
Chapter 57

For the remainder of the day, I'm le  alone, both physically and

mentally. I welcome the solitude as I finally manage to sleep for the

first time in days. The heavy curtains shield o  the light from outside

su iciently, and in the semi-darkness, I lie heavily on the so  bed, my

mind finally able to switch o .

It isn't until the light from outside has begun to dissipate that I finally

start coming to, feeling groggy and slightly disoriented at first until I

register where I am. New York. Tony Stark's. In a bed. I push myself o

the bed and slowly stumble towards the bathroom, deciding I might

as well shower since it's been a while, and who knows when I might

next have the opportunity to. I undress gingerly, noting the various

bruises on my body, all in di erent stages of healing, rendering my

skin multifaceted shades of blue and purple.

I step into the shower cubicle (which is large enough to fit half a

dozen people at least -classic), and let the hot water run down my

body, warming me up and rinsing me clean. I close my eyes and just

stand there as the water pours onto me, each droplet of water trying

its best to win the race down to my feet. I barely even notice that my

own tears join the race.

I feel so tired and like I may break any second under the weight of the

water. All of my big plans have been broken and now I'm le  to do

what, exactly? I half-heartedly try to convince myself that I still have a

purpose; that I still haven't fulfilled my mission. But it doesn't quite

feel like my mission anymore. I don't know who or what to believe. I

try to not think about everything Romano  said to me earlier, and I

definitely try to steer clear of what Maximo  has said. Trying to stay

clear. This means that that is all I can think of, naturally.

I try to distract myself by washing my hair. It doesn't quite work. I still

feel miserable and dirty, spoiled. I let myself waste some more water,

pressing my forehead against the cool tiles. My eyes sting and my

body shakes just so slightly as I cry silently, so tired from keeping it all

in. a2

Feeling like I've allowed myself to wallow in self-pity for enough time

I turn the water o  and step out of the shower, wrapping a large, so

towel around my aching body. As I'm standing in the middle of the

bedroom I realize I don't have any spare clothes, and I don't quite feel

like putting my dirty, sweaty, and bloody Hydra-outfit on again. I turn

and rummage in a few drawers, accidentally finding a pair of

sweatpants that hang slightly too loosely on my hips but have to do,

and an oversized black T-shirt is what I settle on. I twist my hair up

into a loose bun, not bothering to dry it.

I walk back and slump down on the bed, drawing my knees up to my

chest, hugging my legs tight, resting my chin on my knees and I look

out onto the city below which has started to light up in a thousand

di erent shades of yellows, whites, and reds, all of the tiny specks of

lights resembling tiny, tiny diamonds. It's oddly calming, watching

the lights sparkle. I can almost forget about me and my issues.

"Hi." A small voice startles me and I turn my head just a little too

quickly, straining my neck as I try to look at whoever's just

interrupted my brooding.

I'm met with the sight of Maximo  in the doorway, her hair falling

so ly just past her shoulders, her arms wrapped around herself

protectively. She's wearing a pair of black leggings and a huge grey

sweater which threatens to swallow her. She's gnawing on her lower

lip, looking slightly nervous. The sight of her makes me feel slightly

nauseous as feelings I can't sort out start nervously buzzing around

inside of me.

"I didn't hear you." I say, my voice sounding dull.

She looks around the room quickly, smiling a tiny, quick smile which

quickly fades as she looks back at me, taking a step into the room. I

feel my chest constrict as she gets just the tiniest bit closer to me. I

wish she would just stay over there.

"You looked like you were miles away." She watches me closely, and I

get the feeling that she's trying to read me. I briefly wonder why she

won't just look inside my head if she's so intrigued by my thoughts.

She shakes her head ever so slightly, still biting on her lip.

"I guess I was." I sigh, looking away from her back out at the twinkling

city, trying to get my mind to stop obsessing over Maximo  and calm

down. She's right there and I could so easily just pounce up and get

her. I resist the urge.

"Can -can I sit down?" I hear her ask me, still so unsure of herself. Her

nervousness makes me nervous too. I look at her. She scrunches up

her nose and shrugs. "Kind of hurts to stand." a1

I shrug back at her, looking back at the city, ignoring the way my body

tenses up as it senses her getting closer until I feel the slight dip of

the mattress as she sits down at the foot of the bed, a good meter

between us. My entire body screams for me to run away or push her

away from me, but I just sit there, my hands clasped tightly in my lap.

I feel her eyes on me. We sit in silence for a few tense moments.

"This is di icult for you." It's not a question, but more of a statement.

