
Chapter 81

Darcy brings me home, the car unusually quiet, devoid of her

talkative mood. The lulling motions make me grow weary, the

warmth of the heating of the set not helping ease my tiredness the

slightest, and so I sit there, struggling to keep my eyes open. Neither

one of us breaks the pressing, heavy silence that has grown between

us. I don't know if she's also mulling over our conversation. I lean my

head against the cool window, tiredly watching the city flash by.

Darcy mutters a few select curse words under her breath as she

swerves cars I bet she would swear are driving badly. I don't bother

keeping an eye on her driving as I did on the way to Ihop, not too

bothered with whether we make it to our destination or not. My mind

seems to be too tired to be able to do anything but repeat our

conversation from earlier on a loop. As much as I hate admitting

being wrong, I can't help the new, gnawing feeling deep, deep down

within me, which grows stronger with each time I replay the

conversation. A small, little nugget of doubt has sprouted in me,

slowly growing, spreading its roots through my veins. Did I in fact

make the wrong choice when I le  Wanda alone outside of that

cabin? Did I abandon her at a time she needed me most? a7

Once we make it to my apartment block, Darcy quietly tells me she's

following me all the way home, just to be sure I make it. She doesn't

blink an eye when told that, as an FBI agent, I am certain I can make

the journey to my flat in one piece. Instead, all I get from her is a so

sco  and a 'let's go'. So, we quietly ride the rickety elevator in silence

until we get to the 8th floor. Darcy watches me unlock the 5 locks on

my door, and I can tell she really wants to make a joke about the

number of locks I have installed, but she doesn't.

"Alright, I can take it from here, Darcy. Thanks." I turn around to face

her as I push the door open to my dark flat.

"Somehow, I really doubt that." Darcy tells me, so ening her

comment with a small smile.

"Darcy-"

"What were you doing when I knocked? Cause I doubt you were

sleeping." Darcy narrows her eyes at me and I sigh, giving in, knowing

when I've been bested.

I step aside to let her in and she walks past confidently. I wonder

where she gets her energy from as I follow her into the flat, feet

dragging from exhaustion. Darcy flicks the light on in the kitchen as

she starts putting away the pancakes.

"Brush your teeth and shower, thank you." Darcy loudly orders from

the kitchen. "You look like you've been dug up from a grave."

"Thanks." I mutter sarcastically, without being able to help the small

smile that spreads on my face.

I do as I'm told though, and the warm water of the shower rushes

down my cold body and I brush my teeth as I slowly warm up, too

tired to separate showering and brushing my teeth. I stand in the

shower for a while, silently staring at the familiar tiles on the wall. I'm

too tired to do any actual cleaning, hoping the water and some soap

might be enough. The room quickly steams up, unknotting some of

the tense muscles in my body. As much as the shower is making me

feel cleaner, I still feel dirty, guilty. The feeling won't rinse away.

When I decide I must be clean enough for Darcy's taste, I wrap my

gray towel around me, ignoring the dripping of my hair that falls past

my shoulders. I glance at myself in the mirror on the way out. I'm

thankful for the fogginess of it because my stomach turns slightly at

the sight of the various degrees of healed bruises on my body. My

face looks slightly gaunter than it used to, my cheekbones protruding

more. I haven't looked in a mirror in a while, and the sight of me

makes me instantly reminded of the way I would worry for Wanda,

my current state reminding me of how she would look. She wore the

worn down look much better than I do, though. I shake my head and

step out of the bathroom, clearing my head of her.

"Oh, wow." Darcy turns around as I silently walk out of the bthroom. I

don't fil to notice how her eyes skim over my bruises, her eyes quickly

going up and down my body, taking it all in. I hug the towel slightly

tighter, feeling too self-conscious to make a joke about them, and she

diverts her eyes, looking slightly guilty herself.

"Why don't you pop into some comfy clothes and I'll make you a

cuppa." Darcy so ly suggests, clearing her throat and putting on a

surprisingly good British accent at the end of her sentence to lighten

the mood.

"Thank you. Govna'" I give her a small smile and a wink, walking past

her as she tries not to stare.

Well in my bedroom, I go through my drawers, quickly finding the

pair of sweatpants and old shirt I always sleep in, pulling them on

hastily, not wanting to feel exposed in my nakedness. I can hear Darcy

brewing the tea outside. As much as I am wanting her to just leave me

alone so I can feel sorry for myself and overthink every mistake I

made concerning Wanda, obsessing over what she is doing now,

without me, I am grateful for Darcy. My thoughts feel muddled and

confused and I feel awful, and she is proving a welcomed distraction.

