
Chapter 38

I happily let my body sink deeper into the old, familiar couch with a

content hum. I'm completely stu ed, having probably overeaten, my

body being used to too little fuel since late, but I don't even care

about the slightly uncomfortable, stu ed feeling. Nothing can make

me feel anything but perfectly at ease, being back on the same couch

I spent so many hours on, now with Wanda lying down on it with me,

her head at the opposite side of the couch, and her feet resting over

my thighs. Her eyes flutter open slightly at the sound of my hum, and

she smiles at me with hooded eyes, still half asleep. a2

"Good nap?" I ask her and she nods and snuggles in more towards

the backrest.

"Every nap is a good nap." Her voice is thick with sleep, mu led

against the pillows.

"Very true." I muse and she turns her head slightly to look at me, her

face completely relaxed and a slight blush to her cheeks.

"Did you sleep?" She mumbles sleepily.

"A little." I say and her sleepy expression shi s slightly with

something akin to reticence or maybe worry, making her eyebrows

jut down slightly. I don't comment on it, having found that she does

better with space rather than direct questions. She takes her time,

obviously debating whether or not to delve into whatever is on her

mind. But a er a few moments, she caves just as expected.

"When you were here last... you had these dreams..." She begins,

looking guilty with a curious twinkle in her eye.

My stu ed stomach suddenly feels like it's turned to ice. I do trust

Wanda, I think, kind of, but I don't know if I'm ready to tell her

about... I don't even think I'm ready to think about it. Wanda must've

sensed the shi  in my thoughts as she pulls her legs away from me

and uses the cushions behind her to prop herself up to a seated

position. I shi  slightly to give her more room, and she mistakes my

shi  for wanting more space. She hesitates, biting her lip but then

decides to scoot slightly closer nonetheless and even places a light

hand on my thigh, making me tense up slightly.

"I know you probably don't want to talk about it..." She begins.

"You're right." I try, but she glosses over my comment bravely.

"But you also told me that things are slightly easier if you have

someone to share them with." She pauses, her green eyes scanning

me and it feels like she's seeing right through me and into my

innermost feelings, but I know she's not actually looking in my head; I

trust her that much to know she wouldn't breach my privacy like that.

"I know I have my fair share of... um, issues-" She shrugs slightly,

flashing a quick minute smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. "But I

feel like I... like I can share with you, like you understand."

She pauses again, clearly not knowing what to say next so she breaks

eye contact and looks down at her hand which is resting on my leg. I

wait, hoping she might inadvertently lose track of her thoughts and

forget what she's asked me because I really do not want to burden

her with any of my baggage when she already has so much to carry

herself. Yet, I have a feeling that would she push me enough, I might

actually open up, and that feeling terrifies me because then, I would

have nothing to hide behind.

"You know, I don't really sleep." Wanda pulls my attention back to her

and I find her looking at me again, her expression unreadable even to

me. "Well take away that nap and last night, and I haven't slept

properly in months. Last night was the first time I slept through the

night."

She lets out a little exhale which sounds like a small laugh and I

actually let some of the tension go from my body, genuinely surprised

at her admission. The exact same is true of my recent sleep, or lack

thereof.

"Every time I close my eyes, all I see is..." Her face twitches painfully

as she searches for the right words.

"You see people you've lost." I o er up. a1

I have to look away from her at this point, her sorrow bleeding into

me and it's just a little too visceral, and I am not certain where to

draw the line between what I am feeling, and what she is feeling.

"Can you tell me who she is?" Wanda questions so ly. a1

The memory of being awakened on this very couch twice by my

regular nightmare floods my thoughts, and I vividly remember

Wanda's reactions both times. Images of how she just accepted my

pain and tried to ease it flicker before my eyes as I look at the Wanda

of here and now and I hear myself talk without meaning to.

"She is my niece. Um... I mean, was. My sister passed away when she

was only six, and so she lived with my grandmother and I kind of took

over for my sister. I even moved back home for a while to help, before

I went into the Academy."

Wanda listens politely, not reacting to anything I say, probably

wanting to give me space and freedom to express myself. It seems to

work, as I go on without meaning to.

"I was put on a case. It was one of my first cases as the lead detective.

And it, it went south." I stumble on my words slightly, my voice

growing thick with emotion and I have to fight to keep my emotions

at bay. Wanda's hand lies slightly more heavily on my leg, grounding

me. "They um, they found out where um my grandmother and my

niece lived and they, they um." I take a breath, looking up at the dark

ceiling, finding it hard to go on without bursting into tears, something

I absolutely will not do, not in front of Wanda. a1

"Well, they shot my grandmother and took Sarah and-"

Wanda's hand squeezes my thigh and she speaks, but I keep staring

at the ceiling, afraid my emotions will get the best of me.

