Nothing To Prove

I sat staring blankly at the computer screen while my thoughts ran rampant. Snippets of earlier events played over and over again in the confines of my mind, and a wary sigh escaped my lips.
“Wanna talk about it?” Bryan asked from where he sat opposite me.

“No.”

“It might help sort things out.”

“Hmmm.”

“Correct me if I’m wrong, but my suspicions tell me that it involves a man.”
I stared blankly at him.

“It involves a man whom you’re attracted too. A man you won’t mind having wild monkey sex with.”

I offered him no encouragement, but was slightly touched at his humorous effort.
“Well?”
“Well what?”

“Am I right?”

I rolled my eyes at him and continued my discarded search in the IAFIS database.

The Integrated Automated Fingerprint Identification System was a national fingerprint and criminal history system maintained by the FBI, Criminal Justice Information Services Division. 

In the late 90’s the FBI formed a partnership with the law enforcement community to revitalize the fingerprint identification process, leading to the development of the IAFIS. 
As a result of submitting fingerprints electronically, agencies received electronic responses to criminal ten-print fingerprint submissions within two hours and within 24 hours for civil fingerprint submissions.
“I’m right.” he said with a chuckle. “Don’t worry partner, whatever you decide the outcome is going to be the same. Severe mental distress.”

I cut my eyes to him. “Gee thanks for the vote of confidence.”

“Don’t mention it.” he said with a mischievous grin. “That’s what I’m here for.”
I turned back to the screen, only to be distracted once again by the memories from a few days ago.

We had just finished arresting Carlos Morales and Arnaldo Ferrari, along with several other members of the Le Imprese and Los Asesinos gangs. The takedown was a textbook classic, and as the SWAT team and NYPD detectives from the joint task team did their job of collecting and preserving key pieces of evidence, I was whisked away to a nearby ambulance by Hawkins, Newton and Bryan. As I climbed into a van two paramedics rushed over and started unloading their kits.

“What’s this?” I asked trying to keep my annoyance in check as my gaze moved from Bryan to Hawkins.

“Precautions.” Bryan said. “You got kind of roughed up in there.”

One of the paramedics produced a maroon blanket and proceeded to drape it over my shoulders.

“So?” I argued as I wrapped the blanket tightly around me, more for hiding the view of my exposed body parts than for the warmth. “I’ve been through worse. So I got a little man-handled when SWAT stormed the building, but I’m fine.” 
Blank stares greeted me.

“For the record, “ I stated loudly, “I would like to say that you guys are a bunch of chauvinists. Grant got the brunt of the attack, but I don’t see you guys bullying him into being checked out.”
“We don’t give a fuck about him.” Hawkins said vehemently. “We care about you. So humor our overprotective asses and let these guys check you out.”

“I’m fine!” I all but screamed. “That’s the nature of the job. Hey! Come near me again with that pressure band and you’ll be wearing it...internally.”
“Carter let the people do their job.” Newton, the voice of reason, said as I sent a death glare to one of the paramedics.

“How about letting me do my job?” I snapped as my temper spiked. “I didn’t become an agent to be protected and coddled. Hey! I told you to back the fuck up with that thing!”

“Carter, please.” Bryan pleaded as he rubbed his brow in frustration. “It would only take a few minutes. You’re covered in bruises as is, at least let them give you some Advil or something.”
“I don’t need Advil Anderson.” I said hotly as I pulled the blanket tightly around me and hastily made my way out of the ambulance. “ What I need to do is get Grant’s statement before he gets released. You know he’s going to go underground until all this blows over. No telling when he’ll appear again, and we need his statement to make our case.”
“It’s being handled Carter.” Bryan tried to reassure.

“Handled? By whom?”

I craned my neck and peered around at the Emergency Response vehicles.

FBI vehicles, NYPD squad cars and throngs of law enforcement personnel....no Marcus.

I did however spot Tyler talking to one of the Field Supervisors. When his team had stormed in he was the closest to Marcus. My last memory of the two of them was Tyler’s size 12’s pinning Marcus to the ground, with his MP5 jammed between his shoulder blades. After that, all hell broke loose when Carlos Morales tried to take me hostage, and proceeded to put me in a choke hold with his 9mm pressed against my temple. Too bad he didn’t know who was really in control of the situation at that moment. His rude awakening came in the form of me stomping on his foot with my 4” spiked heel and my elbow ramming into his ribcage. That didn’t seem to deter him in the least, because he managed to grab a handful of my hair and yanked me forcefully to him. 
Pain exploded in my head and it took all the strength I had not to scream out. But I wasn’t deterred. A few months ago I was attacked by a man, who we later found out was a police captain, in a motel room off the New Jersey Turnpike.  Spoonish was three times my height and weight, but my survival instincts were on high and I managed to escape the room before he could bash my head in with a baseball bat. 

