
Chapter 7: The cradle

Hey guys this chapter is a little long as I wanted to get to the

Wanda chapters faster haha. a2

"Your a monster." Nat yells slapping me across the face leaving

behind a faint red mark.

"Nat please no no-" I beg as she glares at me, her eyes filled with

hatred.

"I never loved you and I never will."

"Skye, wake up your having a nightmare."

Sweat dripped o  my forehead as Clint gently taps my arm alerting

me back to reality.

My head still spins, the dream livid in my brain.

Natasha's face fell into view and I stumble backwards fear coursing

through my veins attempting to remove myself from the red heads

touch.

"You-you hit me." I stammer unable to form proper sentences, not

able to make eye contact with the spy.

Nat's face so ens shaking her head.

"No no I would never do that." She whispers reaching her hand

towards mine.

My breathing slows, realising the di erence between dream and

reality.

"You had every right to though." I mumble allowing my sister to pull

me into her arms.

Nat's hands shake as she wraps them around me holding me close.

"Never say that again."

[]

The open fields felt familiar as Clint leads us to our so called 'safe

house'. Nat's arm wraps around my shoulders as we both struggle to

drag ourselves towards Clint's home.

A house that should be familiar, comforting was now unknown and

nerve wracking.

Opening the front door sent those feelings spiralling away as

immediately I recognised the faint smell of pine and smoke,

something I have come to know Clint enjoys.

Nat's figure falters, finally establishing her whereabouts, a tiny smile

forming on her lips at the smell of our second home.

Pausing mid stride I frown, realising I shouldn't see Clint's children in

the state I was in knowing I couldn't cover it up the way the rest of the

team could especially given I looked a shit ton worse than the rest of

them.

My brown curls were locked in a loose braid occasional strands falling

out of place, my suit was disgusting, covered in the blood of workers

and oil of the bots not to mention my own wounds.

"I'm going to go upstairs." I whisper to my sister who barely nods as I

stumble towards the stairs heading straight to the guest bedroom.

[]

Hours had flown by.

The bedroom providing me with the space I needed to process what

had just happened.

A er a cold shower I collapsed onto the bed wrapped in only my

towel attending to my wounds.

The occasional tear slipped down my cheek at the memories of my

nightmares only to be wiped away by my shaking hands.

Natasha and Clint had both come to check in on me but I had sent

them both away with a smile and a "I'll be down in a minute."

Laura, Clint's wife had popped in as well only she knew better than to

attempt to comfort me, leaving quickly a er placing a change of

clothes on my bed and pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead.

"Your too young for this." Was all she had muttered shaking her head

sadly before closing the door.

As darkness fell I ran to turn on the light, the dark sending

goosebumps through my arms as I now associated it with my

nightmares, terror spreading through my veins at the thought of

sitting in the black room alone.

Eventually I gathered the courage to make my way downstairs.

Apparently Fury had made an appearance and knowing him, he had a

plan or the blueprints of one.

Standing at the top of the stairs gives me a great view of the team.

Nat is seated at the table watching as Fury stands in the kitchen both

oblivious to my watchful eye. Tony throws darts at the dartboard

while Steve stands stoically with his arms crossed before the table,

again watching Fury with interest. Clint on the other hand is sitting in

the living room holding Lila in his arms.

"AUNTIE SKYE."

Clints daughter, Lila screams ripping herself from Clint's grip as she

spots me subtly walking down the stairs.

My eyes are still blank and my mind is still spinning but I push it aside

as the young girl jumps into my arms.

"Wow your getting heavy." I joke pretending to struggle li ing the

child.

Lila giggles wrapping her arms around my neck as I continue making

my way towards the kitchen table.

"Aunty Nat said you were sad. What's wrong?" Lila asks looking me

dead in the eyes causing me to send a glare towards Nat who just

shrugs sending me a small smirk.

"No no I'm not sad anymore." I lie gently placing Lila on the floor

planting a single kiss on the young girls head before turning to the

silent table.

"Ultron took you folks out of play to buy himself some time." Fury

states busying himself with washing dishes.

