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Summary

"A knife there, yes, right there." The fingertips tear away to travel down between her ribs to
the stomach.

Notes

i do not control where the whims of my brain take me. don't ask.

title from losemyhead by littledeath

"It would've been so easy like this, don't you think?" She mutters.

Radio off, armor gone. Comfortable like this, not on guard because they both know anything
happen they'll be on their feet fully ready before they even understand really who they're about to
fight.

It's a rare kind of vulnerability, and it doesn't mean they're in sync with each other, but they trust
each other.

Ivory feels a hand warm against her chest, and that brings the illusion of the heartbeat in her chest
amplifying.
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"A knife there, yes, right there." The fingertips tear away to travel down between her ribs to the
stomach.

"Here?" Oasis taps with a bit of pressure.

"Yeah." She smiles. "That's a spot."

"Uh, no." She gets a jerk of a head, the way Oasis just rolls it slightly on the pillow.

"You never think about it?" Ivory blinks, curious more than confused.

"I wouldn't announce it if I attack someone. I'd just do it silently, hide off." Oasis stares. "Then I
would fight them head on, and I would win while they're dazzled and don't even know what hit
them. Yeah, like that." She puts two fingers together and takes a jab, making Ivory let out a loud
breath.

Ivory laughs quietly. "Wouldn't that be messier?"

"It'd be simpler. You get simpler."

Oasis shifts against her, burying her face in her chest just above where the hit went.

"I do, get it."

She curls up and puts her chin against the top of Oasis' head, the ridges in the wreath smooth
against the top of her neck.

"Maybe I'd use their weaknesses against them." Oasis mutters. "I wouldn't need to, because I'm just
that good, but I could." Her hand, loosely hanging over Ivory's waist, brushes the wings slightly,
not overly gentle but aware. "Grip them, swing you back if you'd let me."

"They've tried." The laughs keep bubbling up in her throat. "You'll have to be really good at it, if
you want to succeed."

Oasis is silent for several seconds before she mutters something nearly incomprehensible. Then
repeats, clearer. "Will you? I'd want to try fighting against you, too." There's something helpless in
her voice, a little tone.

"You can just do your best?" She answers, but it's more of a question.

"I don't... I don't want to fight you, as in... It's way more interesting to have you at my side." Oasis
leans back, finally, squints and tries to make out her eyes in the dark, and seems to succeed the way
her eyes light up. Well, Ivory can see her just as clearly, even if it's never exactly enough. "I just...
you're just like me. You're not someone I need to protect, or I need to be against, so... I just want to
do both." Her face breaks into a grin. "I want to know you, Ivory."

Ivory chokes on a breath, almost soundless, but she thinks she notices. Oasis notices a lot of things,
and that must come with the territory.

"I would love to fight you." She says. "I would... It feels like so much of you is just the same as
me. But I... I think I want to see what else is there, too."

Her fingers get tangled in Oasis' hair and she holds her, the back of her neck.

"I wish you were always there." There's a pout to Oasis' voice.



"I'll try to make it so I am." She hopes the smile always creeps into her own. "I will."
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