It makes me finally look away from the window and at her. She's

watching me, her face empty of emotion, but for some reason, I can

read the way the corners of her mouth are just so slightly tense and

the fine lines around her eyes betray her hurt and her uncertainty.

"Yes." I agree, not finding any reason to lie to her.

"What's going on in your head?" Her voice is barely above a whisper.

"Why don't you just look?"

"I promised you I never would." She's biting her lip again.

I study her for a second, wondering if I should. She tilts her head just

a little in response, her eyes a dark green in the low light, her cheeks

tinted with a so  rosy sheen. If I didn't know better, I would think she

was blushing under my gaze. One of her eyebrows rises slightly in

question. a1

"Do it." My voice is calm and steady, unlike my insides which are

crawling and twirling and swirling.

"What?" She asks, her eyes flitting down my face and back up to my

eyes again.

"Look."

She frowns, her eyes questioning, now not leaving mine. Her lips

open just slightly as she unconsciously switches to breathing through

her mouth.

"It's okay, I want you to understand." I assure her and her eyes turn

just slightly glossier, reflecting the world she sees in a twisted little

image back to me. She nervously wets her lips with her tongue,

shaking her head just a millimeter, but it's enough for me to notice.

"Please." I hear myself whisper, suddenly feeling close to crying

myself, which is a rare occurrence, especially twice in one day.

"Livvy-" She begins, her voice thick and uncertain.

"Please." I ask of her again and her face twitches slightly as she tries

to keep her emotions in check.

"Okay." She agrees, blinking slowly. "Okay."

She swallows and breathes in heavily as if preparing herself for

something unpleasant, something she would rather not go through

with. I feel the same way, and yet I know this is something I have to

do; something she has to do. Something we have to do. I feel like for

us to be on a more even playing field she has to get it through her

head that I'm not who she wants me to be, and I don't have any more

words to tell her. This is the only way I can think of.

"Am I okay?" She asks timidly, indicating the space between us.

I want to scream no, no, I can't, she needs to leave, she needs to leave

now or I might hurt her, but I force myself to simply nod tersely. She

nods back, her big green eyes round as a little puppy and she

carefully comes closer to me. My heart beats erratically against my

chest and I feel my vision narrowing until all I see is her. Fight or

flight.

Her pupils are large, dark, her lashes framing her eyes making her

look almost doe-eyed. Her lips are still slightly parted and I note each

and every one of her so  inhales and each exhale. I almost feel like

my body comes to a standstill or starts existing in a state of slow

motion, the world around me ceasing to exist as I am frozen in

motion, wanting to run until I can't catch my breath anymore, but not

being able to move a single muscle under her emerald gaze. a3

"Ready?" She barely whispers but I hear her clearly.

"Ready." I nod, and she closes her mouth tightly.

I watch with a mixture of horror and awe as the warm, kind green in

her eyes gives way to an at first small spark of scarlet, which slowly

grows in size until it has engulfed all the green, burning fiercely. It

sparkles, alive, an entity completely separate and indescribable. I

cannot escape anymore, I am like a fly trapped in the spider's web,

helplessly flailing as the spider creeps closer and closer.

Maximo  slowly li s a hand up towards my face. I watch it from the

corner of my eye. She holds it close to my temple, her ring finger

twitching slightly unnaturally and a whisp of scarlet forms around her

fingers, matching the scarlet in her eyes. I close my eyes as the scarlet

tendril creeps towards me.

It feels like the scarlet sneaks its way into my brain, squeezing and

wrapping itself further and further into me, but it doesn't really hurt.

It's not even uncomfortable. It's just unnatural. I can tell Maximo  is

being gentle and careful. As she explores further, at moments it

almost feels like she accidentally pinches me and the pain is so

similar to that of the pain of the chair that I feel myself start to blindly

panic, trying to retreat, trying to push Maximo  away, which only

tenfolds the pain in my head.

It's fine.

It's just me.

Relax.

I try to do as she says and when I do, the uncomfortable pain

instantly goes away. Then I'm pulled onto a roller coaster of

memories. The earth underneath me lurches away and I'm tumbling

through stabbing Maximo , then talking to the Winter Soldier,

training with him, the well-kept woman with the bun telling me about

Maximo , my cell, me lying motionless in my cell a er a visit on the

chair, then the chair, the chair, the chair. I want it to stop, but I have

no control. The chair and twisted memories. Me alone. Maximo

kissing me. Red eyes. Pain shooting through my arm. Red eyes and

fear. I'm hanging upside down. Maximo  flying away. Me screaming

for her to come back. A tall, lanky FBI agent going crashing up into a

dark wooden ceiling and then crumbling in an unmoving heap on the

ground. Red eyes.

