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Summary: 
              
  In his 2009 book on Captain America comic books, war photography, and American propaganda, Everett claims: “There is nothing to suggest that either the graphic novels issued during the war or the photographs taken during Rogers’ stay with the Howling Commandos can serve as a basis for a queer reading of Rogers and Barnes’ relationship. But even more importantly, there is nothing to suggest that such a relationship ever existed in the first place, and as such, those queer readings are not only misguided, but also libelous” (197).


  [from: Lynn E. Anderson, Captain America: Behind the Mask. Steve Rogers and the Contemporary Hero Narrative (New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2012), p. 242.]

In the aftermath of Steve’s return to the world of the living and the battle of New York, the academia and the Internet react.

            







1. Chapter 1

Author’s Note:

        	
          Translation into 中文-普通话 國語 available: 小锡兵 by icebreakerftw
        

        	
          Translation into Русский available: В окопах из фольги by isamai
        



    

      a couple of things:

1) huge thanks to eirene and kubiś for encouraging me, cheerleading and general hand-holding.

2) all the usernames are completely made up and are not meant to reflect any real users on any of the social media platforms featured in this story. any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

3) all the books and articles this story references are also made up (though sometimes i wish they weren’t). except for the celluloid closet, which is real, and also a great documentary which i can wholeheartedly recommend.

4) most of the links are actually clickable. (now with fake book covers.)

5) all the typos you might come across in the actual social media content are a conscious stylistic choice. all the typos you might come across outside of the social media content are accidental and if you find any, please, do let me know.

6) this story at one point references the hbo miniseries generation kill, but no prior knowledge of the show is necessary. (i highly, highly recommend it, though.)

7) also, for the sake of convenience, let’s assume that the mcu takes place in a parallel universe in which livejournal is still relevant.

    


    
    



  
    [from: Lynn E. Anderson, Captain America: Behind the Mask. Steve Rogers and the Contemporary Hero Narrative (New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2012), pp. 241-243.]
  



  
    
      CHAPTER  VI

The Great Repression: Steve Rogers, James Barnes, and the Narratives of Homosocial Desire
    
  



  
    
      Although the relationship between Rogers and his most trusted childhood friend, James Buchanan “Bucky” Barnes has been subject to a great deal of scrutiny in past publications on the matter, of both scholarly and purely biographical persuasion, there has been a certain degree of unwillingness among the academic community as well as the general public to consider the possibility that the nature of their relationship transgressed both the boundaries of friendship and social mores of their times. To see Steve Rogers—to see Captain America, the ultimately jingoistic symbol of American World War II propaganda, at least at the moment of his (re)birth as the national icon—in the context of a queer narrative is, to some critics and academics, utterly unprofessional and even morally abhorrent. In his 2009 book on Captain America comic books, war photography, and American propaganda, Everett claims: “There is nothing to suggest that either the graphic novels issued during the war or the photographs taken during Rogers’ stay with the Howling Commandos can serve as a basis for a queer reading of Rogers and Barnes’ relationship. But even more importantly, there is nothing to suggest that such a relationship ever existed in the first place, and as such, those queer readings are not only misguided, but also libelous” (197), while Miller, in a similar vein, calls them “devoid of any grounding in fact and blatantly disregarding all evidence to the contrary” (Birth of an Icon, 294).
    
  


[…]
  
    
      The unwillingness to accept the possibility that Rogers and Barnes might have been lovers (or at least romantically involved) before and during the war seems to stem from almost desperate adherence to several concepts firmly entrenched in the dominant paradigm of the narratives of masculinity and war. The inherent subversivness of such a relationship, therefore, not only undermines the public image of Captain America, carefully crafted and controlled in the early days of his public exposure during the USO tour (Willingham 53), but also, according to the social mores of his times, calls into question his very masculinity, that is, the central trait emphasized in the process of his transformation from Steve Rogers to Captain America. For Captain America to find himself anywhere on the queer spectrum would mean, then, in the minds of his contemporaries, that the narrative of the hypermasculine, heteronormative world of the American Army has been irrevocably tarnished and become partially irrecoverable, destroyed beyond all repair, emasculated just like its most prominent symbol.
    
  



  .



  fight the land (fighttheland) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      captain america: behind the mask
    
  

  GUYS GUYS GUYS HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW BOOK ON CAP HOLY FUCK IT’S SO GOOOOOOD. 

  okay, capslock time over. but seriously guys, it’s so good and finally, FINALLY, we have something that doesn’t gloss over You Know What and doesn’t tell us we’re just a bunch of weirdos who read far too much into everything. and fuck miller and fuck everett, btw, bc they’re shitting all over this book in their reviews, and i think we all know why that is. 

  for real tho, there’s some excellent use of sources in this book, and my inner history major rejoices. and holy fuck, where did she even get those sketches, i don’t think they were ever released to the public? or did i miss something? are they from a private collection? is that a recent find? tell me, i need to knowwwwww, for reasons.

  and THANK FUCKING GOD there’s FINALLY someone who didn’t go LALALALALALA CAN’T HEAR YOU OVER THE SOUND OF HOW STRAIGHT CAP IS when there’s strong evidence suggesting otherwise. 

  
    tags: medium: books, person: james barnes, person: steve rogers

_____________________________________





  227 comments



  Reply from howlingcommando15

How is this even a peer-reviewed publication? Didn’t know the author was a tumblr-bred tinhatter. Disgraceful and disgusting. 

