Unfixable

I’m a firm believer that everyone should be given a fair chance to explain their actions before being judged. However, there were always exceptions to the rule. One exception was Larry White. 
Scumbag extraordinaire and overall general asshole he was at the top of my shit list for that day. It wasn’t because he was the ring leader of a child pornography ring in Vermont, which recruited/kidnapped girls as young as nine from villages in Mexico, it wasn’t because he forced the girls into commercial prostitution, nor was it because he and his partner Fernando Leon even sold the girls to other pedophiles, brokering the entire deal on a notorious child pornography website. 
No, it was none of these reasons. I would deal with him severely for all those things later, but right now he was making me do the one thing I hated doing. Running at top speed on the streets of New York City at rush hour. 
I hated running. I didn’t do it often unless I was away at some training camp, or for my yearly physical. Usually, my colleagues of the NYPD did the legwork while I did the paperwork. So to unexpectantly have to be chasing after someone on a windy and cold January afternoon was not my idea of a good day at the office. Plus my sports bra was almost about to give out, my legs were beginning to burn and my lungs felt like they were ready to explode. I really hated running. 

Bryan and I had spotted White going down into the subway on Lexington Ave. purely by coincidence as we were coming back from interviewing a witness on another case we were working on. When we tried to approach White as he was about to go down into the subway he got a crazy look in his eye and began to run down the street. We took off after him. Bryan stayed back a little to call in for backup, but I knew he was somewhere behind me giving chase as we dodge surprised and annoyed pedestrians along the packed sidewalks.
White was a block ahead of me, his arms pumped furiously as he ran at top speed; knocking people down who got in his way. Luckily I had worn jeans and sneakers that day so keeping him in my sights was easy on my feet, but beginning to be brutal on my lungs. White had been alluding capture for the past three months. Always, it seemed, two steps ahead of the various law enforcement departments that were out looking for him. There was no way he was going to get away from me today. I sucked in a deep breath and used the oxygen to spurn on my muscles to move faster. He made sudden left turn, but crashed into an oncoming DHL messenger with a metal cart. The force of the impact sent White and the DHL guy sprawling and rolling onto the sidewalk. As I ran up closer to the scene I could see White already scrambling to his feet.

“Stay where you are White! FBI!” I screamed uselessly as I tried to make my feet move faster.

“Fuck you bitch!” he screamed as he took off.

Now why did he have to go and say that? Wasn’t it bad enough he had me running and dodging people on the street? Wasn’t it bad enough that he had my legs burning with pain and feeling like they were about to fall off my body?
“Fucking bitch!” he shouted over his shoulder as he continued to run.
An emotion I would later recognize as rage bubbled up in me. I was determined to put an end to this bullshit. I sucked in another deep breath and pumped my arms faster. White must have gotten hurt when he fell because it looked like he was slowing down...or maybe I was speeding up. Whatever the case was, I was suddenly close enough to almost grab him.
I could hear Bryan behind me yelling at me to “Don’t lose him! Grab him!”

I reached out to try and grab the back of his jacket but my hand fell short. I grunted as a wave of pain shot through me. I tried to make the grab again, but all I grabbed was air.

Okay, fuck this, I thought angrily, and literally sprang into action. 
I made a jump for it and smacked hard into White’s back. The impact caught him off guard and we crashed onto the sidewalk. He broke my fall, but my shoulder still bounced off the sidewalk painfully. Somehow I got my arms around his neck and put him in a choke hold. He made a few gagging noises but did not let up on his struggle. 
“FBI! You’re under arrest!” I said through clenched teeth as I held on with all my strength.
“Fuck you cunt!” he growled angrily and rolled over, pinning me half way beneath him. 
A crowd began to gather around us, and as I struggled to get the upper hand with White I was fearful that if he got away he would more than likely take anyone of these people hostage. I had no idea if he was armed, but if he was I was going make it as impossible as I could for him to get to his weapon.
I wrapped my free leg around his waist, anchoring myself to him then I punched him right above his ear. He yelled out in pain and I used his disoriented state to jerk my body upwards and rolled myself on top of him.
“FBI! You’re under arrest!” I said again as I reached behind my back to get my handcuffs.

“Fucking bitch!” White screamed and before I knew it his hands were around my neck quickly cutting off my circulation.

I grabbed at his hands frantically  and tried to get my fingers around his, but he was holding on too tight. I was struggling to stay conscious. Little black dots were beginning to dance in front my face and I was making loud, empty gasping sounds.
“He’s choking her!” I heard a woman scream. “Let go of her you asshole!”

