Worth It All-Part 4

I didn’t go back to the office that day. After soaking the front of Bryan’s shirt I numbly stood up and asked him to get me out of the building. He reluctantly agreed and we silently retraced our steps out of the building.

“Come back to the office with me.” he pleaded as we stood on the sidewalk.

I shook my head vehemently. “I can’t. I…I just can’t. I need…time. To process. I can’t…”

I threw my hands up dejectedly as I held back the tears that threatened to burst forth.

“Let me help.” he pressed on as he reached for my hands. “Let me do something.”

 I gripped onto his fingers as though my life depended on it. I was grateful for him trying to help carry the burden I felt was weighing me down. But this was something I had to work out myself. 
“Don’t worry. I’m not going to do anything stupid. I just need to sort things out. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Then a thought hit me. “Shit. I gave them my credentials.”

A bitter laugh burst out of me. “I’m back to being a civilian.”

“I can go get your creds back.” Bryan said. “Very seldom you can just get fired from the Bureau just for giving your creds back.”
“What if I don’t want it back?”

He looked at me seriously. “That’s not an option if I have anything to say about it. Look, I don’t know what went on in that room after I left, but obviously it was bad enough to rattle you like this. All I’m asking is for you to not make any rash decisions. Plus, I like having you around me.”

I was touched by his concern. “You’re a good partner.”

“I’m you’re friend first, and with my kind of lifestyle I don’t have too many of those, so be prepared for me to not let up on you until we get this resolved.”

It was nice to see one of us was hopeful that there was a solution. I gave him a sad smile then hugged him. “Thanks for caring. I’ll see you later.”

I wandered aimlessly around the city after that, just walking and thinking about my career throughout the years, and what, if any, job prospects I could launch myself into. But mostly the scene in the conference room with Marcus played over and over in my head. Dusk was beginning to settle in the sky when I found myself at Penn Station and boarded a train home. Once there I took a shower, took my cell phone off and went to bed. It was only six o’clock in the evening, but the day had taken an emotional toll on me. Nothing good seemed to be happening while I was awake.
I fell into a dreamless sleep and woke up at my usually time 5:30am. That was the time I usually got up and got ready for work. But that was yesterday. Today I didn’t have a job. I sat on the foot of the bed not knowing what to do. I finally decided to make myself a cup of coffee and watch the news.
As I sipped slowly from my cup and watched the perfectly made up, and well-dressed female announcer update me about the situation on the Gaza Strip there was a knock on my door.

My brows knitted as I couldn’t think of anyone in their right mind who would come to my door at 5:45 in the morning. I grabbed my gun from the bedroom and made my way to the door.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s me.” the voice said.

My breath caught and my heart slammed into my chest. What did he want? Why was he here? I stood staring at the door while panic whirled through me.
“Either you open the door or I’m breaking it down.” he said.

“I’m armed.” I warned.
I ran a frustrated hand through my hair and paced nervously. There was no way he was going to come in here. I wasn’t ready to deal with him; both verbally and emotionally. 
“Go away!”

“Not until you open the door.”

“Why are you here? Just leave me alone.”

“Open the door.”

When he got no response from me he added. “You can keep the chain on if it would make you feel better.”

“It won’t.”

“I’m coming in. Don’t shoot me…yet.”

I backed up and aimed my gun at the door.
I heard the bolt slide slickly then the door opened slowly. The security chain was still in place so I knew there would be no hasty entry on his part. A hand slipped through the opening, and in his palm were my credentials. I blinked.

He brought his other hand through the door which held a Krispy Kreme bag.

“Peace offerings.” he said.

I stayed where I was. Watching. Still not trusting.

“Are you going to let me in now?” he asked. “We need to talk.”
“Talk? Now you want to talk?
 “I want to explain.”