"It's okay. You don't have to tell me anymore." Her voice is so  but it

still sounds loud in the silence which now feels like it's closing in on

me like a poisonous, su ocating blanket. I know she doesn't need to

hear more, because I know she saw my dream, that one time.

The image of Sarah in my arms just won't go away no matter how

hard I blink. I bite down on my cheek to try and stop myself from

crying, my reaction to telling Wanda surprising me in its intensity, as I

normally do not have problems with compartmentalizing my

emotions, something working with the FBI only has helped me with.

All that doesn't matter now though as I am struggling to return to

base.

Wanda slowly inches closer until she is right next to me, squished

between me and the cushions. She leans forward and rests her head

on my chest and wraps her arms ever so tenderly around me, careful

not to su ocate me too much. For a second, I feel like she is, and I itch

to push her o  me and get o  the couch and just get away, from here

and from her and her stupid ways of seeing right through me, but

then I feel the way the weight of her head on my chest makes my

heart rate slow down and my breathing evens out slowly, coming to

match the slow rise and fall of Wanda's back.

She just lies there, hugging me and I almost feel like asking her to

look into my head just so I can feel that comforting warmth that

usually accompanies her presence in my mind, but then I realize that

I'm ok. I'm ok. I'm ok.

"I haven't- I don't talk about it." Is all I say and she still doesn't move

away from me despite my words sounding like I want her to. I'm

grateful she doesn't.

"Thank you." Is all she says, e ectively silencing me with the sincerity

I can hear behind those two simple words.

"Thank you." I murmur back, still stunned from my intense reaction,

and the way she got me to talk about it just like that, so easily. My

damned therapist should take some notes. But then again, I don't

think I could have told anyone else, no matter what techniques they

used. Telling Wanda felt just right, and I don't feel at all humiliated, or

ashamed by my feelings and by how strongly I'm still a ected by

what happened. I obviously spared her from most details, not feeling

that she has to carry that knowledge around with her, but even just

admitting what happened, and even just mentioning my grandma

and my niece to her somehow felt like I managed to dislodge this

huge, heavy boulder that has been lying there, in the way.

Wanda stays wrapped over me for a little while longer until she's

certain I'm fine again. When she finally does move I almost have to

stop myself from pulling her back, instantly craving her comfort, but

she doesn't leave me completely. She rests her arm on one of the

pillows next to my head, pushing herself up slightly over me. Her

proximity to me makes me freeze completely, my body going tense

like a spring about to pop. She looks deeply into my eyes, pausing

momentarily before she lowers her face down towards mine and

presses her lips so ly on my forehead. a11

What the fuck??

All I hear is the rush of blood as my heartbeat climbs again, probably

thinking I'm about to have another panic attack. Which I very well

might be having, if I'm being totally honest.

Wanda pushes herself o  me slightly, looking at me searchingly,

hopefully not reading my expression as well as I find myself able to

read hers. Her lips stretch in a small, amused smile.

"Breathe." She tells me and I instantly let out my breath and she

giggles. "We're even now."

"W-what?" I blurt out, completely lost and my brain still only able to

process the fact that she just kissed my forehead, and is now mere

centimeters away from my face, able to scrutinize my every micro

expression.

What the fuck?? a1

"No more having to share bad memories." She says. "Only good ones

from now on, yes?"

"Yes." I answer her more quickly than intended and she looks amused

but pleased with herself and she pushes herself o  me with a tiny,

happy nod.

What the fuck?? a7

"You alright?" Wanda asks me and I jolt slightly.

She sits up, crossing her legs in front of her, her head slightly tilted

and a smug expression on her face. She knows exactly what she's just

done, and I have absolutely no problems with any of it. a2

What the fuck...

"Pancakes and trauma for breakfast, I'm great." I shoot back at her,

relieved my brain has decided to stop repeating shocked profanities

and actually join me in the present.

"Hmm, welcome to my life." Wanda breezily says and I chuckle.

"The fabulous life of an Avenger."

"It is the height of fabulousness." Wanda agrees. "That is actually

something Natasha would say, that our lives were way too fabulous.

Stark of course never agreed."

"I think I heard Natasha say it once or twice, now that you mention it.

Mostly referring to my fighting, of course, but..." I narrow my eyes in

mock contemplation and Wanda looks surprised.

"You met Natasha? What?"

"Yeah, when I got my powers." Wanda still doesn't seem to put two

and two together.

"When you got... What? That was on the Ra , no? Natasha is..."