A large red tote bag came flying out of nowhere and struck White in the head. His expression turned from rage to stunned in a matter of seconds. The bag came at his head again, and this time it knocked him out cold. His hands fell away from my neck and I sucked in huge gulps of precious air. 
I looked up to see a petite Latino woman with an angry expression on her face. This was the red tote bag owner. In fact most of her was red. Her hair, her lipstick, her coat, her hat and her boots. She was the proverbial Woman in Red.
“Lady you okay?” she asked, her hands raised above her head as if she was waiting for White to utter a sound before she struck him again.
I nodded weakly, then gasped out. “Thank you.”

Brian came running up to the scene. “Jesus Carter! What the hell happened?”

Still breathing heavily I took the handcuffs anchored in my waist band and snapped them on White, then got up on shaky legs.

“The public happened.” I said to Bryan as I bent at the waist trying to catch my breath. I gestured at the Woman in Red. “This lady save me from being strangled.”

Bryan flashed her his most brilliant smile. “Thanks for saving my partner.”

She blushed. Nothing new when Bryan high-beamed that smile on women. Two NYPD patrol cars pulled up and Bryan went over to update them on the situation.

She turned to me. “You got a sexy partner lady. You doing him?”

Maybe it was the lack of oxygen I had suffered earlier, but I didn’t understand what she was talking about. “Doing him?”

She waggled her eyebrows and made a back and forth motion with her fist. “You know? Doing him. Cause if you’re not I sure could get me a piece of that.”

Oh dear. 
Two officers came over  and hauled up a daze White off of the sidewalk and escorted him to their patrol car.
“Uhmm...I’m not doing anything with him.” I said as I straightened up. “He’s sort of in a relationship right now.”
“Is it a serious relationship?” she pressed on.

For a few seconds I was lost in a Twilight Zone moment as I couldn’t believe that here I was recently being choked out, only to be saved by a tiny Latino superwoman who now had the hots for my partner. Stranger things had happened I guess.

“Errr....as serious as a gay relationship can be I guess.” I said with a shrug.

“He’s gay?” she gasped.
The disappointment was dripping off of her.

“Yeah.” I said nodding my head sympathetically. “The cute ones always are.”

Bryan was going to owe me big time for this. Here I was cock-blocking Miss Red Tote for him. But then again, maybe I should hook him up with her seeing as she saved my life and all. One good deed did deserve another.
“But he’s not gay all the time.” I injected. “He’s bisexual.”

“Hmmm.” she said thoughtfully as she cast a glance at Bryan talking to one of the patrolmen. “Does he like Latinas?”

Did he? But this was Bryan we were talking about. He liked any kind of woman. “Latinas are his favorite.” I said with a smile.

She let out an excited squeal. “Can you put in a good word for me? Hook me up and stuff?”

Oh boy. Was I a dead woman or what? I should’ve let White strangled me, because when Bryan found out what I had done strangulation would’ve been a much better option for what he was going to do to me.

“I’ll see what I can do.” I said. I took her name, address and phone number down, then handed her one of my business cards.

“Thanks again for helping me...” I looked at the card I wrote her name down on “Massiel. You really went above and beyond. One of the officers will come over and take your statement soon.”
She blushed. “Just doing my part. We see this kind of thing in the Bronx all the time.”

No kidding.

I waved her off and went to join Bryan. I found him standing outside the patrol car reading White his rights and I suppressed an eye-roll. Assholes like White didn’t deserve any courtesies. 
“Do you understand these rights?” Bryan asked.

White kept his gaze forward and said nothing.

Bryan and I looked at each other and shrugged.

“Do you need an ambulance?” he asked as he glanced worriedly at my throat.

“No. I’m going recover just fine. How bad is it?”

He moved my coat collar and surveyed the damage. “Lots bruising and redness, and from my past experience being strangled I’ll say your throat is going to be sore for the next few days. Might even be swollen too.”

I grimaced. “This was totally not how my day was supposed to turn out.”

Bryan nudged me playfully. “You know you love it. And just think of the paperwork that’s going to be waiting for you when you write out the report for this.”

Great. Just fucking great. At least there’ll be one thing out of this whole mess that would make me smile.

“I have a present for you.” I said.

“What?”

I held out the card to him.

“Who’s Massiel?”

“Your lady in red. She asked if you liked Latinas. It seems she has a thing for white, bisexual, hot, FBI agents.”

“Bisexual?”

“I may have told her you were in a serious gay relationship, but you’re not gay all the time.” I gave him my best innocent look and tried to keep a straight face.

He glared at me. “You told her I was gay?”
“Not all the time.”

