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I will never understand humanity's fixation on defining good. a1

I used to, or at least I thought I did. Good used to mean obedience, it

used to mean kindness, humility, morality. It used to be so simple,

clean your room, get good grades, help those in need, be respectful,

be patient, be kind, it went on like a checklist shining on a pedestal.

Some sort of goal for waste prevention of such a short, human life.

They say it like it'll gain you a trophy, coated in sugar and sparkling

like diamonds to mask the defecation of lies that hid beneath.

Nobody wants to admit it because it's such a torturous truth but

being good is meaningless.

Goodness, in a word full of cruelty amounts to idiocy veiled by the

incessant need for significance. How can one exist with the thought

that all they do, in the end, fades into ash or is buried six feet

underground with their mortal bodies? All the sacrifice, all the so

called service exists solely for one's own gratification.

You don't help others for their sake, you do it because you walk away

doused in the indulgent pleasure of the thought that someone like

you, was able to a ect somebody else in a radiating light. It's all

about power, disguised by the notion that selflessness, in all it's pure

glory can exist without a hint of corruption. a2

It can't.

I was once naïve enough to hope it could, little old me, begging,

pleading before I understood the degradation that came with giving

so much power to somebody else in the form of a simple request.

Their answer holds the fate of your world, no matter how big or small

it may be. I've done it all, all until my knees turned black and blue,

until my skin stained crimson and my tears best the oceans that cover

such a cruel world. I once believed in being good and it brought me

nothing but pain.

"Take me, please. Just take me." I would scream, my throat carved

with desperation as my heart fought to pound against the inside of

my chest. I thought I was pure, in that single moment, I thought I was

doing something for a greater cause.

The only cause I ever believed in.

And they'd all just laugh.

"You think you can bargain for a life, child?" He'd say, a haunting

smirk etched onto such a mundane face. He used to look like a man I

could pass on the street and lose in a second, and then his face began

to be the very make of my nightmares.

"She's just a kid. You'll make no use of her- she'll die instantly. I can

take it, whatever it is you have a better shot with me. Let them go and

I'll be yours to use."

I'll be yours to use. I said.

I couldn't have imagined the reality that tied to those words. When

the hushed conversations filled the cold room, all I could focus on

was the feeling of my blood thrashing within my veins. I could feel

every inch of myself, halted, waiting, and teetering on the edge of a

simple answer.

"What makes you think you're special enough?" He turns to me again;

chilling eyes bore into the very depths of my soul as I looked around

the room, frantic and blanketed with terror.

There it sat, on the edge of a cold metal desk.

I can remember the sensation of my fingers wrapping around the

glass, the force it took to shatter it against the ground, the jagged tip

of a single fragment pressing into my skin, tearing flesh and seeping

blood. They all watched me like I was crazy, like the naïve little girl

had finally decided to snap and kill herself before a room of arrogant

men who held no regard for life in their bland uniforms and

unrelenting experiments.

I wasn't trying to kill myself.

I couldn't, even if I wanted to. It only took moments, merely seconds

for the flesh to come back together. It was like the gash had never

existed at all, the only proof it once did was the blood dripping from

my forearm, hitting the cemented floors with a ghostly, lingering,

splutter. The mumbles surfaced again, they were conversing amongst

themselves as I knelt there before them, my jeans soaked in the small

puddle of blood that had pooled at my base.

"I have just the place for you." Is the last thing I hear as I wake up in a

cold sweat, my fists filled to the brim with the sheets that lay beneath

me.

Always the same dream, always the same ending.

The fluorescent was blinding when I flicked it on, disorienting enough

to spiral me into a headache. Maybe it was more than measly little

lights but I'd rather not delve into that, it's a stairwell that always

leads back to the same pictures I've tried so hard to burn. I reach for

the cold, steel handle of the door, turning it enough to hear the click

as I push it open. The hallways were barely ever empty, there was

always someone running around. A guard, an over glorified asshole in

a lab coat, it never really ends. a1

"Awake?" A man says to me, his thick accent bouncing o  of the

metal walls as my eyes fall to his belt, riddled with firearms that I

could most likely get my hands on before he could take another

breath but that wasn't what I was there for.

I only o er a small nod, walking past him with nothing but silence as I

shove my hands into my pockets. I always thought it would be

warmer sixty feet beneath the ground and yet somehow, it felt like

everything around me was frozen.

With no prior destination in mind, I let my feet operate, hoping to

subdue the excruciatingly penetrating thoughts daring to engulf me

once more. I was tired, exhausted of losing control of my own mind

but even then, I always lose.