Wanda's rambling slows and she looks sad again, an expression I've

come to hate on her face, but one that I see way too o en. i find

myself wanting to hug her in return.

What the...

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to..." I begin, but she shakes her head,

cutting me o .

"No, it's fine. I just don't understand. How did you meet Natasha?"

"Remember how I blacked out when I accidentally dropped the box

with that mist?"

"Which I told you not to play with." Wanda sourly remarks.

"Well, yes but also you're welcome." She narrows her eyes at me.

"Anyway," I quickly continue. "I guess I didn't really meet her, I just

must've hit my head pretty hard as I went down because I had this

whole hallucination in which I spent days with the Avengers at Stark

Tower."

"Oh." Wanda looks slightly disappointed.

"Don't worry, I would never forget about you babe, not even knocked

out. You were there too."

"I was?" She asks, looking slightly more interested again. "And what

did I do?"

"Trying to kill me, again." I deadpan.

"Ok, I never tried to kill you, ever, babe." She defends herself and my

heart leaps stupidly at hearing her call me that and I chuckle at her

defensiveness as she misses my joke.

"Well, maybe not, but back then you did. You were nooooot happy." I

laugh slightly as Wanda's expression kind of mirrors the one she had

back in my hallucination, albeit not as vengeful and filled with

hatred, maybe. Hopefully...

"And what did you do to make me not happy?" She asks as if it's

obvious I must've done something.

"Hey, you seemed like quite the angry type with or without my help -

back then, obviously!" I add quickly as she tilts her head, expression

darkening slightly. Although I know she's kidding, she's still fucking

terrifying sometimes, despite currently looking adorably cuddly in

her home-y clothes and messy hair.

Ok, what the fuck Liv?

Wanda snorts rolling her eyes and I reach over and poke her in her

side and her face breaks into a little laugh, as was my plan.

"If only I knew back then I just had to tickle you and it would all have

been fine."

"Please." She says, trying to regain her stoic expression but failing as

the grin doesn't seem to want to leave her lips.

I regard her for a moment, amused, always finding it just as satisfying

whenever I can make her smile, or laugh, the sound of her laughter is

so rare I wish I could record it to listen to it forever.

Alright, seriously, what the fuck is going on?

"What?" Wanda asks me, still smiling, and I realize I'm staring.

"Sorry, I was just thinking of how you had darker hair back then. It

looked nice."

"Natasha made me dye it." Wanda answers, her smile slowly fading

and the room is instantly darker than before. "I liked hers, so I just

copied. She wasn't too happy at first." a5

"It's nice like this too, don't get me wrong!" I quickly say, afraid I've

insulted her. She seemingly finds it amusing, the corners of her lips

slightly rising. "I guess the dark hair went with that whole emo look

you had going on." a13

"The what?" Wanda looks at me confused.

"The- never mind." I say, not wanting to take the risk of possibly

actually insulting her. People can be very touchy about their style, old

or current, and I'm not one to poke at Wanda, figuratively.

"Why would you dream about me when I looked like that, and not

now?" Wanda asks, and I completely miss her point.

"Whoa, okay, let's clear that up. First of all, I don't dream about you. It

wasn't a dream, okay? I hit my head."

"Flattering."

"No- I, oh, shut up." I say, exasperated and she grins. "It wasn't a

dream!"

"I believe you, grievous head injury is to blame, of course." I shoot her

a look and she chuckles. 

"I didn't dream of you!!!"

Wanda grins widely. "It's weird though, that you saw-not-dreamed

me like that, though, don't you think?"

"What do you mean?" I frown, confused.

"I know you must have seen pictures of me from when I was younger,

but it's funny that that is how you saw me in your not-dream."

"Stop!" I swat her on her arm and she throws her hands up in

surrender.

"Alright, touchy! Why was I allegedly trying to kill you?" Wanda asks

and I bite my lip, thinking back.

"Well, me and the Avengers -yup, we were like a team -don't be

jealous" I add seeing Wanda's expression. "We were going to retrieve

something; a weapon of some sort I think, they wouldn't tell me

what. So, we flew to this snowy place, again, wouldn't tell me where -

I feel like I sort of got the short end of the stick, somehow, now

thinking back... anyway, we started advancing in on this old fortress

type of place in the mountains when we were engaged by some

soldiers, and then I was kind of handling things when you showed up,

looking all mad."

Wanda listens to me silently, not laughing at my jokes but looking

quite serious. Slightly unnerved, I go on.