I brush my wet hair, letting it airdry as I walk back out into the living

room where Darcy hands me a warm cup filled with tea and I again

try not to be reminded of Wanda and her cup on the porch, the

memory filling me with a sour feeling.

"I'm going to sleep on the couch tonight, ok?" Darcy's tone is so er

than it has been all night as she watches me with kind eyes. It's as

though actually seeing the physical marks of what I've gone through

has so ened her entire take on me slightly. I prefer this to being

yelled at, but I wish she wouldn't look at me like that.

"No, seriously, Darcy, I'm-" I begin and she chuckles mirthily.

"Liv, I'm sure you're fine. I just don't want to drive all the way out of

the city at 4 am." She smirks and I roll my eyes. "What, even I get

tired!"

"Take the bed."

"Oh, Olivia." Darcy places a hand on her chest, pretending to be coy.

"You're pretty and all that, but I don't want to step on a certain

redhead's toes."

"Oh, shut up." I laugh and flop down on the couch, placing the cup on

the floor next to the couch.

"Sleep tight. Try not to think too much, yeah? Although that

shouldn't be a problem for you, should it?" Darcy winks as she flips

the light o  and then tiptoes to my bedroom as I glare at her.

"There's a pair of clean clothes you can sleep in in the top drawer to

your right!" I loudly let her know and I hear her snicker.

"Honey, I sleep naked."

I chuckle slightly at her as she closes the curtains I've put up in lieu of

an actual door with pazazz.

"Darcy, I love you, but please don't." I grin at myself, li ing my feet

onto the couch and pulling the old blanket over myself.

"You're right. What would Wanda think?" I hear Darcy chuckle and I

smile slightly, despite the slight twinge in my chest. Wanda wouldn't

think much of it, would she? She wouldn't care.

And then I resume just staring up at the dark ceiling, my thoughts

running back to Wanda, intercut with what Darcy said to me. I gave

up on her.

Time ticks by and although my body physically is exhausted, and my

mind too, I just cannot seem to switch o . I slip into a weird typ of

state of dreaming wherein I'm still awake, but somehow I'm still

transported thousands of miles away back to that cabin, with her,

seeing her clear as day. I try to flick those daydreams, or nightdreams

away, but like an annoying fly, they just return and I'm forced to lie

there, passively letting myself feel worse and worse, wishing Wanda

was here.

Eventually, I can't stand the torture anymore, and I quietly get o  the

couch and slip my old, big NYU hoodie on, slipping out of my

sweatpants and into black yoga pants, slipping my feet into trainers. I

grab my keys and slip out of my apartment without much of a sound,

knowing Darcy's still fast asleep based on the so  snoring emanating

from my room.

I jog down the slowly awakening streets, a comforting sense of

familiarity washing over me and I finally relax more with each step I

run, feeling better than were I asleep. I finally make it to the gym, my

feet having taken me there without me having to tell them to. I nod a

quick hello to the front desk worker who looks surprised at seeing me

so late in the morning. Usually, I'd be here at four in the morning. This

is almost a lie-in.

I spend the next two hours torturing my already exhausted body, but

as the sweat starts pouring I feel invigorated as if I'm purging myself. I

ignore the few other people in the gym who shoot me intrigued looks

as I go all out on the machines as if I have a personal vendetta against

them. Once I barely remain standing, I decide to call it. On actually

shaking legs, I make my way to the locker rooms, quickly rincing the

quickly cooling sweat o  my body, and thanking my past self for

always leaving a bag of work clothes in a locker just in case.

I slip into the now slightly ill-fitting suit, trying to pull the pants up

higher as they keep slipping down my waist. I pull my hair up in a

ponytail and decide I look presentable enough. The whole oversized

look is in anyways, isn't it?

"Agent- what- what are you doing here?" The head of my department

looks up in pure shock as I enter his o ice without knocking.

"Oh, you noticed my absence, did you?" I mutter unamused as I try to

not move a muscle in my face as the stench of tobacco and co ee

reaches my nose.

"You've been gone for several weeks without notice, agent. Yes, I

noticed your absence." My boss grumbles and I wish I remembered

his name. a2

"Well, a lot -" I begin but he clicks his tongue, standing up, his suit not

properly smoothing out.