I found myself standing before a thick window that displayed an

empty room much like one I've known before. It was plastered with

tables, mountains of files and screens that displayed all and nothing

at the same time. It was pitch black, reflecting the horrors of what

that room had concocted over the years. I could almost see their

devilish grins, twisted thoughts circling the air.

"You are packed?" A voice pulls me out of my relentless string of

thoughts, standing by my side and peering into the same view but

seeing something entirely di erent.

"They're coming, aren't they?" I turn to him, white lab coat hanging

o  his frail shoulders as he nods. His eyes were still glued forward,

greying beard peppering his wrinkled face as his expression veered

into hollow thought.

Every passing second dripped of dark nostalgia.

"You are... ready?" He asks, struggling to form a thought over the

evident language barrier between us.

Allan Kraus was the only person in the entire facility that I could

somewhat tolerate. He was di erent from the other doctors; he never

laughed obnoxiously loud or had a sickening smirk on his face. He

wasn't better than any of us, though, he still did what he was told but

he did it with an air of reluctance and isolation that sparks my

intrigue.

"Are you?" I shoot the question back, having been the most we had

talked since I arrived at the base.

"Why... not go?" He looks at the stairs behind us, the ones that led up

to floor with the elevators and escape hatches that took us back to

the earth's surface. He was asking me why I wouldn't escape, a

question that plagued my mind since I made a fateful choice years

ago.

"I can't." The corner of his mouth twitches, somewhat resembling a

smile despite it barely getting there. It was the first drop of emotion I

had ever seen in him.

"You can." He doesn't say it with malice, not like a dare or a jab at

arrogance. He says it like he was plainly stating facts as his brows

furrow into a resemblance of sadness.

"You want to go?" I ask him, his eyes flash hesitation as he scans my

face. I could almost see the gears in his brain turning, calculating

every inch of me and our conversation.

"Yes."

"Why don't you? I won't tell." I say, head tilted in intrigue as his

shoulders slump in defeat. If it were any other person, I would have

drowned him in hostility and daggered remarks, but he reminded me

of my father- or whatever remnant of the memories I have of him.

"I can't."

"Why?" I ask flatly.

"I have... family. I need job or they... hurt family." He strings together

calmly, but his eyes betray the serenity of his composure. So much

anguish and chaos contrasting with his timid demeanor, I've seen it

one too many times in the mirror.

"Me too." 

He doesn't say a word, he just looks at me and says all he needs

without moving a muscle. In the silence, we found a rare moment of

solidarity, of peace with knowing we somehow, despite being worlds

away, aren't alone. We were both held by the same chains, both

haunted by the daunting thought of rising to the surface and being

free. God, I couldn't begin to explain how my bones craved to walk

the earth without any purpose surpassing my own. Every step I took

was made for me, every breath, every thought, every part of who I am

now was built of blood and destruction.

Soon enough, morning comes and the halls fill with busy men lugging

to carry items up onto ships and trucks. It almost makes me laugh,

the familiarity of it all. Evacuation protocol was in place and even

without direct verbal confirmation; I could see the looks on their

faces. Fear, panic, I wonder if they live with it every day. If their bones

ache and their dreams plague with terror, with shame or maybe even

guilt.

If anyone here was even capable of that.

I run my fingers atop the du el bag given to me, black material with a

silver encrusted plate right in the middle. 'HYDRA' it read, taunting,

mocking as the vile sensation boils in my gut. Sometimes I lose track

of all that's kept me there, sometimes when I look up at the doors

every part of my being craves for the freedom beyond it until a

burning flood, it washes over me. The reason behind the gravity that

pulls me to where I stand, the reason I made the choices that I did.

Then the alarms go o  and the white light that blankets me turns

crimson, blaring, ringing through me as I swipe the handle of the bag,

throwing it over my shoulders as I burst out onto the chaos filled

hallways. From a distance I can hear the gunshots, the pandemonium

ensuing from above.

They've arrived.

I head around to the back exit, a little ladder that led to a hatch just

far enough from the anarchy but as I ram through one of the rooms,

I'm met with a sight that freezes me where I stand. There he knelt,

Allan Kraus with his hands above his head and the barrel of a gun

staring right between his brows.

At the opposite end of it, was one of the head directors at the base,

Mikel Albach. Mikel is a familiar face, though familiarity had never

helped in facilities like these. He used to be a friend of my father,

coming around our house for dinners— bearing gi s to my sister and

I.

He had watched me grow up and yet when he heard of what I had

become, he was only delighted. So twisted, so sickenly happy. He

glances over at me in worry that quickly turns into relief at the

realization of who I am and that in itself, turns my stomach.

