I asked.
“As much as I like you Princess you’re still a Fed. The enemy. You’re bound by a moral and legal code that doesn’t exist in my world. So I guess the answer to your question is no.” 
I glared at him. “I will find out.”

“No doubt you will. But by that time what you thought you knew will no longer be relevant. That’s just the flow of the streets.”

I sent him a pointed look. “Is that your polite way of telling me to keeping my nose out of your damn business?”

“It’s my way of telling you that what’s floating around in the dark corners of the street will cut off more than your nose.” he said with an edge to his voice.

“I can take care of myself.”

“No doubt. But it never hurts to be extra careful.”

Something had definitely happened to make him this cautious. What wasn’t he telling me? My gaze roamed his body and then I saw it. Why didn’t I notice it before?
I took a step towards him and closed the gap between us. Then in a soft voice I said, “You got hurt didn’t you? No wonder you’re moving around so carefully.” 
Something flashed in his eyes before he reeled it in, and I knew that I had hit my mark.

“Show me.” I said pinning him with my gaze.

His face remained blank but a gamut of emotions permeated his eyes before he looked away.

“Not here.” he said growled.

A feeling of slight panic and concern filled me much to my surprise, and a dizzying array of questions swarmed around my brain. How badly was he hurt? Who had done this to him? What had he done to them?
He must have sensed my internal curiosity because he reached out and stroked my cheek in what looked like a comforting gesture. To me it felt more like a distraction and I stepped out of his reach.

“Let’s go back inside.” I said as I started to walk past him. “It’s not safe out here with you being a target and all.”

His hand shot out and grabbed my arm. “This is where we say goodnight.”

I started to protest but he said. “It’s your birthday. Take off the superwoman cloak for tonight and just be the birthday girl.”

“Did this have anything to do with that Columbian tip you gave me last week?” I pressed on.

“Another day for this Princess. Just go back inside and enjoy your party.” he said as he released my arm.

“Tell me. If it was, I can arrange to put you in a safe house until after the indictments are to be handed down.” 

Never let it be said that I wasn’t persistent.
“Don’t do me any favors.” he snapped. 
Frustration and anger surged through me. “I didn’t mean...”

“Later.” he said as he brushed past me and began walking up the street with Hulk One and Hulk Two bringing up the rear. 
I watched as one of them whipped out a cell phone and placed a call. A few seconds later, as if by magic, a black Ford Explorer pulled up in front of them. The back door opened and Marcus hoisted himself up into it. Even from a distance I saw him wince before he disappeared into the cab of the vehicle.
My curiosity and stubbornness got the better of me and I took off running down the street towards the SUV. And just as one of the bodyguards was about to close the back door I pushed him out of the way and leapt into the vehicle.

To say that Marcus was surprised would’ve been an understatement. His body guard at the door stood looking at me as if I had clearly lost my mind, while the driver and the other bodyguard were turned around in their seats at the front watching me curiously.

Marcus was the first one to recover. “You don’t take direction too well do you?”

“Of course I do.” I said with a smile. “When it benefits me.”

He stared at me before throwing his head back and letting out a booming laugh. “Never a dull moment with you, is there?”
“I guess not.” I said with a shrug. “But when I need information immediately I hate to be deterred.”

“Define immediately.”

“Like right the fuck now immediately.”

A large, meaty hand settled on my arm and all my good nature evaporated.
I pinned Marcus with a hard gaze. “Tell your boy to get his hands off me right now if he wants to be able to use it in the future.”

A slow smile spread across Marcus’s face. “I’m really tempted to see you in action Princess. Something tells me it’ll be highly entertaining. Dukie here is lucky he’s so valuable to me, otherwise I would sic you on him.”

He nodded at Dukie who released his constricting grip. His other two cohorts in the front began to snicker. No doubt Dukie was in for some heckling later.

“Alright Princess I’m going to give you five minutes to ask whatever it is that’s running through your pretty little head.”

“That’s not going to take five minutes.”

“It’s all you’re going to get.”

“I could just bring you in for questioning.” I countered.