Bryan threw his hands up in he air and ran a hand over his sort hair.

“You know I’m gonna have to repay you for this act of...kindness right?”

“I take it by ‘repay’ you mean revenge?” I asked as I rubbed a hand over my now throbbing throat.
He gasped dramatically. “Marissa Rachel Carter, are you saying I’m a revenge kinda guy?”

I shot him a meaningful look.

“Ok fine, I am that kinda guy.” he admitted as he looked an arm around my shoulders and guided me away from the scene. “But the good news is I’m gonna wait until your throat gets better. That way I can hear the sweet melodious sounds of your high pitched screaming when I repay you back for the kindness you have bestowed upon me.”

“Is there going to be pain?” I asked.

“Emotionally or physically?”

“Does it even matter?”

“Guess not. In that case be afraid. Be very afraid.”

I glanced up at his smiling face. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re a very evil man?”

He waved the business card with Massiel’s name on it in at me. “Not to my face. But I’m sure your Lady in Red is gonna be calling you and telling you exactly what kinda guy I am.”

“Good grief.”

***********************************************************************************

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I hissed at Bryan as we stood in the stairwell at 26 Federal.
He looked at me with acute amusement. “I kid you not. You knew you would have to see him face to face again.”

“Let me see the text.” I demanded.

Five minutes ago he had gotten a message from the Counsel. Two minutes ago he told me  we were going to a meet with an agent. I thought nothing of it as we had met with other undercover agents in the past few weeks to swap intel at various spots around the city. We met them at Starbucks’, the waiting room in Penn Station, Central Park, even a Subway restaurant; so I didn’t bother to ask where we were going or which agent we would be meeting, as it all seemed protocol now. Needless to say I was now regretting that decision.

“Carter it doesn’t matter...”

“The text.” I grounded out and held my hand open.

With a heavy sigh Bryan whipped out his Blackberry and handed it over to me. I look at the screen and frowned:  Meet with 215 @1700. Base location.

Ugh!
“I take it 215 is his code number, but where is base location?” I asked handing him back the device.
“Grand Central.” he answered.

“Station?”

“Is there any other that you know of in New York?”

Christ.

***********************************************************************************
“You’ve been avoiding him.” Bryan said as we walked briskly through the vast terminal of Grand Central.
“How do you know?”

He gave me an almost smile. “I know everything.”

“What are you? The CIA?”

“No. But I have worked with them before. Not the most cordial people in the world, but they are effective.”

“You’ve worked with the CIA?” I asked, intrigued by this new nugget of information.

“Haven’t you?’

I made non-descript noise. “No Mr. Super Agent I haven’t. I’m still low on the Bureau totem pole to have such privileges and security clearances.”

“Hmm.” he said thoughtfully. “That will soon change.”

“Excuse me?”

He abruptly stopped in front of a gray metal door. There was no name indicating what the door held behind it or who, if anyone, occupied the interior. I watched Bryan punch in a few numbers on the keypad lock . There was audible click, then a sliding sound. He pushed down on the handle and held the door open.

“Ladies first.”

I walked into a sparsely decorated, beige-colored room. There were a row of chairs to the left of the room along with a candy vending machine. On the right was a solid oak door, with a gold nameplate that read “Office.”
I raised an eyebrow at Bryan. 

He nodded towards the door. “Go on in.”
“Are you coming in too?” I asked, knowing all along the answer to the question.

“I’ll be around. Just don’t kill him. He’s very valuable to the OPR.”

“I’ll bet he is.” I muttered as I made my way to the door on wooden legs.

I didn’t bother knocking; just went in. 
The room was smaller than I anticipated, and when I swung open the door it hit against the back of a chair that was situated around a square table. The noise cause Marcus, who sat to the far end of the table looking comfortable and occupied behind a laptop, to look up sharply. His eyes held mines, and I surprised myself by holding his gaze.
“Marcus.” I said flatly and closed the door behind me.

He remained silent but gestured for me to have a seat. I sat facing him at the opposite end of the table.

“You’ve been avoiding me.” he said by way of greeting.

 “I’ve been busy.”

“I called you like nine times.”