"What are you doing? This isn't part of the plan." I say to him, brows

furrowed in disapproval as he laughs. He laughs.

"He is a traitor." He says through his thick accent, returning his gaze

to Kraus who knelt before him in a chilling calmness.

"He was going to steal one of the trucks." Mikel adds, his free hand

holding up the keys to the vehicle as he clicks the latch back.

"Stop." I say through gritted teeth, glancing between them as Mikel

looks at me in confusion. No one needed to die there, most especially

not Kraus. All I saw in him was a prisoner, someone who made a

choice, a sacrifice.

Someone like me.

"I do not take orders from you." Mikel seethes, shi ing to pull the

trigger.

In one swi  motion, I knock him o  his feet with a sweeping kick to

the back of his knees. The gun fires up into the ceiling as I e ortlessly

take it from his hands.

With Mikel now kneeling before me, I press the barrel to his forehead.

He flinches in pain, skin burning with the hot metal of a freshly fired

gun as his eyes part to look up at me. I expected fear, I expected him

to tremble at my feet and beg for mercy- but he didn't. He only

looked up at me in disgust, like I was garbage, like I was vile, like I was

not the same child he smiled at and gave presents to.

"You are weak." He says sternly, as if he were only stating facts.

"And yet you're the one on your knees." I spew in return, digging the

tip deeper against the skin of his forehead. I could already see the

burn, the redness spreading against his pale complexion. a6

"You. They were right about you. You are just like your father. You are

a coward and you will meet the same fate." He spits, revulsion

dripping from his tongue as his words bury deep.

"What fate?" I press, sti ening with every waking second of his

silence.

He smiles.

His eyes swim with a twisted joy that I've seen before- that I've seen

in the eyes of murderers. My heart begins to sink as his gaze swirls of

power, sickening me to my core as my bones fill with unmatched,

frantic rage. I press the gun harsher into his skin, his head cocks back

with the force as the door swings open. I keep my eyes on Mikel,

uninterested in the added presence within the room as I open my

mouth to speak.

"What fate?" I say, slowly, coldly with all the shaky strength I could

muster. It couldn't be true, it couldn't. I made a deal and I kept my

end of the bargain.

"The one he deserves." He says through his grin.

Everything around me begins to fade, all the voices and ruckus turn

into a deafening ringing in my ears as I use my free hand to grab him

by the throat, e ortlessly li ing him o  his feet and ramming him up

against the wall with a chilling thud. I can feel the blood flowing

through his veins as he squirms in my grip, struggling to keep his

smile plastered on as I press the gun to the side of his temple.

"Tell me you're lying and I'll let you live." I say with a shaky breath,

tears pooling in my eyes as he continues to fight my hold. a1

"He... was... weak." He utters out amidst staggered breaths as the

tears begin to fall. With my chest caving in, I release my grip as he falls

to the ground. His hands immediately fly to his throat, his bruising

skin showing beneath his palms as he looks up at me like he was

right.

Like I was weak.

"Hail Hydra." Is the last thing he says before I pull the trigger.

"Drop your weapon." A voice tears through the white noise of the

gunshot while I stood there riddled in blood that wasn't my own.

I turn around to find a woman by the door, her, short ginger hair

framing her face as she holds up a pistol, pointed right at me. My

knees go weak, my bones feel like they've turned to ash as I look at

her with hollowed eyes. Eyes i've seen before. I could never die but in

that single moment, it was almost like I did. The world kept turning,

but I froze in time, in grief, in pain and disbelief.

"Lexa, drop your weapon." She says again as I keep my hold on the

crimson stained gun. a6

All those years alone, all those years in pain, isolation, su ering, all of

them turned to nothing. All the sacrifices and time I lost, in a single

moment, was swept into insignificance. I didn't even notice the way

the tears kept flowing down my cheeks, mixing with the blood on my

skin as I look back at the woman before me.

It was all meaningless.

Like a click, I felt it. The fault line breaking apart, sinking me into a

darkness I wasn't sure I could crawl out of. I raise the gun in my hand,

pointing it at the woman's direction and firing without a flinch. Her

eyes go wide, freezing as she realizes I shot right past her, right at the

guard coming up behind her. Confusion swarms her features as I

approach, tears calmly slipping from my stone cold face as she

reluctantly moves away to let me through.

I stood by the door, looking out at the packed hallway filled with

HYDRA agents trying to flee. Without a second thought, I raise the

weapon in my hand and open fire. As I finish whatever was le  in the

clip, I peel another gun o  of an agent's corpse.

This time, it was automatic.

