Worth It All-Part 3

My mouth opened. Then closed. Then opened again. But still no sound came out.

Bryan was strangely silent. His face a blank mask and he oddly enough was staring at something in front of him. Wait a minute....he knew! He knew Marcus was an agent and didn’t tell me? He was a dead man.
I watched with wide eyes as Marcus made his way fully into the room and closed the door behind him. Dressed in loose fitting black jeans, an off-white sweater, boots and a black knit cap, he looked the part of the drug kingpin I had come to know him as.  

Our eyes met. Mine filled with questions, his looking a little weary and resigned. The entire moment felt disjointed and unreal. Marcus Grant, the East Coast’s most dangerous drug dealer, was an undercover FBI agent?  No fucking way!
“Is this some kind of sick joke?” I managed to get out of my constricted throat as I turned back to the counsel. 

Three solemn faces stared back at me. Their blank looks spoke volumes. Their silence screamed at me. 
Kapco spoke. “Agent Carter I regret that you had to find out about Agent Grant’s status like this. But sometimes there are situations we are placed in that require taking a more direct, and sometimes, harsh approach. The best solution is always to accept the change as it comes and adapt our way of thinking to it.”

“What the fuck does that mean? I’m in no mood for your parable bullshit. Save it for the training class.” I bit out. 

Next to me Bryan chuckled softly, while Kapco gave me a terse look.
Later on I would look back and realize that I could’ve been seriously reprimanded for the comment. But at that moment rational thought was not filtering through.

“Agent Grant, please have a seat.” Dell said with a graceful wave of her hand.

I glared at Marcus. The message was clear. He had better sit far away from me.

A smile curved his lips and he sat down in the chair next to me. I pressed my lips together and stared solemnly ahead. I took a deep calming breath. I was determined to be professional about this. 
Breathe girl, breathe I chanted to myself.
Just when I thought I had my emotions under control Marcus said, “I know deep down you’re actually thrilled about this.”
Snap! went my control.

“Thrilled? Thrilled? You think I’m fucking thrilled you showed up here like the almighty prodigal FBI son. You lied to me.”

“I didn’t lie to you.” he said softly. “In order to keep from blowing my cover I had to keep who I really was a secret.”

I made a disgusted sound. “Oh, my bad. I guess lying by omission is okay then. What about the intel you gave me? Was anything the truth, or was it all staged? What about my cases pending before the grand jury? Months and months of hard work went into that Grant. I refuse to sit here and believe that they will now be thrown out for inadmissible evidence.”

I didn’t give him a chance to answer as I swung towards Bryan. “And you. You knew all about this and didn’t have the balls to tell me. You’re my fucking partner. I trusted you! Yet you sat back and watched me made a fool of myself with this man. What was I? Entertainment for you and Grant?”

Bryan couldn’t meet my eyes. “That’s not what happened Carter. I didn’t know he was the undercover. I knew someone we worked closely with was put in place to weed out certain agents under suspicion of supplying intel to gang leaders, but I swear to you I didn’t know it was him.”
He looked at me then, and as I stared into his grey gaze I knew he was being sincere. But I had a feeling that he wasn’t quite as surprised by Marcus showing up as I was. But then again, Bryan was an undercover agent too, so I assumed he had seen common events take place, or was even a part of such a scenario before.
I turned back to Marcus and glared at him. “I guess you got me with my pants down again huh.”

The meaning of the statement was not lost on him and he scrubbed a hand over his face in frustration.
“Princess that’s not what this...” 
“Don’t call me Princess.” I said through clenched teeth. 

He continued. “I’ve been an undercover agent before you even started working for the Bureau. It wasn’t a decision that I made voluntarily, but at the time it was the only option available in order to keep me alive.  I’ll be the first one to admit that when I was younger I was a conceited asshole, but I’m not that guy anymore. A lot has happened since then.”
I held up my hand. “Okay stop. You know what? I don’t really give a shit if you’re now the fucking pope, so save the fairy tale for someone who believes you.”
Marcus gave me a long assessing stare. “I don’t get why you’re acting so bitter about this.”

Bitter? Did this motherfucker just call me bitter?

I let out a low growl and was about to lunge at him when Bryan sprung up from his seat and embraced me in a bear hug.