“I’m not interested in your explanations.” I said through clenched teeth.
“It’s only fair you hear my side of the story.” he insisted.
“Fair? What the fuck do you know about fair Grant? Fair is not blabbing to the whole entire Bureau about what happened between us. Did you every stopped to thing that I didn’t want anyone finding out? It’s still all about you, isn’t it?”
Rage propelled me and I kicked the door; slamming it onto his outstretched hands in the process. He yelled out in pain and withdrew his hands back as my creds and the bag of donuts fell to the floor just inside the doorway. I slammed the door shut and re-bolted it. I stood listening for movement, but heard nothing. My entire body was shaking, and I took several deep breaths trying to calm myself down and get my breathing back to normal.
I tried to process what had just happened, but my mind was going in a hundred different directions. I picked up my credentials and stared at it. I looked at my picture. The woman staring back at me looked like a stranger. Bright-eyed and fresh-faced. 
I remembered the day the picture was taken. The hyped-up speech from our instructor, the butterflies in my stomach, the anticipation and excitement when our badges were given to us after 21 weeks of intensive training.
I had such high hopes and expectations about where my career was headed. Now, it seemed like it was heading somewhere without me. I tossed the creds onto the floor in disgust. Fucking Bureau.
I went into the bedroom, grabbed my cell phone and turned it on. I waited the few seconds that it took for it to boot up then I stared at the screen with a frown. I had fourteen missed calls and nine voice messages. Good grief.

I ignored the messages and called the switchboard at the office. I told the operator to inform my unit that I was calling out sick. I then took the phone to the living room and proceeded to scroll down the missed calls list. Five were from Bryan, two from Hawkins, two from my mother, three from an unknown number, one from Kat and one from a 212 area code I did not recognize.

I called my voicemail. First voice message: “Hey it’s Bryan. Give me a call when you get this message.”

Second voice message: “Carter where the fuck are you? Call me.” Bryan again.

Third voice message: Mari it’s your mother.” Like I didn’t know the sound of her voice, right? “I need to discuss what time you’ll be flying in on Christmas Eve.”

Fourth message: Silence

Fifth message: “Hey Carter. Hawkins here. Thought I’d give you the heads up on a lead that came in on the Prestiano case. Call came in at the 23rd and some guy said he witnessed the shooting. They have him in for questioning now. Ask for Det. Madden if you go down. He’s the lead.”

Sixth message: Silence.

The next one was from Kat. “Mare, its Kat. Haven’t heard from you in a while. Just wanted to catch up. Call me.”
The next one was from Bryan again.” Call me. Please.”

The last one was a hang up.

I saved Hawkins’ message and deleted the rest.

Lying back down on the couch and I tried to concentrate on CNN. The next thing I was aware of was someone banging on my front door like their life depended on it. I jumped awake and was a little disoriented. Out of habit my eyes flew to the time on the cable box. 9:23 a.m.
I had been dreaming I was being chased by a donut through a construction site. What made the dream even weirder was that the donut was supposedly an FBI agent and kept yelling at me to drop my weapon. When I looked at the weapon in my hand that he was talking about I saw it was a cup of coffee. Go figure.

I got up on wobbly legs and went to the door. I peered out the peep hole. A peeved looking Bryan stared back at me.

He banged on the door again.

“Alright already.” I said and undid the deadbolts and chain.

“What?” I said as I held the door open.

He gave me an assessing look from head to toe. “Christ.” he muttered and pushed his way into the doorway. “I’ve been trying to reach you since last night. Then I show up at the office and heard you called in sick.” 

He spotted my credentials and the donut bag on the floor in the hall and sent me a questioning look.
I chose to ignore it. “So what? That made you drive all the way up here just to check on me. You could’ve called.” 
He picked up my creds and the bag and raised a quizzical eyebrow at me.

“I had a visitor. Grant.” I said then turned and walked back into the living room. I was in no mood to give anymore details.
He followed and sat beside me on the couch. He put the creds on the coffee table and proceeded to open the bag and pull out a donut. He held it out to me and I shook my head. 
“Did you talk to him? Is he still alive?” he asked before putting the empty bag on the coffee table and taking a huge bite out of the jelly donut.

“No I didn’t, and yes, he’s still alive...for now.”
I then proceeded to give him the details of our encounter.
“Are you going to give him a chance to explain? “

“What more can he say to me? He lied to me. Trusting him again at this point is just not something I’m sure I’m capable of doing right now.”