Within the span of a few minutes, silence took over the once busy

base as I stood right where I was earlier, right between the stairs and

the window into the empty lab only that time, the floor was riddled

with blood and lifeless bodies.

"You can." Kraus' voice echoes in my mind, such a fresh memory and

yet it felt so distant.

I press the gun to my temple, closing my eyes as I position my fingers

on the trigger. In the back of my mind I knew it wasn't going to work,

that my flesh would heal the moment a bullet tears through.

But I can still feel the pain. a1

"It won't work." The same voice from earlier says, without opening

my eyes I could already tell she was only a few feet away.

"It will." I utter so ly, in defeat.

"It won't change a thing." She says, the sound of her footsteps

booming closer as my heart aches in place. I did everything, I gave

everything and I still lost.

"Come with me, with us." She o ers, voice sourcing from right next to

me as my arm goes limp, the gun falling out of my hand as I stood

crestfallen, opening my eyes to be met with my reflection, one that I

could no longer recognize. I used to find parts of who I was, hidden in

the farthest corners but still there.

This time, it was gone. a1

I was drenched in sweat and the blood of people I couldn't begin to

count. I wasn't sure who I was mourning, if it were for me too. I was

unscathed, not a single scratch on my skin and yet I felt torn into

pieces, irreversibly broken. The woman stood next to me, she was

one of them. One of the Avengers, over glorified beings with powers

and skills they didn't deserve. Nobody deserved it, not even me.

"I belong to nobody now."

"I wasn't asking to own you, Lexa." She says, staring at me through

the reflection of the blood stained glass.

"And I'm saying no." I reply coldly.

"So where do you go from here? You're going to go out there and do

what? You think you'd be free? You'd be misplaced. Alone. Afraid."

She pushes as I ram my fist through the glass, the sound of the

shatter echoing o  the walls as she stood still, unflinching.

"I am alone. It's over." I utter through gritted teeth, turning to her with

a burning rage and a broken heart.

"It's not over. Lara is alive; we can help you find her." She calmly

states, the name cementing me in place as it replays in my mind.

Lara.

My sister is alive.

"Everything good down there, Nat?" A voice that belongs to none of

us echoes from atop the staircase. a1

"Yeah, just give me sec." She calls back, eyes still firmly trained on

me.

"How do I know you all won't turn me in?" I say, the reluctance

peeking in my tone.

"Let's just say we all believe in second chances. You made quite a

point here." She states, looking around the bodies that surrounded

us. Without another word, she turns on her heel and heads up the

metal staircase.

I follow.

We make up to the surface riddled with more agents on the ground

and a large jet waiting right before us. I could feel all the stares as Nat

stood a couple of steps before me. The silence was louder than ever,

nobody said a word. I had only ever seen the Avengers from pictures

and videos from the news or a mission briefing but I was never good

with names. I didn't care much to know people I thought I'd have to

kill one day.

"She's with us." Nat says, walking past them and into the jet without

another word.

"You... got a little something over there." One of them, the man in a

silver iron suit says to me as he motions to his face.

I bring my hand up to my cheek, fingers digging against my skin as

the sweat and blood pool upon my fingertips. I was still covered in

blood. The others began to pile back into the ship but i couldn't will

myself to move, the events that had just unfolded began to bear a

newfound weight on me. I look around, eyes drawn to a familiar sight

far in the trees. A figure, nearly blending into the mess of leaves and

wood. Far enough for its face be concealed by the cloak draped over,

but close enough for me to be sure to my bones it was a person.

"I'm Steve Rogers." A deep, calm voice rings me out of my trance,

holding a hand out as piercing eyes shot through me.

He looked so clean, dusted in parts but nothing in comparison to me.

He stood with a certain authority, yet still radiating of gentleness all

at the same time— which was such a foreign sight for my eyes to bear.

It was almost funny, in a sinister way, how we contrasted against one

another. Me and my dark clothes and blood stained skin, him and his

star spangled armor and shield, sparkling with herioic perfection. It

made me feel so sick.

"We don't have to talk now but we do have to go." He says, eyes

glimmering with pity as he eventually drops the hand that I don't

take. He turns around, glancing back at me expectantly as he

approaches the ship's entrance.

With whatever strength I had le , I took the heaviest step of my life. I

followed Steve into the ship and he led me to an empty seat, politely

handing me a small towel and a bottle of water that i took without a

single remark. I could tell the conversations were quieter than usual,

hushed, like they didn't trust me enough to let me hear. They were

probably right not to, if Nat hadn't told me about Lara I wouldn't

have thought twice to go head to head with them. I hear people say

fighting the Avengers was a death wish.