"My contacts all say he's building something. The amount of

vibranium he made o  with,I don't think it's just one thing." Fury

explains as I take a seat beside Nat.

The whole team seemed to have recovered, at least somewhat.

Nat's eyes still had a sort of glint to them and Steve's occasionally

glazed over. Banner was distracted his hands dri ing over countless

decorations meanwhile Thor had disappeared, I'm assuming he le  a

while ago as no one seemed concerned for the God.

"What about Ultron himself?" Steve asks leaning against the doorway

now, his arms crossed over his chest and his muscles bulging in his

new clothes, clothes Clint must have given him as they looked on the

brink of being ripped.

"Oh he's easy to track, he's everywhere. Guys multiplying faster than

a catholic rabbit. It still doesn't help us get an angle on any of his

plans, though." Fury replies his brows furrowing.

Tony was pissed sending darts flying towards a dart board harder

than intended almost making me flinch at the sound, almost.

"Is he still going a er launch codes." The brunette asks glancing

towards the ex director of SHIELD.

"Yes, he is. But he's not making any headway." Fury frowns.

"I cracked the Pentagons fireball in high school on a dare." Tony

sco s his demeanour turning into one of confusion, his hand going

limp by his side as he focuses on the issue at hand.

Fury doesn't look up taking a second to make a sandwich before

replying.

"Well I contacted our friends at the Nexus about that." He starts

before Steve interrupts clearly confused.

"Nexus?" a2

"It's the world internet hub in Oslo. Every byte of data flows through

there. Fastest access on earth." Banner mumbles barely making eye

contact with the super soldier.

"So what did they say?" Clint asks holding a single dart in his hand

watching as Tony collects his darts from the board not one may I add

hitting even close to bullseye.

"He's fixated on the missiles. But the codes are constantly being

changed." Fury explains.

"By whom?" Tony asks standing in front of the dartboard before

jumping backwards as Clint throws his dart hitting the bullseye

square in the centre causing Tony to send him a death stare in which

Clint shrugs.

I almost laugh at their interaction before Nat smacks me on the thigh

gesturing for me to pay attention.

"Parties unknown." Fury continues.

"Do we have an ally?" Nat asks leaning forward with a frown.

"Ultrona got an enemy. That's not the same thing, still I'd pay folding

money to know who it is." Fury states earning a nod from the red

head. a3

"I might need to visit Oslo, find our unknown." Tony interrupts.

"Well, this is good times boss but I was kinda hoping when I saw you

you'd have more than that." Nat smiles a little underwhelmed.

Fury shrugs taking a sip of his beer before turning to Natasha.

"I do, I have you. Back in the day I had eyes everywhere. Ears,

everywhere else. You kids had all the tech you could dream up. Here

we all are, back on earth, with nothing but our wit and our will to save

the world. Ultron says the avengers are the only thing between him

and his mission. And whether or not he admits it, his mission is global

destruction. All this laid in a grave. So stand, outwit the platinum

bastard. " Fury replies, his speech gathering everyone's full attention

and making even me smile.

"Steve doesn't like that kind of talk." I smirk sending Steve a grin.

The blonde raises his eyebrows in amusement.

"You know what, Romano ?"

Shrugging slightly I turn back to the director, a wave of hope washing

over me as the team slowly regains their composure.

"So what does he want?" Fury asks glancing at the team.

"To become better, better than us. He keeps building bodies" Steve

replies confidently.

"Person bodies. The human form is ine icient. Biologically speaking,

we're outmoded. But he keeps coming back to it." Stark finishes.

Banner slowly walks forwards a frown creasing his head, deep in

thought.

"When you two programmed him to protect the human race, you

amazingly failed." Nat sco s glancing between the two scientists.

"They don't need to be protected. They need to evolve. Ultrons going

to evolve." Bruce explains looking up at the rest of us.

"How?"

"Has anyone been in contact with Helen Cho?"

[]

"Yes I'll be careful." I grin rolling my eyes as Laura warns me.

"I swear Skye, one scratch ok one and your never aloud to leave this

house." Laura demands, her eyes narrowed.