“Which part of busy you’re not understanding?” I asked frostily.
He closed the laptop and pushed it to the side. It was only then that noticed his attire. Gone was Gangster Marcus, in his place was Corporate Marcus. He had on a long-sleeved, white dress shirt, with a blue tie secured smartly around his neck. On the chair beside him was a black jacket draped around the back. The material looked expensive. Probably Armani or Hugo Boss I guessed. On his hand an expensive looking gold watch encircled his wrist; that was the only jewelry he wore. 
On my past encounters with him he usually wore a copious amount of jewelry, which included but was not limited to, several gold necklaces, a long platinum chain with a huge diamond-encrusted cross at the end of it, several rings and a pair of diamond studs.  
No such treasures were on his person today. That kind of freaked me out a little. I wasn’t used to this clean-cut Marcus. This Marcus was unknown territory for me. Nevertheless my feelings towards him were the same.
“So, what is this little clandestine meeting all about?” I asked determined to get out of there as fast as I could.
His elbows came to rest on the table and he steepled his fingers in front of his mouth. It was as if he was contemplating what he should say next.

“I wanted to apologize.”

My heart skipped a beat then proceeded to bang against my ribcage. I showed no outward signs of the panicked reaction. Years of honing a cool exterior, even in the midst of chaos had disciplined me into schooling my features into a mask of indifference. 
“Excuse me? Apologize?”
He cleared his throat nervously. “I wanted to apologize for divulging the information to OPR on what happened between us.”

I blinked at him. Surprise washing over me. Marcus Grant apologizing? The moment was surreal. I wasn’t so quick to believe him though. 
“Is this part of the procedural agreement? If it is, then you’re wasting your time.”

 A muscle knotted on his jaw indicated his irritation. “You’re not accepting my apology?”

“No.”

We stared at each other. Baiting, saying things with our expressions that we could not say out loud. Marcus was the first to drop his gaze.

“I guess there’s nothing else left to say then.” he summarized in a flat tone. “I’m really sorry we couldn’t work this out.”
“Are you now?” I asked, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

He raised an eyebrow. “ Are you implying that my actions are less than sincere?”

“Yes. Because you and I both know that being the arrogant, self-preserving bastard that you are, apologizing is the last thing you would ever do unless you were forced to. So why don’t you man-up and tell me the real reason you’re doing this.”

His fingers fell away from his face and he leaned back in his chair with a heavy sigh. I regarded him with disdain.

Finally he said, “I don’t owe you any explanations.”

“Just like you feel you don’t owe me an apology also?” I spat out. 
Our eyes met and held the glares.

I wasn’t done with him yet. “Was this part of your contractual agreement with OPR in order for us to work together? If so, I’m not interested. I’d much rather dissolve the CI contract and forget you ever existed. They can find some other agent to partner you up with I’m sure.”

He let out a loud, long sigh. “Don’t you think you’re overreacting?’

“Overreacting?  You think this is overreacting? You’re lucky I haven’t shot you. Are you even sorry for what you did?”
He visibly flinched at the question, but remained silent. That was all the answer I needed.

“I thought so.” I said sourly and made my way hastily to the door.

“I’ll dissolve the contract as soon as I get to the office.” I said as I yanked open the door. “I hope you rot in hell.”

With the speed of a jungle cat he sprang up from his chair and towered over me. His 215lbs was dangerously close to my body. Then with unnecessary force he slammed the door shut.

“Sit down.” he growled. His eyes flashed with some dark emotion.
“No.” I was not about to let him intimidate me. The days for that were over. I reached for the door handle again, but was stopped when his hand settled on top of mine.
“God dammit  Princess! Must you fight me on everything?”

My temper spiked as I looked down at his hand on top of mine. I focus on the joining because I knew what I was about to say would not come out if I looked him in the eyes.
“Listen to me you sonofabitch, I’ve had enough of you; more than I can stomach for a lifetime. You get me to come down here and then have the fucking nerve to give me some half-ass apology years later as if what you did was pull my ponytail when we were younger. “

“You could’ve seeked me out the day after or hell, even a month after and apologize. You hurt me...badly, and not only physically but emotionally. To this day I still carry those scars around. But you...you just suck it up as something you did back in your younger days, and then have the nerve to tell whoever you wanted about your tryst with the Carter girl next door.”

My voice was rising with pent up emotion.

“How do you think that makes me feel Marcus? I’ve carried that shame around with me for years...YEARS. Do you have any idea what I’ve had to live with? The memories, the what ifs, the regret. And yet still, all you can do is sit down there, like you own the entire fucking world and give me an ‘I’m sorry’. God! How obtuse can you be? You really don’t get it do you?”
I felt something wet drip onto my wrist and instinctively scrubbed at my face only to find it dry. I looked up at Marcus. His head was bent, but I could see the muscles in his jaw working at a furious pace. Another drip. What the hell?