“On what grounds?”

I raised an eyebrow at him daring him to challenge me on this topic.
“Fine.” he said with a sigh. “Scoot over and let Dukie in.”
Dukie was already hoisting himself up into the cab of the SUV leaving me no choice but to shift closer to Marcus. We were pressed up thigh to thigh, and shoulder to shoulder trying to accommodate what I estimated was 250lbs of Dukie’s bulk.

“Drive.” Marcus ordered, and the vehicle took off down the street.
“Talk.” I said as I tried to make myself as small as possible without intentionally touching any body parts of Marcus’s. Damn hard to do when you’re on the pot-holed filled streets of NYC and sitting next to one of the relatives of Andre the Giant.

“That’s not a question.” Marcus said as he absently looked out the window as the cityscape whizzed by.

I rolled my eyes. No doubt he wanted to still have the upper hand here. After all I was on his turf, be it may that it was moving turf.

“Fine. How did you get shot? Walk me through the events.”
Marcus smiled. “The Bureau taught you well when it came to interrogation. Good continuation with the questioning.”

My patience was running low. “What are you my damn instructor at Quantico? Stop stalling. What happened?”

“Bad business.”
“How bad?”

“Bad enough that I ended with a 9mm aimed at me and five hundred grand short.”

“Robbery?”

“Retaliation.”

“For?”

He stared at me. His face was guarded, but his jaw muscles were ticking menacingly, as if he was trying to control what he was going to say next. Interesting.

Long seconds ticked by before he finally said, “Standing up for myself.”

I gave him a skeptical look. “Meaning what? You wouldn’t play by their rules? Or you bent the agreed upon rules?”

He turned away from me and stared out the window. “That’s a lot of questions.”

I shrugged. “No more than usual when it comes to dealing with your lifestyle.”

He made a show of looking at the Rolex on his wrist. “You’ve been gone a while Princess. People are going to be looking for you.”
“They’ll understand. I’m working.”

“It’s your birthday.”

“I’ve had thirty-two of them already Grant, trust me when I tell you it’s no big deal.”

He grinned. “Something tells me you didn’t want to have a party.”

“And something tells me that you’re trying to get out of answering anymore questions.”

We stared each other down. A battle of wills that seemed to have no end in sight until Dukie cleared his throat nervously. No doubt he’d seen his boss in a stare down before that didn’t end too well. 
Marcus cut his eyes sharply to him then back to me.

“Well?” I asked. My tone said I was going to keep digging until I was satisfied all my questions were answered.

Marcus let out a loud sigh then said “Pull over.”

The SUV slowed down then came to a complete stop. Marcus opened the door and got out, reaching for my hand at the same time.  Good thing he was holding onto it firmly because I had to practically jump down from the vehicle to the street. And seeing that I was dressed in a skirt and heels it didn’t make for the most graceful or perfectly executed exit. 

“Stay here.” he barked at Dukie who was preparing to exit also. Dukie looked a little perturbed by the order but did as he was told.
Marcus closed the door behind us and pulled me to the back of the SUV as I tried to tug my skirt back down to my knees.

“Damn Grant. Next time give a chick some warning before you try to get her to flash the whole neighborhood. Britney Spears I am not.” I huffed as I pulled my hand out of his grasp.

Suddenly he reached out and pulled me to him just as his hands began to wildly rub against my body.

“Hey!” I yelled by way of protest as I fought against him.

He brought his finger up to his lips and gave me the universal sign for “Shut the fuck up.”

My traitorous body reacted to his ministrations, and to my horror my nipples puckered into hard points. Thank God my sports bra hid the evidence from Marcus, but I couldn’t hide the deep red flush that washed over my face.

“You’re clean.” he stated and pushed me slightly away from him.

“Clean?” I asked confused. My mind was still reeling from being felt up by big, strong and very through hands.

“No wires.” he sated simply.

I rolled my eyes dramatically. “Like I really had time to slip a bug on me.”

“Can’t afford to not be too careful these days.” he said with a shrug.
“They scared you good, didn’t they?” I teased.