Bryan was quiet for a while. I knew he was forming his next sentences carefully. Smart man. He probably saw the crazy in my eyes.
“You know we’re still gonna have to work with him. If his cover is blown he’ll be a dead man before he can be extracted.” Bryan finally said.
“And that’s a bad thing?” I asked with feigned innocence.

Bryan threw his head back and laughed. “God you’re a bitter bitch. I love it.”

I stuck my tongue out at him.

He continued. “As much as I can know you want revenge on Grant, we don’t want Burger and his army of Yes-men to suspect anything. You’re gonna have to keep up the façade with Grant until we can take the heat off of him, after that you can stomp on him until there’s nothing left but red dust.”

I sighed loudly. “Are you telling me I’ll need to put on my big girl underwear and play nice with him until the powers that be deem it safe? That could take years.  I can’t promise anything. A month or two tops. Anything longer than that and it’s every man for themselves.”

He stared at me.

I made a disgusted sound. “God I hate being a grown-up.”

“Look I’m not saying that you have to be nice to him, but you do have to have some kind of respectful working relationship if we have to pull this thing off.”

I still wasn’t convinced.

“They trust you Carter.” He nodded at the creds. “They wouldn’t have given you back those if they didn’t. If I can’t get fired with all the rules I break, I imagine it’s virtual impossible for you to get the ole heave ho.”

“It doesn’t matter. I’m sure I got demoted to some back office filing away evidence files somewhere.”

“And that’s a hardship? Just think of all the free time you’ll have. I’ll trade places with you any day. All that uninterrupted time to do what you want with whomever you want.”

I allowed myself a smile for the first time in twenty-four hours. “You know for the King of Cynical you always have a positive spin on my crappy days, and funny enough they always seem to accommodate your whorish ways.”

He smiled as he chewed. “Isn’t that why you keep me around?”
“That and the fact that you’re cute to look at.” I teased.
“Agent Carter are you sexually harassing me?”

“Does it feel like it?”

“Unfortunately no.”
 He finished the donut then draped his arm around my shoulders.
“Don’t you have to be at the office?” I asked.
“Eventually. But for now, according to my roster, I’m out following up leads at the 12th precinct.”

I looked around. “I think you passed the 12th three boroughs over.”
“Shut up.”

He pulled me closer to him and I rested my head on his shoulder. I wrapped my arms around his waist and he kissed the top of my head. We fell into a companionable silence and turned our attention to the television. 

I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew Bryan was shaking me awake and frowning at his Blackberry.

“Gotta go partner.” he said as I stretched and yawned while he put his shoes on.
I walked him to the door. As much as Bryan and I were around each other, this was the first time I had ever felt so raw and exposed. He had now seen me at my worse, and I wasn’t used to letting my guard down in front of anyone. I shifted nervously from foot to foot as tried to accept that new fact.
“Thanks for checking up on me Anderson.” I finally said giving him a shy smile.
“Anytime.” he said and kissed me on the forehead.

The gesture was too much for my ragged nerves and I teared up.

“Stop that.” he admonished quietly. “You’re scaring me.”
I gave him a watery smile. “What? You can’t handle a crying woman?”

“Crying women I can handle. You, I can’t.”

“I’m not a woman?” 

He gave me a serious look. “You’re much more than that to me, don’t ever doubt that. We’ll work this whole thing out together, okay?”

I blushed. “Okay.”

He gave me his most charming smile. “Call me if you need anything.”

Then he was gone.

Five weeks later…..
My blackberry vibrated on its perch on my desk. I peered at the lighted screen and frowned. Text message. 211. What the hell was a 211?
Movement caught my eye and I looked across the room at Bryan. He tilted his head toward the staircase, and then walked out the office. I followed.

We climbed up a few flights then he stopped.

“The Council wants us to have a meet with Grant.”

I tried to stay calm. But I felt like I had a rock in my stomach. “Meet when?”

Bryan was watching me closely. “In an hour.” 

I took a deep breath in trying to tamp down the panic that rising swiftly in me.

“Shit.”

“Are you up to it? You knew it was gonna happen after Burger questioned you last week about getting an update on Grant’s activities.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Yeah, but I was hoping that someone might have killed him by then. Mighty unstable in the drug world, you know?”