"Well, you were pretty pissed, as I said, your hair all brown and long

with this dress on which by the way was not appropriate for the

climate! Anyhow, Nat and I were trying to carry Clint back to the jet

and I had frozen everyone in place who my cool powers but they

didn't work on you."

I pause, waiting for Wanda's reaction, but it never comes, she's too

engrossed in what I'm saying and whatever is going on in her head.

"It was honestly so strange seeing you like that... You looked so

di erent, younger, kind of, and your accent! It was so thick! How

weird is that? It was cute, though, or - I mean-"

"What the fuck?" Wanda o ers up, her eyebrows raising in question

and I feel my face go scarlet in embarrassment.

"You said you don't listen-"

"I don't, but I can't stop you from shouting, can I?" She questions, still

looking too pleased for my liking.

"I wasn't shouting." I lamely say and she chuckles, clearly not

bothered at all.

"Anyway, you didn't recognize me at all for some reason, instead, you

just tried to kill me." I continue my story, wanting to just sink into the

couch and become one with it, never to be seen again. a1

"I didn't try to kill you..." Wanda whispers, her eyes glossed over like

she's deep in thought, not really seeing me.

"Hardy har har, I know, I know, but this was my hallucination, so I

kind of have authorship, don't you think?" I joke but she just blinks a

couple of times, like she's seeing me properly for the first time.

"It was real."

"Huh?"

"It happened. I remember you."

"What?"

"Your powers... when I saw them, they seemed so familiar to me but I

couldn't really place them, but I remember now. You were in Sokovia,

and we were fighting each other. Then you just... you just

disappeared."

"Ha, I don't- I didn't really- that didn't really happen, Wanda." I look

at her, slightly concerned that she might have somehow hit her head,

but she just stares at me with those piercing green eyes of hers.

"Yes, it did happen!" She raises her voice slightly in annoyance. "We

know you can freeze people in place, but you're not just freezing

them in place, you're freezing them in time!"

Wanda sits up straighter, her eyes glistening with excitement. She

scoots closer to me again and I'm forced to sit up from my no longer

comfortable lying down position.

"Livvy, you can change time!" Wanda stares at me like I am either the

most exciting, intriguing thing she has ever laid eyes upon, or the

most scary. I'm not certain which of the options I like less. Wanda

mistakes my reaction for disbelief as she goes on, placing both hands

on my thighs in excitement. a5

"I know you can! Have you done it consciously a er that?"

"I- well, I guess the once, when I was trying to find you- at the market

in Romania..."

"I knew it! I sensed you, and I knew I saw you, but I just thought..."

Wanda frowns, not continuing. Then, she places a hand on my cheek,

her face radiant.

"Do you know what this means? Livvy, if you can move time, we can...

we can go back." She whispers the last few words, her hand on my

cheek trembling slightly. a13

I pause, Wanda's eyes searching mine, waiting for a reaction.

Somehow, Wanda's excitement puts me o  the idea more and more.

There's some sort of darkness underlying her giddiness, something I

don't want to touch or meddle with. This whole thing makes me

uncomfortable. I begin pulling back and Wanda instantly reaches out

more, putting her other hand on my other cheek, cradling my face

between her hands, keeping me still, keeping me looking into her

eyes.

"No, no, Livvy, this is so great. We can go back, and we can help

everyone, we can get them all back! Vision, Pietro, my- your sister,

your grandmother, your niece! Livvy, we could save them all!"

Wanda's eyes are watering over as she speaks, her desperation

evident in her tone as she clutches my face desperately willing me to

understand. a4

"Wanda, I'm not-" Wanda's expression makes me halt. She looks so

hopeful and so sad, those eyes of hers just pleading for me to jump in

and say yes. Yet there's something not right. How could we go back,

the both of us, and just change the past? Wouldn't that change

everything like a ripple e ect? I've seen enough movies to know that

messing with time just doesn't work. a3

"I'm sorry, Wanda." I say placing my hands on the back of hers and

slowly letting our hands drop into my lap, where I keep a hold of her

hands. "I just don't think it's a good idea, at all."

"You don't think saving the people we love is worth whatever price

we have to pay?" Wanda's voice breaks slightly.

"I would do anything to bring them back, and you know I would do

anything to help you, if I could-"

"But you can. So why won't you?" a7

A/N: Hey fam! I'm back! Sorry for the annoying wait, I just haven't had

any time to write and smartly enough I have been writing this chapter

for chapter so :)...

Anywho, I hope you enjoyed this one and that it was worth the wait!

Do you think we're going to jump back in time again, should we even

do it?? Anything for Wanda, maybe? Where's Agatha gone, is this love,

all of those big questions, eh??? a3

Continue reading next part 


	Page 1