And that's exactly what I have. a1

"Are you sure about this?" I make out one of the men say to Natasha,

panicked whispers directed at the unfazed woman who barely gives

him a glance as she replies something out of my ear's reach.

"Is everyone on board?" Steve asks nobody in particular, his perfectly

polished shield wielded on his arm as he scans the interior of the

ship.

"Wanda's not back yet." Natasha replies and I sti en in place, opting

to douse the towel in water as I bring it to my face.

So it was true, Wanda Maximo  herself was part of the Avengers. All

the rumors and reports were actually factual a er all, even though it

didn't come as much of a surprise. It's been years since i've heard her

name uttered at all and still, it le  a bitter taste. I bury my head

against the towel, wiping my face and neck clean of the dried blood

before moving to clear my hands. I could feel eyes on me once again,

so I li  my gaze to meet the eyes of the same man who was pestering

Natasha by the front of the ship.

"What?" I utter flatly, my movements stilling as his eyes go over me—

scanning me from head to toe like he was trying to understand

something I couldn't. I didn't quite appreciate feeling like an animal,

put on display to be gawked at like we were in some sort of zoo.

"How old are you?" He asks, genuinely confused as curiosity riddles

his stare. Out of everything he could have asked, he seemed to be

most intrigued by my age. Strange.

I move my attention back to my hands, completely ignoring his

question as a gust of wind blows from the ship's entrance. I pay no

mind as I scrubbed harsher than necessary, It almost makes me laugh

to see that my skin barely even reddens at the force I was pressing

upon it. It used to fascinate me when I was younger, now all it brings

is disgust. An inescapable reminder of who I am, of who I became.

"Everyone's dead." I hear her say, her voice stilling my incessant

movements as footsteps echo against the metal flooring and as much

as I hated it, I feel the resentment creep in.

"About that." Natasha sighs, standing by her seat at the tip of the ship

as she settles her eyes on me.

Silence blankets the atmosphere, the only sound cutting through

were the doors closing and their thoughts rampantly swimming

through the still air. I could not hear them, but their faces paint a

pretty vivid picture of what transpired behind their eyes, most

especially Wanda's.

I will my head to li , firmly meeting cool, green eyes i've seen once

before. In a single, passing second I almost hear it again, i'm almost

pulled back into a memory i hadn't revisited in a while. There's a

spark in my chest I couldn't quite counter as Wanda's watchful gaze

keeps on me, brows furrowed into uncertainty as she turns back to

Natasha. For a moment, I feel the dreadful spark of hope show it's

deceitful head amidst the darkness of my chest.

"Who is she?" Wanda asks and defeat washes over me again, like salt

in a wound that never got to heal. Just like that, it all goes dark again.

"Lexa Kovacs, we've talked about her on the briefing." Natasha

replies, slipping back into her seat and starting up the jet.

"And all of you are okay with this?" Wanda's voice drips of disbelief,

eyes scanning everyone on the ship as they end to linger on me. She

was speaking as if I were not present to endure her harsh tone, which

felt like a pointed insult.

"She saved Nat." Steve informs her, taking a seat across me and

sending me a small nod. I didn't know if he was foolish, or simply

kind hearted. Both meant the same to me, either way.

"She killed everyone." Wanda corrects sharply, her words spiking my

blood as I throw the towel onto the ship's floor with a thud that grabs

everyone's attention.

"You're the last person here who deserves to judge me." I say lowly,

eyes piercing through her with a cold gaze. I was tired of her blatant

disregard for my presence, if she was brave enough to speak so ill of

me, then she should have enough courage to do it directly.

"What's that supposed to mean?" She challenges, matching the

daggers in my stare as I let out a bitter chuckle.

"I'm no more a killer than you are." I could tell my words hit deep

because she stood frozen, feet bolted to the floor as her face washes

into a mixture of somber o ense. I had struck a nerve, exactly what I

wanted.

"Okay, everybody calm down. Lexa is coming with us, further

discussions can be made in the compound." Steve cuts through the

thickening tension, his eyes glancing between Wanda and I as she

begrudgingly takes a seat, the one farthest from me. She retreats into

herself, eyes fixated on her hands as another voice pulls my attention

away.

"We're over fi y thousand feet in the air; the last thing anyone needs

is a fight between you two." The same man in the iron suit earlier

chimes in, this time dressed in civilian clothing as he approaches me.

"James Rhodes but everyone around just calls me Rhodey." He says

as I stare at his extended hand, eyeing it with indi erence. He stood

with an air of respectable confidence, such contrast to the men I was

used to encountering who bathed in ego and arrogance.

