
Chapter 64

"Hey, remember me?" I whisper, turning to lie on my side on the so

bed, facing my very quiet red-haired companion. a2

Wanda's head turns slightly towards me, her forest-green eyes

sparkling slightly in the dim light as they meet mine. I give her a small

smile, an open-ended question to a question I haven't even asked.

But with her, I don't need to. Any question I want to pose, it seems

like I already have.

Just as I suspected, she turns back to stare at the ceiling with a so

sigh. I continue studying her profile for a while, the silence stretching

out between us. But, just as I don't need to voice my questions to her,

I equally have no need in repeating them. She knows, and she'll get

there, eventually. On her own accord. If there's one thing I've learned

about Wanda Maximo  during these past months; it's that she cannot

be forced to do anything.

"Persuaded, perhaps." Wanda murmurs, a natural continuum to my

silent musings. Silent, but never silent enough for her.

"I'm sorry." I say, hoping she'll catch the underlying thought through

the words.

"I'm happy I did it." She says, catching on.

I smile, but she doesn't see it. She keeps studying the white ceiling

while I keep studying her like I'm afraid I'll never get to again.

"It wasn't too much?" I dare to ask her, tiptoeing around her

landmines, afraid to set one o .

"Nothing is too much when you ask." She says, blushing slightly at

her own brashness. a2

"Oh." I stupidly answer her, my brain instantly tripping over itself in

search of something witty to retort with.

The silence returns anew, but it has been changed since it last visited.

It feels more relaxed, happy, even; almost like it could start skipping.

Maybe that's just me. I shu le slightly, trying to get more comfortable

on the bed before I join Wanda in staring at the ceiling, waiting for it

to give up its secrets. I feel Wanda's body shi  next to mine, and the

burning on the side of my face lets me know she's watching me just

as I was watching her before.

"Like what you see?" I shoot at her, raising an eyebrow, keeping my

eyes stubbornly fixed on the ceiling.

"It beats the ceiling." She answers and I hear the smile on her lips.

I turn and meet her eyes, that now all too familiar feeling of my vision

narrowing when fixed in her emerald gaze. I'm frozen in time, the

only thing escaping the feeling is my heart which beats away like it

knows its true owner is oh so close. a2

Wanda's lips slowly turn upwards in a so  smile, as though she's

privy to some funny joke I can't hear. All I wish to do is to close the

gap between us but I'm too conscious of how exhausted she was just

a few hours previous, a er having unknotted the Winter Soldier's

mind. We've been lying in bed ever since, Wanda having dozed o

into an apparently not-so restful sleep as I kept guard, not trusting

myself enough to relax completely in her presence, my own

landmines ready to be set o  at any moment.

Wanda's eyes draw me back into the present as they flutter so ly

down and then back up again to meet my eyes again as something

deep down in me constricts with anticipation quite like a snake. She

scoots closer and with a quiet hum, she does what I didn't dare to,

and lets her lips touch mine, so ly, carefully, as though I might be the

one to break. I close my eyes, sinking into the feeling of her which is

the only thing that is able to stop my mind from racing.

Before I'm ready she breaks the light kiss and I'm le  spinning, my

orbit broken. She stays close enough for me to count every one of her

freckles as her eyes sparkle like they've got their own source of light.

"Past the blood, and the tears, and the curses, there might be

something else." She murmurs, her voice low.

I frown, not understanding what she means, but so desperately

yearning to. She smiles and pushes some hair behind my ear, her

eyes studying me and I would feel self-conscious, but I don't. It's her.

"Can we stay like this until we turn to stone?" She asks me and I

chuckle at how earnest she sounds.

"That would be fine with me."

Wanda smiles again, but I notice something creep up behind her

eyes, an emotion I don't like, and one I have seen enough of. A

somber shadow falls across her delicate features and now it is my

time to li  a careful hand and place it on her cheek, my thumb

stroking her silky skin as though the simple action could soothe her

anxiety.

"Feel up for some dancing?" I ask her, my question surprising her.

"Dancing?" She repeats innocently.

"Well, I don't know what kinds of parties Tony Stark throws, but if

there isn't dancing involved he ain't doin' it right and he needs to be

shown how it's done. What do you think?" I grin and as I had hoped a

smile spreads on Wanda's face, too. a1

"Hmm, and you're the one to show him how it's done, are you?"