Morales’ brutality was mild in comparison of what I went through with Spoonish, and as I slammed my fist into the side of his neck I felt kind of felt sorry for him because I knew I was not going to let up until one of us was unconscious or dead. Caught off guard he staggered backwards giving me enough room to kick the gun out of his hand and delivering a bone-crunching uppercut to his jaw. He dropped like a wet bag of sand onto the floor just as four members of the SWAT team converged on him; two of them stepped on his hands while the other two simultaneously kicked him in the ribs. Passed out or not, that had to hurt. 
I was about to go find Marcus, when Tyler’s eyes made contact with mine. I enthusiastically waved him over.

“Are you alright?” he asked as he approached me, his voiced filled with concern.

“”I’ll live. Do you know where Grant is?”

“Why?” he asked skeptically. “And if I did, you’re in no condition right now to be seeing anyone except a doctor. There’s a huge lump on your forehead.”
I sent him a wry look. “I’m in no mood for you to play Mother Hen right now Santoni. Do or don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

He stared at me irksomely while pressing his lips together. I knew this look. It was always followed by.....wait for it...
“Stop being irrational.”

Bingo! I win a prize!

I pulled the blanket tighter around me. “I’m not irrational. All I asked was where Grant was.”

His gazed racked over my blanket-clad body, then over to the waiting paramedics. “You need to be checked out by these guys.”

I suppressed a groan of frustration. “I will. Right after I talk to Grant.”
“Just tell her where he is.” Bryan intervened with a sigh in his voice. “You know she’s not going to let up until she gets her way.”

I gave Tyler a pointed look as if to say “This man knows what he’s talking about.”
He regarded me for a few seconds before he said, “He’s already giving a statement.”

“What!” I screamed angrily. “Giving a statement to whom? Nobody is supposed to debrief Grant but me.”
Four stoic faces peered back at me. They all knew the procedure for taking a confidential informant’s statement; especially if the informant was present and instrumental in capturing the wanted suspects, and yet still they were willing to conveniently let that rule slide. Not only would Marcus’s life be in danger if his statements were to be misfiled, but it could jeopardize every case he gave us information on, and could result in some convictions being overturned.
I took a deep, calming breath and let it out slowly as I tried to get my anger under control, only to realize that I would need a few more breaths in order for me to function in a reasonable manner.
“Where. Is. He.” I managed to say in what I thought was a convincingly calm tone.

They all looked at each other; silent communication passing between them before Bryan said “Come on. I’ll take you to him.”

“Thank you.” I muttered.

Tyler was staring at me with his blank mask firmly in place. I brushed past him without meeting his eyes and followed Bryan to the far end of the street to a stark white trailer.
“Who’s he with?” I asked as I reached for the handle of the door.

“McHenry.” Bryan answered.

Disbelief surged up wildly in me. “McHenry! You put a fucking rookie with my C.I.?

Bryan looked at me apologetically, but said nothing.

I yanked the door open and stomped up the stairs as fast as I could in my 4” heels.

The sight that greeted me sent the blood rushing to my already aching head. Marcus was seated in a straight back chair with a bunched up wad of paper towels, spotted with bright red blood, pressed against his forehead. He was looking at McHenry with controlled agitation, as McHenry yelled some asinine threat at him.

“What the fuck is this?!” I roared as I made my way into the trailer.

“Agent Carter.” McHenry exclaimed, clearly surprised by my outburst. Marcus however visibly relaxed, and he leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees.

“Get him out of here.” I said to Bryan who was taking in the scene from the steps of the trailer.

“Agent Carter I was just.....” McHenry began to explain as he got up and crossed the room towards me.

I put my hand up in a stop motion. “Get. Out.”

“But I was....”

I was trying to keep a tight reign on the fragile thread that was keeping my anger from erupting, but I knew if he said one more word it was going to snap.

“Anderson.” I growled.

“Come on McHenry.” Bryan said, “You might want to consider this as me saving your life.”

“Anderson, can you send a paramedic in here?” I instructed more than asked as McHenry brushed past me. “It seems our rookie here forgot the first rule of interrogating a confidential informant. He’s worth more to us alive, than dead.”
“That would be helpful.” Bryan said with a chuckle.
I waited for the audible click of the door being shut before I approached Marcus. His head was still bent, with the paper towel wad pressed tightly to his forehead.

I sat down in the chair McHenry had vacated and pulled it up close to his.