"Okay then. That's Sam, Natasha, Steve and... well, Wanda. I'll

introduce you to the rest back at the compound." He eventually gives

up, arms dropping to his side as he heads to where Natasha was

seated.

The ride was met in silence on my end as I observed the dynamic

between them. Natasha was focused on flying, Steve and James were

discussing something I couldn't quite make out while Sam sat right

by Nat, pestering her with shallow jokes as she barely cracks a smile.

It was so new, so di erent. There weren't orders being barked around

every passing second, no people cowering in fear, no deafening

silence. They moved comfortably, spoke comfortably- like they were

just friends who happened to be working together- not colleagues.

Wanda barely said a word too. For most of the trip, she was kept to

herself, fidgeting with her rings and picking at her pitch black nail

polish. Steve would sometimes engage her in conversation, but she'd

only ever o er tired hums and simple nods. I could barely stand to

look at her, sitting there in a bubble of silence she didn't deserve. a1

The ship eventually lands, the doors open and we're met by grass

and an exceptionally large building with a huge sign of their team's

logo. It was a bit much for me, it came o  with a bitter superiority

that didn't sit well with me. I've always veered towards subtlety, but

then again these were the world's most powerful 'defenders'.

Whatever that truly meant.

"Stick with me, okay? They know you're here, I briefed Maria on the

way back so it should be no trouble but you've gotta understand that

you'll be under strict supervision for the first few weeks." Natasha

stays behind with me on the jet as the others dispersed and to an

extent that I could admit, I appreciated her e orts.

"Why are you doing this?" I reply so ly, slowly like my words crawled

with utmost hesitance.

"You deserve a chance, you deserve a choice." She says, for a

moment I could see her gaze so en- swirl with empathy as she leads

us out.

I was weary of such kindness, Natasha had nothing she owed to me. I

had never even met her before— or at least I think I haven't and yet

she was speaking so so ly to me like she knew more than a girl she

had just picked up amidst a bloodbath merely hours prior. I was still

lost on how to be, how to feel, but a part of me was able to garner a

spark of gratitude.

I'm pretty sure the abundant amount of security that greeted us at

the door was due to my presence, probably trying to make sure I

don't turn and try to annihilate everyone in my path the way I did just

hours before. I had something on the line there, even if all the stares

and guns and whispers irked me to my core, all my thoughts would

lead me back to was Lara. Lara is my chance, my chance at a life that

should have been ours.

"Ms. Kovacs, Maria Hill." A woman approaches me, a hand extended

once more as I give it the same treatment as the ones prior. Why are

these people so into handshakes?

"She won't- no." Natasha chimes in; shaking her head to signal Maria

who awkwardly drops her hand. Natasha was perceptive, it was

nearly amusing.

"I'll take her o  your hands for now." Maria says to Natasha, who

instantly stops in her tracks like Maria had said something sour.

"No. I've got it. I'll take her to her room." Natasha says sternly with an

air of finality. I merely kept to myself, interested in how an exchange

would unfold between two people with booming clouds of authority.

"We need to speak to her." Maria tries to argue but Natasha only

shakes her head, an arm extending out to slightly nudge me behind

her.

"You can do that tomorrow." Is the last thing Natasha says before

walking o . Maria's eyes stay on me, an unreadable expression

plastered onto her face as I follow Natasha through a door and down

a series of halls.

I still couldn't understand her kindness, her perseverance to get me

there. I knew she was one of the most formidable assassins in the

world, I know what that life is like and I have never seen anyone

navigate the way she did. The longer I observe, the more my intrigue

sparks at the kind of people I was around. I wonder if they all exceed

my expectations, or at least deter from it. I only knew of one person

who could never sway the way I see her, and that person will always

be Wanda.

"This will be your room, It's a little small I know but that's only for a

while until your assessment is done. Fury's orders." Natasha nods up

at the corner of the room; I follow her line of sight to see a camera

propped up on the ceiling. I guess not much has changed a er all.

"I need to be watched?" I hum, turning back to Natasha who nodded.

"Smart." I mumble, moving to take a look around the room.

It wasn't as small as I was used to, most of the time when I was

training or moving bases they'd stu  me in a room with a bed and a

little table with nothing more to do other than stare at the blank wall.

That room, despite the similarities, felt less like a cage and more

like... I guess a subject room. There was a television, some books on a

desk and the bed that didn't look like it came from the discarded

items of a county jail.

"Our rooms are just a level above and the showers are down the hall.

I can give you a proper tour when you're up for it." Natasha says,

leaning against the doorway as I take a seat on the bed.

"Maybe later."

"Okay. Dinner will be brought to you and if you need anything, you

can ask for me or Steve." Natasha says, a tight lipped smile on her

face before she eventually leaves me to myself.