My heart sunk a little realising I had to leave Laura again. She had

become a mother figure to me, attending to my wounds and listening

to my rants about anything and everything. I was going to miss her.

Her composure falls as I hug her tightly.

"I'll try my hardest." I whisper before turning and making my way

towards the jet leaving Clint alone with his wife.

Propellers whirring, the jet takes o  leaving the house a mere speck

in the distance.

Steve, Nat, Clint and I. That's all we had as we flew to Helen's hospital

in the city praying that she was alive.

Destroy the body and get out unscathed. That was our goal. And

hopefully we accomplish it without losing anything valuable like a life

along the way.

"The twins are going to be there." I mumble loud enough for

everyone to hear me.

"Mm you can go say hi to your girlfriend." Clint laughs reminiscing

about my gazes at Wanda.

A knife sticks into the wall behind him causing him to jump. My eyes

narrow at the archer.

"Say it again and it lands in your neck." I threaten causing Barton to

nod furiously holding his hands up in surrender. a2

"She didn't disagree." Natasha smirks causing me to groan.

"What is it with everyone shipping me and the witch." I whine

smacking my sisters arm in the process.

Steve only watches a slight grin on his face at my misery.

"Got something to add blondie?" I threaten daring him to say a word.

Steve shakes his head attempting to hide his smile, failing miserably.

The man couldn't hide his emotions from a bloody child.

Retrieving my knife from beside the archers head I collapse back onto

my seat still sending the occasional death stare towards Clint who

makes mock kissy faces at me.

Although I put all my time into hating the witch a small part of me felt

sorry for her, having went through a similar childhood to mine. Her

horrors must be twice as bad as mine as somehow she ended up with

powers. She was just like me, only she had ended up on the wrong

side.

[]

"Did you guys copy that?" Steve asks over comms as he attends to an

injured Cho over in her lab.

"We did." Clint replies hovering the jet above the city in attempt to

find the cradle.

My eyes narrow as I gaze out the window in order to search for the

body as Ultron intended to escape, uploading himself to a body more

powerful than any of us, maybe even all of us.

"I got a private jet taking o  across town, no manifest. That could be

him." Nat alerts as she busies herself with the tech in the jet.

My eyes widen as I spot a large truck driving in the tra ic below. A

truck from Helen's lab.

"There. It's a truck from the lab." I announce pointing it out for Clint

to spot.

He nods before descending slowly so we could get a better view.

"Right above you Cap, on the loop by the bridge." Clint directs.

"It's them. You got three with the cradle, one in the cab." I inform as

the jet scans the contents of the truck.

"I could take out the driver." Clint grins readying the guns.

"Negative. That truck crashes the gem could level the city." Cap

explains.

"We need to draw out Ultron." Cap and I demand simultaneously.

My eyes widen as I watch Steve leap from the bridge landing with a

thud into the truck.

"He's gonna need help." I exclaim watching as the super soldier rolls

to the back of the truck clinging to the door as his lower body flails

helplessly.

"Mm gimme a minute and I'll get you down there Skye." Clint replies

circling the bridge with ease.

I gasp as Ultron shoots beams of energy towards the door opening it

aggressively.

"Hurry Clint." I stress pacing the jet nervously.

I have no idea what I am going to do, but Cap needs help so I guess

helping him is what I'm going to try.

Glancing back to the road I clench my jaw as Steve clings to the door

which was now broken o  it's top hinges barely attached to the truck,

trailing across the road dangerously.

"Well he's definitely unhappy. I'm going to try and keep him that

way." Steve yells over comms causing a faint smile to appear on my

lips at the fact he found humour in all of this. a1

"Your not a match for him Cap." Clint frowns watching the scene

before him.

I hit Clint on the back of the head a er hearing his words only for

Clint to shrug.

"Thanks Barton." Steve replies sarcastically before climbing up the

dismantled door.

Clint manoeuvres the jet through buildings as he follows the truck

trying to find a space to drop me o .

"Hurry up." I groan as I watch Steve get thrown backwards by a force

from Ultrons hands.

"We got a window. Four, three... Give ''em hell." Clint yells opening

the hatch of the jet for me.