“You have to calm down wildcat.” he whispered in ear as I struggled against him. “Self-preservation is key here if you want to get your revenge later. You’re being tested in front of these assholes. Don’t give them the show that they want.”

Clarity fought its way through my angry haze and descended on me. He was right. I was now aware that all eyes were on us, and looking unstable in front of the OPR counsel was surely the fastest way to get a psych evaluation nailed to my file. 

I took a deep breath and tried to tamp down my frustration and rage. When that didn’t work I took a few more breaths.
“I’m good.” I assured Bryan, but he still held onto me. “I’m alright.”

His arms fell away and I sat heavily in the chair I had abruptly vacated. I kept my gaze straight ahead, not trusting myself to look at Marcus. 
My faux calm was spread very thin.

Dell was the first to speak. “Agent Carter that was quite a display you put on there. Am I to assume there are emotional factors between you and Agent Grant that were fueled into it?”

“Please don’t call him that.” I said in a low, controlled tone. “Don’t use the word agent with his name.”

“What would you like me to call him?” she asked.
“I can think of a few great titles, but I’m sure those will get me 45 days on the street.” I said with a tight smile.
“Once you are in our presence agent Carter the truth is all that you are required to speak.” Kapco reassured.

I wasn’t buying it though. “Forgive me agent Kapco, but I know you will understand when I say that you have no business talking about being truthful when all you’ve done to me is lie; as have the rest of you in here also.”

The counsel members looked at each other.

I pressed on. “Do you people even know what this...man is capable of doing? Have you any idea what a cruel and sadistic bastard he is? Did he even go through the proper channels to be a fucking agent? Is that what the Bureau is into now? Hiring criminals to suit their needs. Why don’t you guys just go to the federal prisons and conduct interviews there?”
Bryan let out a wry chuckle.

Kapco, however, was not amused. “Agent Carter this isn’t your little circle back at the office. We’re not here to placate your morals or insecurities. This Bureau is an entity that thrives on results. Who we use to obtain those results is secondary. Your own partner didn’t come through the “regular channels” of the FBI either, but yet still you’ve treated him with respect and camaraderie. Grant has been an agent even before you applied to become one, and as a senior agent I expect you to treat him as such.”
“That’s not gonna happen.” I shot back hotly. “I’d rather leave the Bureau than treat him like superior.”

Tension hung thickly in the air. It filled the room and permeated any sense of goodwill left between us all.

“Agent Anderson would you please leave the room.” Kapco commanded more than asked.

“Sir I...” Bryan started.

“That wasn’t a request Agent Anderson.” Kapco cut him off.

Bryan nodded stiffly, gave me a piercing look, then rose and walked out the door.

I felt alone, and for the first time since I entered the room, panic crept along the edges of my soul. My limbs felt wooden and my palms were beginning to sweat.
Kapco spoke in a clipped, even tone. “Agent Carter, I must say you have surprised me today.”

I slouched low in my chair and stared at my fingertips, bracing myself for the verbal beat down I knew was coming.

“I didn’t expect you to say what you’ve voiced in here today, but quite frankly I’m impressed by your tenacity.”

I glanced up at him.

He continued. “I know that in light of what transgressed between you and agent Grant back when you were teenagers you have every right to be angry about working with him. But regardless of that fact I had hoped that you would’ve been a little more open-minded about the whole situation.”

“Excuse me? What do you know about what happened between Grant and I?” I asked suspiciously as fingers of dread crept up my spine.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Marcus shift nervously in his chair.

“We know about the rape.” Dell said.

Her statement was like a punch to the gut. 
No. No! No one was supposed to know! 
My record at the Rape Crisis center was supposed to be sealed because of my age when the rape had happened. 

I instantly went into denial. 

“What rape?” I asked stonily as I tried to keep my emotions off my face.

“Like I said before Agent Carter, there are no secrets when you’re dealing with us. The outcome is always better when you supply us with the truth.” Kapco said.

I sat completely still. Afraid to move, blink, breathe....think. I felt cold, then hot, then nauseous. No one was supposed to know, I kept repeating to myself. No one was supposed to ever find out.
“We understand how difficult this is for you having to work with Agent Grant after what happened. But let me assure you after he told us....”

WHAT!

I rounded on Marcus. “You told them?” I asked with wide eyes.