I open my eyes and watch the last spark of red disappears from

Maximo 's face. I notice a tear slowly finding its way down her cheek.

I feel it on mine too. I li  a hand and touch my cheek. It's wet.

Maximo 's chest rises and falls unevenly and she looks away from

me, her lower lip trembling. I fight o  the impulse to wipe her tear

away too. I don't, and just watch it roll down her cheek, tremble on

her chin and then fall.

"I'm sorry." She finally chokes out, her voice croaky.

I don't reply. I don't know if everything I just saw is what she saw, or if

she saw more or less and if she could feel what I felt, but by the looks

of her, whatever she did experience was not pleasant. I watch her

profile, for a moment forgetting my desire to push her away from me

or crawl away myself. Her eyes sparkle in the lights from outside

which are now brighter than ever as the sun has almost set.

"I didn't -realize." She struggles for words, still refusing to look at me.

"There's nothing le ."

"Nothing le ?" I repeat, not understanding.

She finally turns her head to look at me. For a second I imagine the

red fire in her eyes, but it's just green. Just green and a deep well of

emotions I'll never truly understand. Her eyes are a di erent red, that

red which only comes from hurt. She blinks and another tear

escapes. I watch it follow the path of its predecessor. This one is more

stubborn, not wanting to leave its host. It dangles onto Maximo 's

chin, trembling, but stubborn.

I can't help myself, and as much as I want to put as much distance

between myself and the witch, I simply raise my hand towards her

face. Her eyes watch my hand approach, but she does nothing. I use

my thumb to wipe the stubborn tear away from her. Her skin feels so

surprisingly so  and cool against my skin and something twists inside

of me. But it isn't completely unpleasant. My hand lingers just a little

too long on her jaw, so I let it drop back onto my lap.

"Nothing good is le ." She whispers and I look up at her eyes which

are looking at my hand. a4

She looks back up at my face and for a beat, she's still, then her face

screws up in a small grimace and she lets out a small sob which she

apparently was trying to hold back. More tears escape, rolling down

happily over her cheeks and she looks away from me, silently crying. a2

I do nothing to console her. I just look out onto the city, feeling

empty, listening to her so  struggling breaths. a1

A er a little while, she stops crying. Maybe she finally feels as empty

as me. Or maybe she finally realizes that I am not me anymore. I

sneak a glance at her. She's watching the city, her face tear-streaked.

"Now you see." I break the silence. She doesn't look at me.

"No." She whispers, almost to herself.

"What?" I exclaim so ly, surprised. Why can't she still not see? It's

right there in front of her.

She looks up, a new, wilder expression on her face. My heart beats

wildly anew.

"No. They le  all the bad. That's still there. The good must be there,

too." She says cryptically, studying me closely, as if seeing something

for the first time or trying to find the answer to a riddle posed to her

written across my face.

"I don't-" I begin, but the words die in my throat as she grabs the

sides of my face in her hands and keeps me still, her intense gaze

focused on me.

For a crazy second, I'm convinced she's going to kiss me or something

equally insane, but she doesn't.

"It's in there. It's in there." She mutters to herself, looking wild, and

before I can stop her, her eyes begin burning red again.

"No, no-" I protest weakly, my hands clambering up to try to pull hers

away from me, but her grip is steady and I'm not really trying.

The same feeling of something strange, unearthly that does not

belong returns and I know she's in my head again. I feel her magic

claw around my brain, finding and tossing aside memories it isn't

interested in. It goes deeper, and I begin to writhe. It's uncomfortable,

and my feeling of unease is mounting the further in she sneaks.

I hear myself begin to whimper quietly against the pain. My body

can't move, but my fingers dig into the tops of her hands. I barely see

her in front of me, red eyes shining brightly; nightmarishly.

"S-stop." I whimper trying to whither out of her grasp, but the magic

is unrelenting.

I yelp out as it digs painfully, suddenly, like a snake rearing and

striking at its prey. My vision goes white for a second before it begins

to return.

"I'm sorry." I can hear her murmur over and over again as her magic

strikes and strikes and strikes.