“Let me see.” I said as I reached and removed his hand. Surprisingly, he let go of the blood-soaked wad without protest. 
As I pulled away the make-shift bandage I was greeted by a deep, angry looking gash, that was at least an inch and a half in length, and was oozing blood at a relatively alarming speed.

“Shit.” I breathed fiercely and proceeded to press the paper towels back in place in an effort to try and slow the bleeding down.

“Tilt your head back.” I instructed as I pushed Marcus lightly into a reclining position.

His skin looked clammy, and his eyes were closed. His mouth was drawn into a tight line, and I knew it was because he was fighting back the pain.
“You don’t look so good Grant.” I said hoping that if I talked to him it would keep him from slipping into unconsciousness.

He let out a rough laugh. “That could be the nicest thing you’ve said to me all night Princess.”

“Shut up and save your strength. The paramedics should be here soon.”

“You know, this is the second time I’ve had my headed busted up because of you.” he said in a slur-filled voiced.

I felt an uneasiness creep up inside me. I really didn’t want to have this conversation with him. But if it kept him awake, then I was just going to have to suck it up and go with the flow. 

“In my defense I would like to say that in both times I’m sure you deserved it.” I countered.
Marcus was silent for a beat before he said, “Maybe. The only difference here is that the first time you were running from me after it happened. I almost peed myself when I saw you burst through that door just now. You looked like an angry, maroon angel coming to my rescue.”

I glanced down at my blanket-clad body and suppressed a smile. “You’re lucky I showed up. McHenry would’ve let your sorry ass bleed to death.”
“I don’t think luck had anything to do with it.” he said softly as he stared at me with a knowing look in his eyes.

The moment was a bit too intense and emotional for me, and I intentionally pressed harder on his forehead.

“Ouch!”

“That’s for talking bullshit Grant. Now shut up. How did this happen anyway?”

“When your boy and his troopers stormed in and pushed me to the ground my head smacked against an edge of one of the gun cases.”

“And Santoni didn’t see you bleeding?” I asked in a disgusted tone.

“He was too busy watching you bust up Morales. Which from what I saw while laying on the ground was kinda hot. Ow! Take it easy will ya.”

“Sorry. Got lost in some emotion there.” I said with a tight smile.
“Yeah right.” he groaned.

The door to the trailer opened, and the paramedics who had tried to administer aid to me earlier walked in. They stopped in their tracks and gave me a dubious look.
“Hey guys. It’s not me. It’s him.” I said giving them a tight, apologetic smile.

“And her too.” came a voice from behind them.

Tyler. Arrrrggggg!!!

He stood just outside the door, on the stairs, looking like a G.I. Joe action figure.

“Don’t listen to him. I’m perfectly fine.” I argued, getting out of the way as one of the paramedics came over and started to attend to Marcus’s head.

“That bump on your head says differently.” Tyler said.

I glowered at him, which only intensified the throbbing that was going on in my head. “Don’t you have work to do?”
“Why are you being so stubborn about this Carter? It’s obvious you’re in pain. You’re covered in fucking bruises from head to toe.”

I looked down at my exposed legs and could see quite a few bruises on my shins and calves. There was a long scratch that started from my ankle, and curved and stopped by my knee cap. It wasn’t hurting now, but I knew that once it began to scab over, it would pull and itch like crazy. I let a sigh. Oh well, all in a day’s work.
“Princess let them check you out.” Marcus said from behind me.

“No one’s talking to you Grant.” I said stiffly. “I’m the lead agent here. A fact that everyone seems to be blatantly ignoring. And until I’m satisfied that all protocols and procedures have been met, I say what gets done here. I’m fed up with everyone trying to take control and treating me like some fragile china doll. It’s highly annoying and pissing me the fuck off!”
Tyler glared at me. “You can’t take care of anything if you’re passed out, or lying in a hospital room unconscious from a concussion, because your pride won’t let you take five minutes to get some medical help. There’s nothing to prove here Carter. You’re a good agent. A fact that you’ve shown time and time again. But being a good agent doesn’t mean you have to be the hero all the damn time, and I know you’re not showing off because you want Grant to think you’re some kind of Wonder Woman.”
Okay. That stung. And was far from the truth. Or was it?
“Are you done?” I asked stonily as I fought to keep my emotions at bay.

He gave me a wry look.

“Good. Because neither your position nor your pay grade has any authority on what I do or prove in this situation. Now, if you’ll excuse me I have a C.I. to debrief.”
Surprisingly, I felt no emotion when I slammed the door in his face.

I was keenly aware that all movement in the trailer had stopped. I turned around slowly, and was greeted by three frowning faces.
“Is there a problem here?” I asked snidely.