I brought my uncovered hand up to his face and tilted his chin up. Two wet tracks ran down from his downcast eyes and dripped off his chin. My stomach tightened at the sight before me. Of all the years I had known him I had never seen him cry, not even at his grandmother’s funeral. So to be in the midst of this emotional showcase, I was caught off guard.
“Ummm...look I...”

I didn’t get to finish my sentence as his arms came around me; crushing me into his massive chest, as he held on tightly. His body shook slightly as he pressed his head against the side of mine. I was at a loss of words. My first instinct was to push him away and get the hell out of the room. Between my emotional state and his, I wasn’t sure I could mentally handle what was going on. My next instinct was to comfort, but my anger still bubbled on the surface and I knew that if I touched him, in anyway, it might turn out to be violent. 
I rationalized that my best bet was to get out of the embrace and put some distance between us. But that was easier said than done. His grip was one squeeze away from painful, and something told me that if I moved he would only hold on tighter. Crap.

“Marcus.” I said in a low, calm voice. “You’re...”

“I’m sorry.” came his hoarse, tortured whisper. “I’m so sorry.”

Emotion welled up in me and I could feel the onset of tears burning the back of my eyelids. I had to get out of here. I squirmed in his arms and managed to bring my hands up to his chest and pushed him away from me.

“I never meant to hurt you like that.” he kept on, his voice hollow and his eyes bright with unshed tears.

“I’m...I’m gonna go.” I stammered.

“That night was never supposed to happen.” he kept on. “I should’ve just sent you home. But I wasn’t thinking clearly that night. I was so mad at losing Malcolm; it’s only as the years gone by that I realized he had brought it all on himself. I said some cruel things to you that night; about you, your father, your mother. I was so fucking stupid back then. I even accused you a wanting to give your virginity to a white guy because you didn’t think I was good enough for you, when I was the one who didn’t think I was good enough.”
He let out a tortured laugh and swiped at his eyes. “I never felt I was good enough for you. Even when we would meet at the bandshell, no matter how many times I made you came with my hands and mouth and heard you calling out my name, I still felt inadequate.”

“Marcus...”

He held up a hand and shook his head vehemently. “No. I have to get this out. If I don’t it will just keep eating away at me.” He looked at me then. “And I’m tired of it eating away at me. You were right Princess I could’ve come to you the next day and apologized. But  I was scared to face you. I didn’t want to see the hatred on your face. I didn’t want to acknowledge the fact that the only real relationship I had ever had in my life I had somehow manage to fuck up. The day when I saw you packing up to leave for college I wanted to come over. I knew that that was my last chance to make things right with you. But when you looked at me it was like you saw a monster. Your face was just this mask of controlled terror and sadness, and the truth was I had put that look there, and when the reality of the entire situation hit I...I felt sick to my stomach. I was a rapist. And after that I was a druggie, an alcoholic and a useless piece of shit. You were none of those things. You were always perfect.”

My breath caught in my throat. Perfect? Me? My mind was turning in a hundred different directions as I listened to him. I was touched by his confession, but it still hadn’t changed anything between us. I kept silent. Not trusting myself to speak. Too overwhelmed to speak.
Marcus seemed to be composing himself. He swiped at his eyes and took a huge breath in, then stuck his hands in his pants pockets and stared at his shoes. The lost of the heat from his hand seemed to stir me into action. 
“I should go.” I said, my voice sounding hollow to my ears.

He nodded. “Look...ummm...I’m sorry if I wasted your time. But umm....I just needed to talk to you. Because if we have to work with each other I don’t want the past putting our lives and the lives of other agents in jeopardy.”

Hmmmm.

“Okay.” I managed.

I stood there for a few seconds not sure what to do...or say. Talk about awkward. This was my queue to leave.

“I’m gonna go.” I said as I gripped the door handle. “I’ll see you around.”

“Marissa.” he said as I was almost out the door. “I really am sorry.”

I held his gaze for a few seconds, then gave him a tight smile, a stiff nod and closed the door behind me.

Bryan was thoughtfully contemplating the vending machine. He turned around as I walked out. His eyes roamed my face with unchecked concern and worry.
“Are we leaving?” he asked when I approached him.

I nodded as I pressed my lips together trying to hold back any emotion from bursting forth. He took my arm gently and we made our way out of the building and back to the office. The entire ride I stared out of the window and lost myself in the passing scenery as I tried to block out all thoughts about what had transpired. But when Bryan pulled into the underground garage and switched off the engine I asked him to go up without me.

“Carter...” he started to argue.

“Please.”

He stared at me for a few seconds as if he was going to protest again. Then he huffed out a sigh and got out the car. It was only when the elevator doors closed behind him did I released the tears and let the emotions consume me.

