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The second he grabbed me I knew I was in trouble.
His arm curled around my neck like a Cobra and the cold muzzle of the gun slammed into the side of my skull.
All I could focus on was Maura’s voice calling my name; pleading for him to let me go. I prayed she wouldn’t try to stop him. The last thing I needed today was to have her get shot.
As soon as he started dragging me out of the room, I felt somewhat at ease because that meant that I’d done my job and kept Maura safe. It was all on me now.
He dragged me outside and I struggled to find my footing on the steps as he kept pushing me forward. His grip was incredibly tight.
Frost and Korsak were front and center, guns drawn; both looking like the shit just hit the fan.
“Shoot him!” I screamed at anyone that would listen. I didn’t care if Bobby’s brain matter ended up splattered all over me, I wanted someone to pull the Goddamn trigger.
Nothing happened.
I started to panic when we got further away from the entrance and my thoughts were now on Frankie who lay dying on one of Maura’s autopsy tables. I honestly didn’t want my brother to have to be pronounced dead in there; it’s just too morbid.
“Frankie’s bleeding to death in there! He needs help! Fucking shoot him!!”
I looked out at the street and a bunch of blank faces stared back at me. I know they didn’t have a clear shot, I was too close to him and he knew it, so desperation took over.
I let out a gut wrenching scream as I reached up, grabbed his hand and pulled downwards as hard as I possibly could, shoving the muzzle of the gun into my gut. I slid my finger over the trigger and fired.
The feeling of the bullet was something I’d never imagined. Pure agony was the only way to describe it as it burned through my flesh, broke my ribs, tore through tissue, ripped through my lung and broke more bone as it exited out my back; all in a split second.
I felt him jerk against me as we both began to fall to the ground. I knew my intentions were fulfilled as his death grip on me immediately released.
Crashing onto the sidewalk, I could hear Maura calling my name.
Shit.
She saw the whole thing.
Dammit.
That’s definitely not what I wanted for her.
She was by my side in seconds, not caring that this crazy son–of–a–bitch underneath me might still be alive and could have enough strength left to shoot her.
“Get this asshole out of here!” Korsak yelled to the team as they swarmed in.
“Jane?” Maura’s voice shook as she said my name; her hands gently resting on my side as she knelt beside me. “Jane, what did you do, baby?”
I couldn’t stop myself from screaming out in pain as someone dragged Bobby’s body out from under me; awakening new pain that nearly knocked me unconscious.
“Hey! Easy!” Maura yelled at them; her hands gripping my uninjured side.
“I…I can’t…brea…”
“Someone get an ambulance in here NOW!” Maura yelled; her voice now soaked with emotion. She’d held it together downstairs in the morgue while taking care of Frankie, but she was starting to crack.
I opened my eyes as Korsak knelt down beside Maura; the look on his face a carbon copy of the one he wore the night he found me pinned to the floor in that dirty–ass basement.
“Jane, I’m going to turn you onto your other side to try and take the pressure off.” Tears were rolling down Maura’s cheeks; it was killing me.
Another scream ripped itself from deep inside my throat.
Maura’s hands flew to the wound in my side, applying pressure. I couldn’t manage another scream; I just didn’t have the strength.
“Mmm…Maurrrra,” I slurred, putting my hand over hers.
“What is it?”
I swallowed hard. “Th…thank you for…for trying to,” I was finding it hard to concentrate; the darkness was pulling me towards it. “To save us.”
“Oh, Jane,” she squeaked as her bottom lip quivered.
My eyes rolled up into my head and I let the darkness pull me away.
* * * * *
I think my left eye opened first.
It was a struggle but I managed to open them both. My eyes kept rolling; my head felt strange, my mouth was dry and my chest felt like a dump truck was parked on top of it.
“Jane?”
That soft voice. I knew it well.
Rolling my head to my right, I smiled as I took in the sight of her face.
“Jane, sweetheart, are you okay?” she asked me as she took my hand in hers.
“Yeah,” I mumbled in a graveled voice.
She rubbed the back of my hand. “Don’t lie.”
I smiled again; it was the only thing I could do that didn’t hurt.
Tears started to run down Maura’s cheeks. I wanted to reach up and wipe them away, but I couldn’t move; it hurt too much.
“You scare me, you know.”
My eyes shut for a few seconds. The painkillers, while great for masking the pain, were making it really difficult to make any sense when it came to forming a sentence. “S..ry,” I mumbled. Even I couldn’t understand me.
I felt her squeeze my hand. “I lost you twice on the ride here.”
I honestly didn’t know what to say. One can only apologize so many times. Plus, I did it for Frankie.
Frankie.
“Frankie?” I mumbled. How could I have forgotten? “Wh…where’s Frankie?” For some reason I thought it would be a good idea to try and get up, like I could go find him myself.
Bad idea.
Pain raced through me and gave the finger to my painkillers; taking full control over my body.
“No. No. Don’t move.” Her soft hands were gentle on me yet forceful; keeping me from getting up any further. “You’re in no condition to be moving around. That bullet did a number on you.”
I didn’t need her to tell me that. I could feel it.
“It’s okay, Jane. Frankie’s going to be fine.” She stroked my hair to soothe me.
It worked.
“You need to relax and concentrate on getting better so I can take you home.”
I smiled at the thought. If that wasn’t motivation then I don’t know what was.
I swallowed hard, licking my dry lips as I prepared to speak. “Bobby? Tell me that fucker’s dead.”
She kissed my forehead. “He is.”
As soon as the words registered in my foggy brain, my body relaxed; relieved that doing what I did wasn’t for naught. “Good.”
Her hand stroked by cheek. “I’m going to let you get some sleep but I’ll be back in a few hours to check on you, okay?”
I nodded slowly. “Sorry, I’m not much fun.”
A small laugh escaped from her. “There will be plenty of time for fun when you’re better. Now get some rest.”
She rubbed my arm and I drifted off to sleep.
~Fin~