"Well, unless you've got some moves I haven't seen yet. I know what

those hands can do-" I stop myself as Wanda's smile turns into a grin,

her eyes blazing. "Oh my god, Wanda, no." a2

"Hm. I didn't say anything." She shrugs so ly, playing the innocent.

"Let's rewind to the part where I show o  my incredible dance

moves."

"I wouldn't want to stand between you and dancing." Wanda says,

and I can tell she's finding me amusing, which just eggs me on

further.

"Oh no, you wouldn't want to be the one to deprive the world of that.

It might never forgive you."

"No chance I could get a private preview?" My stomach twists again

and I feel my cheeks blush.

"Ms. Maximo , please." I bite my lip, trying to stop myself from

grinning all too widely.

"A girl can dream." She says and leans forward, our lips meeting again

in a much more confident joining than before.

I feel as much as I hear her sigh against my lips and I pull her closer,

feeling both her and my stress melt away for a borrowed moment.

Her arm sneaks over my shoulder and her slender fingers find the

back of my head where they tousle my hair as though they have a

vendetta against it. Emboldened by this I graze my teeth against her

lower lip, letting it fall between my teeth as I so ly bite down on it,

earning another quiet little moan. I snake my hand behind her neck

and deepen the kiss as she lets me take charge, as though she can

feel that I need some sort of control when everything feels like it slips

through my fingers the way her so  hair is doing at this moment.

I push myself o  the bed slightly to come to hover over her, the way

my hair falls over her face makes her chuckle slightly against my lips,

the sound making me smile into our kiss, which in turn makes her

smile. I bring my hand to rest on her jaw, my thumb tracing against

her jawbone which makes her forget her smile. I leave her slightly raw

lips to trail kisses down her jaw down to her so  neck, where I am

surrounded by her curls and her racing pulse under my lips as her

breathing grows heavier with each ragged inhale. My hand joins my

lips further down her neck as I push some hair out of my way and tug

down at the collar of her loose t-shirt to expose more of her skin. I

trail further down, reaching her collarbone and I can almost literally

hear her heart thumping right there. I shu le down slightly my le

hand supporting my weight over her wriggling body as my right hand

lets go of her shirt as my lips return to find her pulse-point and my

hand continues down, trailing over her clothes. She lets out a slightly

sharper gasp as my thumb traces over her nipple over her clothes.

"Li-"

A loud knock almost knocks me o  the bed and Wanda shoots up to

sit, accidentally knocking her jaw against my forehead.

"You two ever going to join the party? You're almost beyond

fashionably late." The surly voice belonging to Natasha fucking

Romano  can be heard from the other side of the door. a4

"She's doing this on purpose." I mutter as my hand falls awkwardly

from Wanda's boob to instead rub my aching forehead.

"Get o ." Wanda gasps at me, pushing at my chest and I slump down

onto my side of the bed giving her a look.

"She might come in!" Wanda defends herself, but I don't really mind

as I see how flushed her face is. "Stop staring at me!"

"You look like you've just been caught red-handed." I snigger and she

raises an eyebrow.

"I think you're the one who's just been caught red-handed."

"Oh, good one." I nod appreciatively.

"Promise me those moves you just showed me in there won't make a

reappearance in there, Livvy." Wanda places a hand on my bicep,

making me pause in the doorway to the living room, from which loud,

thumping music can be heard over a dozen slurring voices.

"I can't promise anything, Wands." I smile lazily as she rolls her eyes.

"Livvy."

"What, jealous?" I turn towards her fully, all my attention on her.

She's put her hair in a messy braid that falls down over her le

shoulder. Her shoulders are exposed as she's wearing a simple black

shirt and slightly ripped jeans.

"Hm, not if you reserve that look for me only." She smiles proudly and

I meet her eyes again.

"What's gotten into you?" I ask her and she shrugs.

"Not you." And with that, she turns and walks o  into the room,

leaving me a mess. a13

"Come on, Olivia! Don't pretend there's no one in here!" For some

reason, I'm sitting by Tony Stark's bar alongside none other than Thor

and Clint Barton. Classic Tuesday, am I right?

"Thor, please." I laugh, alcohol pumping through my veins as I take

another swig out of the glass in my hand as Clint gives Thor a hearty

pat on the shoulder.

"Thor, stop bugging her."

"She's new, it's only fair!" Thor thunders on, li ing his empty glass

and smashing it down on the floor which makes me flinch. "'Nother!"

The bartender doesn't look like this is a rare sight, but calmly hands

Thor another beer which Thor takes one sip of which seems to empty

over half of the pint. I meet Clint's eyes and we share a look.