"I don't want to hear it." He silences me and I bite my tongue, for

once. "I sent you out with agent Davies to get Maximo  to talk, and

what do you do?"

"I assume this is a rhetorical question." I can't help the words slipping

through. My boss narrows his eyes as his chest pu s out in anger.

"Yes, it is a rhetorical question!" He rumbles loudly, the cooler rising

in his pu y face. "You fled with Maximo ! What the hell is wrong with

you!?"

"Another rhetorical question?" I grin and his eyes widen dangerously.

"Agent! If I were you I would really think about talking back to me

right now!" He shouts and from the corner of my eyes, I can see some

agents in the bullpen outside curiously turn their heads towards us.

"You not only disobeyed orders, but you actually stole a US military

helicopter to break out an internationally wanted enhanced

individual!" He shouts, heads now properly turning towards us as I

try not to flinch as his spittle rains on me. "Maximo  was in our

control, exactly where they wanted her and you broke her out!"

"I - well, yes, I did, but you don't-"

"If your next word is 'understand', agent, I swear to god, I'm going to

need you to go back to kindergarten!" He furiously points his fleshy

finger at me and I recoil slightly.

"Come on, she was basically being tortured, that wasn't legal, I mean

if you would have seen her-"

"I don't give a shit if they were waterboarding her and pulling out her

fingernails, you do not break her out!" He looks at me as though I've

lost my mind. Which, to be fair, I might have.

"Wait." I push his accusatory finger out of my face and he turns

another, deeper, more impressive shade of red. "What did you mean

with Maximo  being exactly where they wanted her?"

"What?" He stutters, looking confused as he tries to follow my train of

thought. "They; S.W.O.R.D., the FBI-"

"Hydra?" I finish his sentence and his mouth opens stupidly with

unintelligible sounds coming out of him. a1

"You're joking." I take a step back, unconsciously running my

trembling fingers through my hair, messing up my ponytail. My boss'

small eyes follow my movements as I dryly laugh, starting pacing

from one end of his smelly o ice to the other, trying to piece it all

together.

"So Hydra got you to capture Maximo  for them - oh! That's why they

were storing that mist on the Ra , too! They wanted to experiment on

her, didn't they!?" I ramble, without really talking to him. "To see if

they could get the mist to behave like her scarlet!"

"I have no idea what you're-" He interrupts me weakly but I interrupt

him in turn with another mirthless laugh, finding this extremely

enlightening.

"You know what? I don't actually doubt you. You probably know shit

all about this, do you? Why would they tell you? As long as you do

what they want, they're happy-"

"Agent-"

"Was it ever about her standing trial? It wasn't, was it? Now that I

think about it - how stupid could I be? Have you ever heard of an

Avenger actually having to pay damages for the chaos they've

created? No, of course not! No one gave a shit about the Avengers

destroying New York, why would you give a shit about Wanda taking

over a shitty little town with three people in it? No one even got hurt!"a1

"Wanda?" My boss interrupts me and I stop pacing, looking up at him.

"You are on first-name basis with her? Where did you take her? Where

is she now?"

"Do you really think I would tell you?" I laugh hollowly again,

probably looking slightly insane to him.

"Why did you leave the US when you were under investigation, huh?

You were never cleared!" My boss tries to trip me up but I ignore him.

"And here I thought I was actually doing something good. What a

bunch of bullshit, eh? I'm done here." I calmly say and his eyebrows

rise in surprise and I've never felt more certain.

 My boss finally finds a reason to smile, his confidence growing. "You

were never my best agent, but you are far from stupid. Why on earth

have you come back here for?"

"Good question." I earnestly sigh, looking around myself, imagining

like so many times being the one to sit in this o ice. The usual slight

spark of excitement I used to feel at the thought never appears. I just

feel anger.

"You do realize you are under arrest?" I look back at the old, chubby

man in front of me, smiling like a pleased toad.

"Oh, I do. I don't plan on being, though." I shake my head, my mind

spinning as I try to formulate a plan of getting away from this place.

"Unfortunately, we don't tend to ask-"

"Fuck you, man." I roll my eyes, my heart beating loudly in my chest.

"You know what, I never said anything - cause you were my boss, but

man you fucking reek. And you really, really suck at your job. I quit."

"You can't quit when I've just placed you under arrest!" He grows red

again, the vein in his temple bulging out.