It's almost as bad as the chair. The pain is the same, but it feels

contained. It doesn't rip through my entire being. I begin to shake as

my muscles start spasming, trying to fruitlessly get me away from

whatever is causing me pain. But Maximo  keeps me still, whispering

her apology over and over in my ear. a5

I sob out as her magic strikes and tightens simultaneously like a

barbed-wire around my brain, squeezing and squeezing, making me

see stars. Something so  mu les my cries and I realize she's pressing

her lips against mine, absorbing my cries, trying to absorb my pain,

or letting me know she's here with me. I don't know, I don't know

anything, all I know is that she is doing this to me.

Then, I shatter.

My head feels like it explodes; the pressure finally amounting to too

much for me to bear. Shards of pain ricochet through my body. I can't

see, I don't know where I am, I don't know if I am crying or if

someone else is crying. It all just hurts.

"Livvy?" I don't want to open my eyes. "Baby?" a4

What is going on? My head feels sore like someone's bashed it in with

a baseball bat. I slowly open my eyes. I'm sitting on the same bed as

before. I realize someone is steadying me, their hands on my cheeks,

keeping my head up. I blink again and a pale face swims into view.

"W-" I try, but my tongue feels sluggish.

I'm so confused. My brain feels sluggish too. What just happened?

"Hey, hey. I'm so sorry, I didn't want to hurt you."

"Wanda?"

Her face contorts into a sad smile. Why is she crying?

"Yeah." She laughs sadly and nods.

I realize my fingernails are digging into her hands. I so en my hold of

her hands, so ly brushing my thumbs over the back of them in an

attempt to soothe her skin.

"I'm so confused." I murmur and she lets out a little relieved laugh. a1

"Did I hurt you?" She asks me, worry etched on her face.

"What did you do?" I wonder, my brain piecing together lone still

images that don't quite make sense to me.

"What's your name?" She ignores my question.

"I - what?" I stutter, my body still leaning into her hands heavily for

support. "Olivia." a7

She breathes out, her eyes glistening and her little nose red. My brain

is still trying to catch up with whatever just happened, but I honestly

feel like a battered cod. Nothing is making sense.

Wanda sni les a little laugh, and then she pulls me closer. Her lips

crash onto mine in a sloppy, hasty kiss. I'm confused. She's holding

me like I'm about to slip away. My stomach contracts, a jittery feeling

traveling up and down my body as it realizes what is going on.

She tastes like salt. Is she still crying? I open my eyes just a little, but

her eyes are closed and I can't tell. She's holding my face so tightly it

almost hurts, and although I don't understand anything that is going

on, what I do recognize is how much she needs my closeness. I let go

of her hands and let my hands travel to the sides of her face. It's wet.

She is crying. I continue on, my hands traveling to the back of her

head where my fingers grab onto her hair and I pull her towards me

although there's no distance between us.

She lets out a small sob against my lips, but she doesn't pull away. I

kiss her back with the same ferocity as she is kissing me, wanting to

let her know that I'm here. a1

I'm here.

I pull on her hair and she gasps slightly, her mouth opening just a

little against mine and I don't hesitate, my tongue slipping into her

mouth and she lets me take control of the kiss.

My stomach flutters again and I grasp at the back of her head, her

need for closeness suddenly transferring onto me. She presses her

body closer against mine, one of her hands leaving my face and

coming to rest at the back of my neck as she carefully uses me as

support to li  herself onto my lap. a5

Our tongues dance against and with each other as both of us try to

pull the other closer and closer in, desperation clinging onto our

every move. Although I am unsure about everything and anything at

the moment, not really understanding why it feels like I've just woken

up from a very long, overdue nap, I do know one thing. And that's

how much I need the woman in my arms. My heart twists almost

painfully at the thought. I let one hand fall down to the small of her

back and I pull her towards me even closer until her body is flat

against mine. She responds by letting out an almost imperceptible

moan.

My heart is beating so wildly against my chest that I begin to suspect

it is trying to flee me and break through and join Wanda's heart

instead.

Just as I think I'm about to blackout, our dance naturally takes on a

slower tempo. I hug her close and her fingers dig into my skin as she

resiprocates.

We break apart, both of us breathing heavily, our hearts racing as

one. I open my eyes, instantly meeting hers. She smiles so ly, small

dimples appearing on the sides of her mouth. She leans forward,

resting her forehead against mine, her thumb caressing the side of

my face as we catch our breaths. a3

"It's you." She whispers, and I don't know if she's asking me, but I

answer her nonetheless.

"It's me." a11

A/N: Hope you enjoyed this one, I really liked writing it xx a14

Thank you again for all your votes and your comments, love love love

em all!

See you on Monday!

Continue reading next part 


	Page 1