Marcus wasn’t up for my good nature and sent a scowl my way.

Meow.

“Why are we out here?”

“Too many ears in there.” he explained sending a nod towards the vehicle.

“Aren’t they your boys?”

“I’ve learned to trust no one but God.”

This got him a raised eyebrow. “I’m surprised you’re even religious.”
“Don’t judge a book.”

“I’m just speaking on what I know.”

“You don’t know what I’m like now.”

“From where I’m standing it’s no different from what you were sixteen years ago.” I shot back.

“I’ve changed.” he said in a low, somber voice.

“No you haven’t. You’ve just branched out into another direction.  But you’re still the same.”

He shook his head slowly. “What do I have to say to get you to see that I’m not that eighteen year old boy you knew back then?”

“Actions speak louder than words Grant.” I replied stonily. 
“Kinda hard to show you when you always run away when I get close to you.”
“Being close to you never ended in any good memories for me. You should just accept you’re always going to be the asshole in my life.”
“Ouch. Now that hurts.”

“Not as much as what you did to me.” I said through a constricted throat. I could feel the emotions welling up in me. Years of trying to push away the memories of that night seemed to fail at that point, and I could feel my eyes welling up with tears. Shit!

I took a few deep breaths trying to get my emotions under control, while Marcus stood looking at the ground, a look of resignation on his face.
Suddenly I wasn’t interested in why he had been shot. I wanted to get out of his presence as soon as I could. Maybe I should’ve listened to him and stayed at the bar with the rest of the gang. Maybe if I did I could’ve had more sex with Tyler in a broom closet or something releasing some stress. God knows I was stressed now. 
As far as birthdays went, this was the most eventful and emotional one I had ever celebrated. And truthfully I hoped I didn’t spend another one like it. I could’ve been at home, on my couch, lost in a world of Discovery Channel instead of on a semi-deserted street in Manhattan, with the city’s most notorious gang leader, trying not to have an emotional breakdown. 
Screw trying to appease people and their aspirations on celebratory functions. Next year I was spending my birthday at home. Even if I had to take the day off and lock myself in my house, the plan would be to have the most uneventful birthday ever. Celebrations and fun were overrated anyway.
“Can you take me back now?” I asked as I walked to the back door of the SUV.

“Princess I...”

“Now!”

I yanked the door opened and hoisted myself up into the cab. 

Dukie glanced my way. “Everything cool between you and the boss?”

“Fine.” I muttered as I positioned myself to make enough room for Marcus.

“You don’t look fine.” he said.

I glared at him.

Marcus slid in next to me and closed the door. “Back to the bar.” he ordered.

The vehicle was silent, with the exception of a softly played rap song that was coming out of the speakers at the front. The tension between Marcus and I hung thickly in the air, and Dukie kept shooting curious glances my way.
Five minutes later we pulled up to the bar and Marcus got out letting me out.

“Later.” I muttered as I brushed past him.

His hand shot out and grasped my arm, and before the curse words could tumble out of my mouth he said, “I’m sorry.”

My breath caught in my throat. “For what?”

“For being the asshole in your life.” he said softly.

My mouth fell open, but nothing came out. Our gazes locked and held, and things not said out loud were communicated with emotion.

“Mare!” Kat screamed from behind me, making me jump out of my daze. “Where have you been?”

Marcus let go of my arm and I took a step back, needing to put as much distance as I could between us.

“I’ve been looking all over for you.” Kat gushed as she walked up to me. She regarded Marcus with cool eyes. No doubt I was going to be thoroughly questioned later on.

“I...I had to talk to Mr. Grant about...some things.” I explained lamely.

“Umm hmm.” Kat said. “Come on. They’re waiting on you to cut the cake.”

She tugged on my arm. I turned to Marcus and raised my hand in a goodbye gesture.

To my surprise he leaned down and whispered in my ear. “Happy Birthday again Princess. Don’t forget to make a wish.”

He kissed my cheek, then turned and walked back to the SUV. 

A slow smile spread across my face. Actions did speak louder than words.