"I can and I did. Good riddance." I wave at him sarcastically, marching

out of his o ice.

The entire bullpen is staring at me as I confidently stride past the

stationary agents, none of them making a move to stop me. I

scamper to the elevators, one luckily enough just arriving as I press

on the button repeatedly. A few agents in dark suits get out as the

doors open, none of them giving me so much as a second look. I

squeeze in through them, slamming my hand on the ground floor

button, heart racing. I just have to make it out of here...

"No, no! Someone - you lot - are you deaf?" I hear my boss shout,

never being the most articulate. The doors begin to close. "She's

under arrest!"

The doors so ly close on the scene of pure chaos as the agents all

scramble to their feet. I lean back against the cool steel of the walls in

the elevator, my pulse racing as I try to muster some energy into my

spent body. I breathe heavily as though I've just run a race as my

thoughts are doing just that. It was all a huge set-up from the get-go.

Wanda was never going to face any sort of justice. It was never about

that.

The elevator stops once and a few agents step in, but none of them

seem to be aware of my impending doom. I smile awkwardly at them,

trying to appear calm and collected. Inwardly, I curse myself for being

so stupid as to thinking I might go back to work. What on earth was I

thinking? Even if this entire operation wasn't a huge set-up, I would

never in million years be able to come back! I did bust Wanda out of

the Ra , stealing hugely expensive military equipment at the same

time, then I allowed her to mindcontrol a great deal of agents, to

blow up part of a Federal building a er Darcy removed her collar and

cu s. Never mind that, but I did then technically flee the country

while they were investigating my involvement in the whole Wanda

escaping bit. Why on earth did I come back here? There is no

returning to my old life. That life is gone.

The doors ping open anew, this time on the ground floor. I hesitantly

step out, keeping pace with the other agents exiting the elevator. I

keep my head down, trying to at the same time appear

inconspicuous and normal. Should be easy enough. The floor is busy,

thankfully, as people are clocking into work, and rushing from one

o ice to another in that morning frenzied state of trying to make it

seem as though you finished all your work the evening prior. As I

hustle through the throng of agents, I remember myself being one of

the hundred bodies, but now, I feel so separate, so alien.

I actually make it all the way to the glass doors, which I slip through

in a state of amazement, wondering how on earth they could be so

inept as to not even be able to stop me from leaving through the front

fucking doors. But here I am, out in the busy streets of New York, a

free woman.

I quickly make my way down the street towards the subway station,

wanting to put as much space between myself and the FBI as

possible. Well on the rattling, noisy subway, I allow myself to breathe

out. My hands are shaking with tiredness and adrenaline, as I hang

onto the pole in the carriage. I need to make it home, and quick.

Darcy needs to be out of there before the FBI shows up there, and so

do I. Where I'll go, I have no clue. But I'll figure that out.

My nervousness picks up again as I don't even bother tapping out,

instead just hopping over the gates. I rush up the stairs, slightly

amazed at how my legs still carry me. I run from the station to my

building, my sides burning. I slam my fist on the button of the

elevator, impatiently switching my weight from one foot to the other

as I count the stories. Then, finally, I shakily try to undo the locks to

my flat, the key shaking vigorously in my hand.

"Oh my god, get a grip Livvy." I mutter to myself as I mess up another

lock.

Then, I hear footsteps coming from the other side and straighten up

just in time to face a severely rattled-looking Darcy, with no makeup

on.

"What the fuck, Liv?" She angrily looks at me and I grin

apologetically, pushing my way past her into my apartment, swirling

around to look at her as I back into the space.

"I went to the gym."

"In those clothes?" She skeptically looks me up and down, taking in

my unkempt black suit.

"No - I changed - not important - we need to leave. Now." I ramble,

sounding out of breath as Darcy looks quizzically at me, a smile

slowly growing on her face. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

"Uh-" She awkwardly begins, her eyes flitting to somewhere behind

me.

"What?"

"You look good in a suit." Someone speaks right behind me and I

involuntarily let out a surprised scream, my heart leaping out of my

chest as I flinch forward, twirling around to face the familiar voice. a11

A/N: Happy weekend angels! Slightly shorter one, but I presume

you'd rather want a shorter chapter sooner than wait longer for a

longer one? ;) a30

The plot is thickening... ooh la, la, and who on earth could it be who's

in Liv's flat??? a7

Continue reading next part 
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