I barely touched the food given to me, a er the day that I just had- an

appetite wasn't really on the horizon. A er a few hours of isolation

and drowning in the extremities of  my thoughts, I carefully approach

the door. My hand was uncertainly lingering on the handle,

wondering if it was locked. To my surprise, it clicks open and I'm met

with yet another empty hallway. Though, this one was less harsh on

the eyes with the sleek white walls and- well, I wasn't sixty feet

underground anymore.

Every inch was lit up, no roaming guards with guns on their belts or

mu led screams emitting from distant rooms. It was all di erent, so

clean, so unlike the places I've been. With my hands in my pockets, I

carefully stroll down the hallway, passing more empty rooms and a

few occupied o ices. A er a few minutes, I was beginning to think I

should have taken up Natasha on the o er because as refreshing as it

was to not be surrounded by murky darkness, every hallway looked

the same. It felt endless too.

Then the silence is filled with distant grunts, ruckus that lures me into

a short stairwell that leads a level below. With as much caution as I

can muster, I make my way down with curiosity swimming in my

mind. What I find is another hallway, albeit shorter. It was peppered

with wide, steel doors that had a window right at eye level. I follow

the source of the disturbance, my footsteps barely making a sound as

I come to a stop right at the door by the end of the hall.

I peek through the window, confusion swarming me when I'm met

with an empty room. Maybe I was just imagining things, I was about

to turn around and continue my stroll when an object flies through

the room, flung from one end to the other as it crashes against the

wall with a shattering thud. Then she steps into view, a black tank top

and sweats as her hair was restricted into a ponytail. Wanda

Maximo , in all her chaotic glory and magic. Her hands swirl with red,

skin glistening with sweat as her brows furrow so tightly she almost

looks pained.

I had no interest in staying to watch, most especially not her but it felt

like my body was not my own, my feet refusing to cooperate with the

screams of my mind to turn around and walk away. She didn't

deserve my attention; she didn't deserve a space in my thoughts.

Right when I'm able to peel my feet from its place, the door slides

open with a thundering gust of air.

Her eyes were on me.

"What do you want?" She pants, hostility dripping from her lips as her

cold gaze tears through every bit of me.

"I was just leaving." I say flatly, turning on my heel and refusing to

lengthen the already unwanted conversation.

"I'm not a killer." She says before I could take another step, voice

trembling with anger as my body comes to a halt. There was so much

passion in her words, so much anger. A bitter smile plays onto my

lips, I got to her. I knew I did.

"Are you trying to convince me or yourself?"

With a quick breeze of air, a pressure wraps around me as I'm swi ly

dragged into the room. Her magic swirls upon my torso, gripping me

like a rope as I'm pinned against the wall of the training room. It was

like I was encased, unable to move as if the walls had converged to

keep me in a single spot. Wanda was a few steps away, hands moving

to navigate her magic in order to keep me in place. I felt the air leave

my lungs as she li s me higher, my feet parting from the ground as

she approaches.

"I am nothing like you." She spits, eyes piercing into me with an

abundance of revulsion.

"You don't even know me." I say amidst a small grin that evidently

fuels her rage.

I was not going to let her see a single drop of emotion, I would rather

su er at her hands than give her the satisfaction of an apology. With

one instantaneous motion, her hands drop to her side as I'm released

onto the ground, my feet landing perfectly flat as I regain the little

balance I lost.

"I do. I know people like you. Selfish, cruel, cold. I know it all too

well." She fires back, shaking her head.

"At least I'm not trying to be something I'm not. Who do you think you

are? You think you're good now? That being part of this so called

team makes you good? You will always be a monster. The di erence

between us is that I've found a way to live with it." I utter through

gritted teeth, every syllable doused in hostile rage as she looks back

at me, horrified at my words.

"No— no!" The magic in her hands return, swirling crimson between

her fingertips. Her heavy pants fill the room and she begins to shi ,

eyes firmly planted on me with flooding rage.

She was trying to hold herself back, I could tell— but I didn't want her

to hold back. I wanted her to hurt me, so i'd have an excuse to strike

back. I wanted her to kneel at my feet, to feel everything I had felt. So

I took a step closer, my smug grin never leaving my lips.

"You can't escape what you've done. You know what you are." I

whisper menacingly, my voice rough and hoarse— but still kept its

devilish nature as I watch her struggle with a smile on my face.

"You don't belong here. You're not going to save the world— you're

going to end it." I utter carefully, making sure every syllable hits hear

ears with painful clarity as her magic becomes more rampant

between her fingertips.