Marcus was the first to speak. “You know, as talented as I think these guys are, I don’t think they can bring you back from the dead. Plus, you know you’re being stubborn. Wonder Bread is right. You have nothing to prove here.”
“Can you slap a bandage on his mouth too while you’re at it?” I asked as I dropped myself heavily into a nearby chair. The night was beginning to take its toll, and a wave of weariness washed over me.

I looked on with mild interest as Marcus’s cut was cleaned and bandaged, all the while running questions through my head on what I had to ask him for my report. My head felt like it wanted to fall off my body, and I closed my eyes trying to will the pain away.

I must have drifted off for a few seconds because I jerked awake when I heard Marcus’s voice.

“Can you leave me a few bandages, antiseptic and some painkillers?” he was asking one of the paramedics as they packed up to leave.
The guy nodded and deposited the requested items onto a nearby chair.

With great effort I got up and escorted them to the door, locking it behind them. 
God knew I wasn’t in the mood for more mother-henning from any more members of my team.

“Sit.” Marcus ordered as I made my way back to him.
“I don’t want....”

Like a jungle cat he sprang up, and with both hands on my shoulders pushed me into a chair.

“Hey!”

He knelt in front of me and began taking off my stilettos. 

“What are you doing?” I asked as I tried to wiggle my foot from his grasp.

One of his big hands settled on my calf and squeezed down firmly.

“Unlike Wonder Bread Princess, I know your parents phone number. And if I remembered correctly, you hate it when your mother gets up in your business. God forbid she receives a call from none other than Marcus Grant, informing her that her daughter had been beaten up by a drug dealer and is refusing medical treatment. Poor woman would be out of her damn mind. She just might take a longer leave of absence than the one she took when you got shot in the back.”

“What did you say?” I asked incredulously. “How did you know I got shot in the back?”

“Word gets around the old neighborhood Princess.” Marcus said smugly. 
“Are you threatening me?” I asked as I glared angrily at him, trying at the same time to tamp down the delicious shivers running up my leg from where his hand was.

He stared boldly back at me. “Yes.”

With a grunt of frustration I tried unsuccessfully to yank my leg way again.

Still holding my gaze and leg, he reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a sleek looking black phone. He punched a series of buttons onto the keypad and then held the screen up for me to see. There, in bold script, was my parents’ names, address and phone number. My heart lurched. Admitting defeat was not a pill I swallowed lightly.
“I hate you.” I said sulkily and slouched lower in the chair.
“I know.” Marcus said as he snapped the phone shut. “But if that hate is going to get some antiseptic on your scrapes and some painkillers into your body, then I’ll take what I can get.”

I shot him a disgusted look, but said nothing. For the next five minutes I stayed completely silent...and in a mild state of arousal, as I watched him expertly administer to the scrapes and bruises on my legs. I drew the line though when he gestured for me to take the blanket off to get to the bruises on my upper body, but politely took his offering of two Advil and a Dixie cup of water.

“Thank you.” I mumbled almost incoherently before I popped the pills into my mouth.
“You’re welcome.” he said, shooting me a quick smile before getting up and disposing of the remaining medical supplies.

I watched him as he moved. You would have thought that a bandage covering most of his forehead would take away some of his sex appeal, but in fact it did just the opposite. I tried not to stare at the way his muscles bunched underneath his jacket as he turned and threw the empty antiseptic packages away, and was fiercely irritated with my lack of self-control as I wondered what those muscles would feel like naked against my skin.

Oh my God! What the hell was wrong with me? Lusting after a C.I. Worse! Lusting after Marcus! That was just tacky. Not to mention completely insane and juvenile.

I cleared my throat noisily.

“Shall we begin?” I asked as I tried to distract myself by getting up and looking for something to write with in order to take his statement. The sooner this was done, the sooner I would be able to go home, throw myself on my bed, and lose myself in the unconscious bliss of sleep. Because God only knew that reality was working against my sanity tonight.
After shifting a few papers around on the fold up table, that doubled as a desk in the trailer, I found what I was look for.

“Let’s get....” I started as I turned around to face Marcus, only to see a very up close view of his broad and powerful chest.

“What are you....”

The words died on my lips as he engulfed me in a tight hug.

“Thank you for being here tonight.” he breathed as he buried his face in my hair.

“It was the first time in years I felt like if someone cared.”

“Marcus I......”

“Shhhh.”

“But....”

“Just let me have this Marissa.” he said in a low, fierce voice. “Just let me have this moment.”

I was too stunned by the mere fact that he called me by my name to voice any objections. And in light of that fact, I did the only thing that was necessary at that time.
“Okay.” I said and wrapped my arms around him.