"So, enjoying the past, are you?" Clint asks, trying to steer the

conversation back onto a normal path.

"Eh, it has its ups and downs." I shrug, smiling politely.

"No, no!" Thor interrupts, shaking his blonde head. "Barton, you

sneaky minx! Sneaky, but boring!"

"Rather boring than rude." Clint says, somehow managing not to

sound rude.

"Puh-lease. Alright. 'livia." Thor places a heavy hand on my shoulder

as he pulls me towards him. "Tell me the truth now, huh? Who?"

"Who would I most rather have sex with in this room?" I repeat his

earlier question with a straight face.

"Mmmhhm!" He nods, proudly.

"Well, let's see..." I pretend to play along, looking out over the room.

People I've never seen are mingling in groups around the massive

space whilst others are dancing in the middle of the room,

spearheaded by a certain Captain America. My eyes instantly catch

two redheads in the crowd, sitting slightly further away from

everyone else.

"Come on!" Thor eggs me on.

"There is someone..." I say slowly, deliberately, watching him hang

onto my every word. "You know what, let me go find her."

I stand up (slightly less dramatically than I wanted due to my

stumbling because I might have had slightly too much) as Thor very

subtly whispers a surprised "noooooo?". 

With a pleased smile, I walk away from the pair and further into the

room, the music vibrating through my body in tempo with the

alcohol. I can almost pretend this is absolutely normal. I can almost

pretend I'm back in the present, back in my old life. A life without

magic and S.W.O.R.D. and redheads. I sway slightly as someone

bumps past me. I turn around to where I know she is. I don't want

that old life, though. I want magic, her magic, and I want her. Now.

I bump a very merry Steve who is by the sounds of it trying to coerce

a much less joyful-looking Bucky to join in with the dancing.

Laughing loudly I march on towards my red goal. When finally there is

no one between us I can lay eyes on Wanda who is looking

somewhere between pained and uncomfortable where she is sitting

next to Natasha, who is looking somewhere between annoyed and

amused. Wanda must sense me coming as she looks straight at me

and I feel the room spin, but not because of the drink in my hand.

"Wanda!" I shout but can barely make myself heard over the ruckus.

Wanda shoots a glance at Natasha, who hasn't spotted me yet, before

she stands up, looking like a dream, and walks towards me with a

small smile.

"Having fun?" She whispers in my ear when I can finally snake my

arms around her waist.

"Much more so now." I smile against her neck, breathing in her

familiar scent.

"Hm." She leans back slightly, her eyes falling on the drink I'm

holding. "What are you drinking?"

"Rum. Neat."

"Gotcha." She nods.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"Something?"

"I'm glad you're having fun, is all."

"You're not?"

"I am. It's just..." She hesitates, her eyes flitting guiltily away from me.

"Loud?" I finish for her and she nods and we both know I'm not

talking about the music.

"I'm no help?" I ask her and the corners of her mouth tilt up slightly.

"Your rum makes you rather quiet up there, my dear."

"Works for me." I grin and she hu s. "Come on, dance with me."

"No."

"Wanda." I plead, pouting, batting my eyelashes and she laughs,

shaking her head. "Wandaaaa?"

"No."

Please? I think loudly, watching her eyebrows twitch slightly as she

catches onto what I'm doing.

No. Comes her reply in my head and my body buzzes with the feel of

her, a feeling, which now that I think of it, is quite alike the one the

amber liquid gives me.

Now you're likening me to alcohol? Wanda looks at me, unimpressed

and I giggle.

"You're my drug, baby." I let out, the alcohol clearly making me

stupid.

It's Wanda's turn to giggle and I hug her closer, wanting to make the

noise around me disappear and only hear her laugh forever.

"One dance? Please?" I plead again and I feel her chest expand as she

takes a deep breath and instinctively I know she's going to cave in.

" One dance." She relents.

One dance turns into two. Then three. And then, somehow, the dance

floor is empty and we're slumped in a sweaty mess on a couch

listening to Tony Stark blabber on about something that I cannot for

the sake of me remember what. I'm leaning against Wanda, whose

hand is on my thigh, her thumb stroking me back and forth, back and

forth. That is really all I can focus on. Natasha catches my eye from

the couch opposite of mine where she is sitting cross-legged next to

Steve, who is listening intently to Tony's story. Natasha gives me a

wink, which I retaliate by giving her what I hope to be a look that says

'I know you know what you did earlier'. I don't know if she

understood me though, but Wanda shu les slightly next to me and

my attention is back on her thumb. Back and forth.