Bryan stared at me. “Carter, I’m gonna ask you this question only once. What happened between you and Grant to hate him so much?’

God! Not that question!

“Ask me anything but that.” I said as I stared at my shoes.

He placed his hands on my shoulders; a gesture of support. “Did he hurt you?”

I kept staring at my shoes. My throat worked furiously as I tried to keep the tears at bay.

“What did he do Carter?” Bryan asked softly. “Let me in.”

I wanted to tell him, but the words seemed lodged in my throat. His hands slid down my arms and he grabbed tightly onto my now icy hands.
“What did he do?” he asked slowly.

“I can’t...”

“What did he too Carter?” he asked again, this time with more conviction in his voice.

“Don’t make me do this.” I pleaded. I still couldn’t look Bryan in the eyes, because I knew if I did the dam would burst and I wouldn’t be able to stop crying. The secret I had been hanging onto for the past seventeen years was still as painful as if it happened yesterday.

“What did that son of a bitch do to you?” Bryan grounded out.

“He...”

“What did he do Marissa?”

“I can’t do this Anderson.” I said my voice thick with emotion.

“Yes you can. Don’t let him win Carter. Don’t let him be the one with the power here. You have me on your side. You don’t have to carry this around by yourself anymore. Let me in. Let me help.”

A sob escape my throat. Bryan moved quickly. His hands dropped away from mines and he grabbed onto my head and forced me to look at him.

“What did he do Marissa?” he asked fiercely.

As angry as his words were, his eyes were sincere. Filled with worry, compassion and loyalty, and the very thought that he wanted to share my pain and carry the burden I had been doing alone for all these years broke through my resolve.

“He. Raped. Me.” I struggled out.
It was as if a weight had been lifted off my soul and I collapsed into Bryan’s arms. He held onto me tightly. Supporting my weight. Whispering supportive things. Stroking my hair. 

We sank down onto the stairs and he held me for long minutes until my sobbing morphed into hiccups. I felt numb all over. I felt empty, as if all my emotions had been drained from my body. Bryan’s voice filtered into my haze. 
“Can you tell me how it happened?” he asked softly as he pressed his lips against my hair.

Slowly, and almost robotically, with no tone to my voice, I told him the entire story starting from when Marcus and I dated to our last encounter in front of OPR. When I was finished he didn’t say anything for a long time.

Finally, with a clearing of his throat, he said. “We don’t have to go to the meeting today. I can stall them for another day or two.”

“No.” I said quickly. “We have to go.”

He looked at me questioningly.

How could I explain this to him? “Now that you know I feel like I no longer have to hide, or pretend when I’m around him trying to keep the secret from getting out. Trying to cover the shame. I feel...like I’m ready, you know? Like I’m ready to confront him for what he did to me. It’s time that I stop letting him have that kind of power over me.”
Bryan stared.

“I’m not scared of him anymore Anderson.” I said gripping onto his hand. 

He stayed silent for a few moments, and then said, “You know that I will have to kick his ass right?”

That a smile from me. “Oh yeah? Protecting my honor there Anderson?”

He smiled. “Yeah, that and all the other macho bullshit that comes with it.”

His smile fell away and he looked at me intensely. His grey eyes almost shooting off sparks as they hardened. “Thank you for telling me. I can only imagine how hard it was for you to do it.”

I linked my arm through his. “I’m glad I did though. Now you can tell me some of your deep dark secrets.”

He stood and pulled me up with him. The mischievous twinkle that only showed up when he was about to tell me something outrageous was in his eyes.

“Did I ever tell you about the mother and daughter that I dated?”

I frowned. “At the same time?”

“Hell yeah at the same time.” he said as he placed his arm over my shoulders and guided us down the stairwell.
“Is this story gonna be as bad as the one you told me about the horny grandmother?”

He gave me a wide grin.

“God Anderson you’re such a whore.” I said.

“Yeah, but at least I’m an honest whore.”

Hmmm...point.

But whore or not, he was my friend...and at this time in my life my rock. And although I couldn’t see the lesson of this painful journey at the moment, I knew in my heart that it was worth it all now that I didn’t have to make it by myself.