"I'm coming." Nat states jumping on the motorcycle.

Nodding I sit behind her wrapping my hands around her waist as we

drop from the jet onto the road below.

Nat revs the engine as we land, the bike speeding past cars and

onlookers nearby.

Dodging cars Nat was focused and annoyed as I tap her shoulder

gesturing to a large shield in the middle of the road.

Steve's shield.

Nat's eyes roll aiming for it while I lean over the side picking it up with

ease.

"I'm always picking up a er you boys." The red head sighs looking

over her shoulder making sure the shield and myself were both

intact.

"They're heading under the overpass. I've got no shot." Clint panics,

the jet still flying above us.

"Which way?" I yell into the comms.

"Hard right...Now." Clint directs.

I grip Nat's waist a little tighter as she dri s around the corner into a

street full of pedestrians.

Leaning over her shoulder I place the shield on the front of the bike

protecting the both of us from flying obstacles.

Screams and gasps are heard as we drive by the unexpected citizens

making our way towards the truck.

Turning a second corner I spot the truck ahead of us.

"Nat the truck NAT THE TRUCK." I yell as she doesn't slow down.

"Duck." Was all she said before leaning the bike to the floor dri ing

underneath the truck and popping out the other side unharmed.

"сука, couldn't have given me any warning?" I pant glaring at the

back of the red head who chuckles. a3

Looking up I gasp as Steve struggles against Ultron who has his hand

around the super soldiers neck dangling him over the edge.

Grabbing the shield o  the front of the bike I toss it to him allowing

him to catch it before slamming it into Ultrons arm causing the robot

to fall back.

Ultron groans, annoyed at the two of us. Using his fists to create the

road in front of Nat and I to li  up stopping us in our tracks.

Nat's grunts in annoyance before turning in a circle heading straight

for the truck once again.

Ultrons minions slow us down, shooting beams of energy our way.

"Turn." I yell to my sister who nods aiming towards stairs, the robots

arms lowering and the blasts coming to a stop.

"Out of the way! Coming through." Nat yells as people leap out of the

way of the bike.

"Sorry coming through." I yell.

"Clint can you draw out the guards?" I ask pushing people out the

way as they get too close.

"Let's find out." Clint grins.

"Beep beep." Nat yells turning back onto the road. a1

"Beep beep?" I laugh earning a elbow to my stomach.

"Shut up." Nat mutters.

"Ow."

"They're heading back towards you, so whatever your going to do do

it now." Clint informs us.

The truck was abandoned as Steve tackles Ultron into a crowded

train. a1

"Get me to the train, he needs help." I demand.

Nat only nods beginning driving alongside the tracks.

The train whistles as it glides beside us and I take a deep breath

before leaping towards the door gripping onto the sides of the train

as it runs along the tracks.

"Don't die." Nat yells frantically her eyes flickering from me to the

road in front of her.

"I wont, Laura would kill me." I chuckle hauling myself up into the

chaos.

Steve glances at me a little relieved to have some help. Throwing his

shield at the robot I run at him throwing punches to his metal shell,

which didn't really do much apart from hurt my knuckles.

"I'm going in. Skye and Cap, can you keep him occupied?" Nat asks

driving towards the truck where the cradle was held.

"What do you think we've been doing." Steve pants grabbing me and

holding me under his shield as Ultron blasts energy through his

fingers.

Ultrons foot sends both Cap and I flying backwards as he kicks the

shield to the floor.

Standing quickly I crouch grabbing my katana (sword) from its

sheath.

Steve raises an eyebrow at me but I ignore him knowing perfectly

well myself the sword would do little to nothing to stop the robot but

having it in my hand made me feel a little safer.

Ultron flies at Steve knocking him backwards, the super soldier

barely having time to stand up before Ultron punches him in the face.

Running at the robot was a mistake, Ultron turns as I lunge at him

gripping my throat causing me to drop my sword as I struggle against

his hands.

Pawing at the metal surrounding my neck I wheeze as the robot

throws me to the ground transfiguring his hand for a blade.

"Cap a little help." Was all I could muster as the blade begins gently

pressing against my neck. a1
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