Back and forth.

I pry open my heavy eyelids. Back and forth is still there. I smile.

Sleepy? That's Wanda. I tilt my head to the side to look at her. She's

looking at Thor, who is talking animatedly, but there's a so , knowing

smile on her face.

No.

No? Then what was all of that snoring?

I don't snore! I retort, sitting up slightly straighter, waking up more.

Wanda squeezes my thigh with a smirk on her face and I definitely

wake up now if I didn't before. a1

"Hey, guys, I'm kind of tired, mind if I head to bed?" I mumble out and

feel everyone's gaze on me, but my tired eyes cannot really seem to

focus on anyone.

"Oh, buzzkill!" Thor blurts out as I stand up and give him an

apologetic shrug. It is what it is.

"I'll make sure she gets into bed." I hear Wanda say behind me and

Natasha sniggers but doesn't say anything a er the look I give her.

Even drunk o  my tits, I can so take her.

"Come on." Wanda laces a supportive arm around my waist and leads

me on. I lean onto her -it's not that I necessarily need the help, but if

she thinks I do that is fine by me.

"Wanda?" I chuckle, leaning against the wall of the elevator, watching

her face closely as she looks at me, trying to not look humored.

"Yes?"

"Nothing."

"I can read your mind." She raises an eyebrow.

"Can you now?" I lamely shoot back and she sighs. "Wanda?"

"What?"

"You're really pretty."

This makes her give me a look that says 'stop that now', but a little

blood rushes to her cheeks whether she likes it or not.

"And you're really drunk."

"Did you know drunk people speak the truth?"

"Do they now?" She uses my words back at me and I nod vigorously.

"It's true."

"You're ridiculous." She says with an amused smile. "Oh, this is us."

"Miss Maximo , where are you taking me?" I ask her in a very bad

attempt at a posh British accent as she puts her arm around me again

to help me out of the elevator.

"It is way too dangerous for a girl like you to walk these streets

alone." Wanda squeezes my waist and my heart skips a couple of

beats at the promise of Wanda's jokey side coming out.

"Oh no, whatever would I do without you, my savior?" I mock her as

we walk unsteadily through the hallway and I get the creeping

suspicion Wanda might've enjoyed a drink or two herself.

"Well, I don't know!" She says in an accent I can't even guess what

she meant it to be.

"Oh, lord!" I exclaim, pushing her o  me and throwing myself against

the wall, my back slamming against it.

"What!?" Wanda looks alarmed for a second before she catches on.

"Well, madam, you see, I was with my date, but they've le  me and I

don't know where I am!" I swoon.

"Well, isn't that a shame." Wanda grins, walking up to me.

"You look mighty pleased."

"One might be pleased finding a girl like you without a date." She

bites her lip, grinning stupidly.

"Oh my god, I can't-" I say in one breath and grab her and pull her to

me in a sloppy kiss, having wanting to do so for hours.

Wanda doesn't object much except gasping with surprise at first,

before accepting her fate and kissing me back with surprising

ferocity, almost like she had been holding out too. The alcohol

buzzing through me makes me act on pure instinct, which feels good,

for once. I don't overthink -hell, I barely think at all as we somehow

stumble through the empty hallway, our fumbling hands finding each

other and eventually the correct door handle into our room, which

we stumble into.

My hands grab whatever I can of Wanda, and somehow her shirt

comes o  as mine does, without our lips ever parting. My body feels

more electric than it ever has, or maybe that is just the small sparkle

of crackling red which occasionally crackles out of Wanda's

fingertips, followed by her half-hearted apology which I don't hear.

"Right. Not the entrance I wanted to make, but I feel like I need to

stop whatever this is." An icy voice suddenly sounds through the

silence and Wanda's teeth accidentally bite down hard on my lip,

drawing blood.

"You're fucking joking me, again?" I exclaim and Wanda and I part,

our eyes trying to find the source of the voice.

"Missed me, love birds?" A purple light flashes without any apparent

source, the flame hovering above a pale hand. a3

My eyes widen as I finally find the face the hand and voice belong to

and I can hear Wanda's little gasp beside me as her fingers clamp

down on my wrist, trying to pull me behind her. a4

A/N: Hello, missed me? Also, I'm so sorry. I'm back. If you'll have me. a11

Continue reading next part 
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