I subtly braced myself for whatever came next, unafraid of her

abilities. There was nothing she could do to me that i haven't already

tried, no way for her to hurt me that I haven't already felt. At that

point, all i wanted to do was to get inside her head. Turns out, I didn't

need powers to do that.

In a split second, my throat begins to tighten— and doesn't stop. I

look into her eyes, what was once green was then glowing a raging

red as I realize her magic was restricting my airways. I find it in me to

smile despite the aching jolt of pain, her magic wisping wildly at the

base of her hands as I find it in myself to speak.

"Do it. Show me who you really are." I croak out, challenging her.

"That's enough!" Steve appears by the door, his stern voice booming

through the room as both our heads snap towards him. All at once,

my passage clears and I double over, trying to catch my breath as I

stifle the coughs that dared escape my lips.

"Wanda." He addresses her, shooting her a look as her magic

dissipates and she storms out of the room, brushing past him with

hurried force.

"Look— I know you don't like us. I get it, Nat told me why you came."

Steve begins, standing a few feet away stripped of his costume, only

donning in a simple shirt and jeans as he begins to approach. a1

"You've been through a lot and you've lost a lot too. Everyone here

knows what that's like. I know you don't trust us and I'd be lying if I

said we trust you but we do want to help you if you'd just let us." He

says, his was tone tough and yet genuine all at once.

"Why do you want to help me? You don't know me." I rip my eyes

away from his gaze, shi ing to keep a distance between us. I was not

a child, I was not going to be fooled by his shallow coos and lies.

"Natasha believes in you— and we all believe in her." Steve simply

replies as I circle around him, nearing the door.

"Then you're all stupid."

I walk out of the room, leaving Steve behind as his words echo in my

mind. I thought somehow, he could bring me clarity— that maybe he

could answer the abundance of questions surfacing within my mind

but I le  that room with even more. I took the only chance given to

me without a second thought, only because it involved Lara but that

didn't mean I was willing to go in blind.

I had never even met Natasha until today and yet there Steve was,

telling me she believed in me like she had any basis on who I am. All

she knew probably came from files, records, briefings that don't even

scratch the surface of my entirety and Natasha didn't look naive

enough to jump o  of that— so why the hell was she so adamant on

helping me?

As i reach the top of the stairs, I nearly crash into another body. I feel

hands on my upper arms, steadying us both in place as I realize it was

Natasha, with a severely worried look on her face.

"What happened?" She asked, brows furrowed and eyes scanning

over me. I must have already been bruising, because her stare

lingered a little longer on my still aching neck.

"Why do care so much?" I spew, the unsettling sensation of all the

questions gaining control over my emotions as Natasha stood

surprised.

"I told you. Second chances."

"I don't believe you!" I exclaim, shoving her grip harshly away from

my body.

Without a second thought, my hand flies to wrap around her throat as

I harshly bring her body to collide against the wall. I was desperate for

answers, I was tired of feeling so on edge— like I was purposefully

kept in the dark. If by force is how I can force any clarity, then i'd

gladly do it.

Her hands find mine, wrapping around my wrist as I pin her down

with ease. It was too easy, she wasn't thrashing or fighting back. This

position was almost like second nature, my body moving without me

having to think. I've done it all do many times, watched the life drain

from the eyes of whoever was unlucky enough to find themselves in

my grasp. All the flashes of fear, desperation, terror filling every inch

of their face as I tighten my grip.

Natasha was di erent— she wasn't afraid. She was looking at me like

she knew me, like she knew I wasn't going to take this further. I

wanted to scream, to prove her wrong for the hell of it, I could have

snapped her neck and called it a day, but I didn't. I didn't even when I

was so confused, so puzzled and frustrated.

Within seconds we were surrounded by agents, all guns drawn and

pointed at me as Steve rushes to our side. He waves the agents to

hold fire, eyes glancing between Natasha and I as he backs away and

motions for the agents to do the same.

"Why?" I repeat, shaky and exhausted with confusion.

I just wanted answers. I just wanted to stop feeling like my life wasn't

my own, far from my control. I needed clarity more than ever,

because everything that had transpired felt more like a fever dream

than anything else.

"Because I used to be you." She says, almost like a whisper. Like it

were only for me to hear.

I release her from my grip, visibly shaken by her remarks as I retreat

back, putting space between us. It was like my mind was stuck in a

storm, constantly losing grip of fleeting moments of control. Just

when I think I know what to expect, it all caves into chaos once again.

I'm looking at Natasha, who sported a somber, pitiful gaze as I tried

to understand what depths her words held.

She used to be me?

That was the last thought in my head when everything goes black.

Continue reading next part 
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