“I had to.” he said, his eyes pleading.
“God!” I all but screamed. “How could you? Do you know how many years of shame and depression I had to go through? Not to mention the lengths I took to keep what happened a secret, and you just blabbed it to whoever would listen.”

“It didn’t happen like that. They’re the only ones that know. My family doesn’t even know.” he countered.

My throat worked furiously as I tried to hold back the tears of frustration that threatened to burst forth.

“And you think that makes it all better?” I asked, my voice tight with emotion. “Just so you know Grant, the little iota of trust we’ve built up over these past few months has now evaporated.”

A muscle worked furiously on his jaw line, but he said nothing.

“Agent Carter, I know you must be feeling a wealth of emotion right now, but I assure you that what transpired between you two back then has been sealed along with Agent Grant’s file.” Kapco said.

“You think that makes a difference to me? That does nothing to make up for the fact that just by him telling you guys about it makes me feel like I’ve been raped all over again. ” I hissed. 

A pained look flashed over Marcus’s face.

Kapco cleared his throat. A nervous gesture indicating he wasn’t too comfortable about the way the situation was turning out. “Yes but...”

 My mind went blank and I zone out while he continued to talked.

How could this happen? All the years of hard work trying to put that disgusting event behind me seemed to have failed. The people closest to me didn’t know, yet these strangers were talking about it like I had fallen off a jungle-gym or something back in grade school. 
They didn’t know the shame I had carried around with me for years, they didn’t know about the depression I had to fight with just to make it through each day, they didn’t know about my emotional issues when it came to having relationships with men. They just didn’t know anything. 

But why would they? It didn’t happen to them. It happened to me.
I sat there steeling myself for what I was about to do next. It was obvious that no matter how uncomfortable I was with the entire situation, my opinion was obsolete. Marcus was their “star agent” while I was just a lowly street agent. And of all the things my mother had told me over the years the one thing that always stuck in my mind was this piece of advice: “Sometimes the Opportunity Cost to hold onto something is just too much for your emotion wallet, and you either have to sell your soul to keep it, or let it go and find something that you can afford.”
As much as I loved my job, being forced to work closely with a man who violated my trust not only once but twice, was just too much of a high price for my emotional wallet. I had begun to trust him again. Hell, I even was even a little bit attracted to him to a certain point as crazy as that would sound. 

I thought about our kiss at the warehouse a few months ago. As sensual as it was, it still didn’t make my antagonism towards him go away. Undercover agent or not, he was still the same man I had emotional issues with. Too many years of turmoil couldn’t be erased in just a matter of minutes. Regardless, I wasn’t even sure that I could ever forgive Marcus. Did I even want to? 
“...and you coming to us about what the SAC is planning to do is more valuable than you know. I can assure you that by working with Agent Grant we’ll be able to uncover...”

“No!” I exclaimed as I stood up. “You don’t know anything.”

Marcus sat up. His eyebrows knitted together as he flashed me a worried look.
“I’m sorry, but under the circumstances I can’t do this. I refuse to do this. Write me up for whatever you want, but I am not going to work with this man.”

“Agent Carter you’re not being rational.” Mason said.

I stared at him with a mixture of anger and disbelief. “Rational? You have the nerve to sit there and talk to me about being rational? Has anyone ever held you down against your will while you begged and pleaded for them not to hurt you? I’m sure losing your virginity was all moons and flowers Agent Mason, but I didn’t get a chance to have that fairy-tale. I didn’t get the chance to enjoy being cared for and loved while giving someone I thought I loved the most important thing I had to give at the time. So if you don’t know what it’s like to have a piece of you ripped away in the most violent manner no one should ever have to experience, I suggest you shut the fuck up.”
I dug into my jacket pocket and pulled out my credentials and tossed it on the desk. 

“Consider this my resignation.” I said to the stunned group and walked as fast as my legs could take me out of the room.

Bryan was pacing like a caged animal outside the door when I burst through it. All through my tirade I had kept my tears in check, to the point where just trying to keep them at bay made my throat muscles constrict in pain. Tears were a sign of weakness, and I refused to be seen as weak in front of Marcus or the counsel.
But when Bryan gathered me into his arms the damn broke, and I was barely able to hold back the sob that burst forth from my throat.  With his arms still around me, he led me into an empty office and held me as I let loose all the frustration, anger and emotional pain I had held at bay and bawled into his chest. It was in that moment that I knew it wasn’t worth it all.