  Reply from thegreendot

Yeah, okay, so just because it doesn’t agree with your views (bigoted as they are), it suddenly has no academic merit? I know you love to troll this community, but seriously, this is ridiculous. And if you seriously think Cap would be offended (even if she’s totally off base with this, which I don’t think she is) because someone implied that he might not be straight, think again. What news have you been watching? Fox News got their asses HANDED TO THEM last time he went on air. Jon Stewart was pissing himself laughing for a week. 

  Reply from fighttheland

okay, pal, whatever you say. lots of place on reddit for the likes of you.

  Expand 57 comments

  Reply from lyanna-stark

I think the sketches are new. They supposedly found them quite recently and didn’t know if they were authentic, so they needed to check first? Idk, I think they consulted Peggy Carter on this, but since she’s not doing so great memory-wise rn they wanted to double-check, I guess? Anyway, holy shit. No wonder Cap wanted those hidden. I’m just wondering if Barnes knew. Because I think we can all agree (well, maybe not all, but those of us who possess an ounce of common sense and basic reading comprehension skills) that Cap had it bad for Bucky, but we also know that Barnes was doing a lot of skirt-chasing before the war. I mean, obviously, it could’ve been a front and all that, but idk. Anyway, I think she’s on to something, and Miller and Everett can go fuck themselves, bc if they tooted that republican horn any louder, it’d be a fucking foghorn orchestra.



  .



  

rogersthat reblogged ifinditkindafunny

  

  
    if u srsly think steve rogers is against welfare and pro paid education, u must have been dropped on your fucking head at some point in life, like, wtf ??????????

  

  #steve rogers #captain america #for real tho
   

  
    ifinditkindafunny
  

  

  
    guys u have no idea how much shit i got for that steve rogers and welfare post omg im dying

  

  #personal #haters gonna hate
  



  .



  pixel of green (always_angry) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      CAPTAIN AMERICA MINISERIES
    
  

  IT’S CONFIRMED. 

  HBO is making a new Captain America miniseries. The Generation Kill guy is writing and producing, so hopefully it’s going to be good, and maybe we won’t die from an overdose of Spielberg-style patriotic grandeur. No casting news so far, though. Any thoughts?

  
    
      [source]
    
  

  
    tags: medium: tv, person: steve rogers
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  154 comments



  Reply from jokersmom

BUT HOW ARE THEY GONNA HANDLE THE SEXPOSITION? 

  Reply from farrah_s

Cap, those pants need to go. For reasons. The shirt, too. (But seriously though, I LOLd.)

  Expand 12 comments

  Reply from hitmanactual

So how about that Skarsgard-Simon reunion, huh?

  Reply from raypersonjr

YES, AND STARK SANDS CAN PLAY BUCKY BARNES. I NEVER KNEW I NEEDED THIS UNTIL NOW, BUT GOD, DO I NEED IT.

  Reply from captainbromance

but isn’t askars still banging sookie on true blood or sth? he could be good, but there might be some scheduling conflict, idk. (or they could go the rudy reyes route, and cap could just play himself. he has some background in acting lol)

  Reply from daisies-s

Idk, I’m not really feeling Skarsgard as Cap. He has that bad boy vibe, he’s not wholesome enough. Like, I really love the guy’s work and all, but he doesn’t scream “corn-fed poster boy for America” to me.

  Reply from blueskies

+ 1



  .



  

frecklygal
  

  

  
    So, guys, you know how I sometimes go jogging in the morning before my shift? And you know how I tore a ligament a few years back and it’s still bugging me sometimes? So guess what happened today. THE FUCKING THING TORE AGAIN. I was in so much pain I couldn’t see straight. So I’m, like, limping to the nearest bench, right, trying not to cry and failing hardcore, because that fucking HURTS LIKE A MOTHERFUCKER, and when I get there and try not to puke from the pain, I just want to straight up curl up and die, because that’s usually how it goes with me in those cases (I have a very low pain threshold, okay). 

    And then, I SHIT YOU NOT, CAPTAIN FUCKING AMERICA, wearing world’s tightest t-shirt, jogs over and asks if I need any help, if he needs to call me a cab, or call an ambulance or anything, and at that point I’m just like, lol, that’s it, I’ve lost it, I’m hallucinating now and dying, probably, take me in, Jesus, I’m ready. But nope, turns out I really wasn’t and Steve Rogers just casually jogs round D.C. every morning like it’s no big deal, oh, dont mind me, I’m just captaining all over the place, nbd, nbd. Jesus fucking Christ on a cracker. 

    So this is the story of how I busted my knee, but then Captain America came over to check up on me, called me a cab, paid for the cab and gave the driver a ridiculous tip to make sure the guy helped me into the ER. STEVE MOTHERFUCKING ROGERS, EVERYONE. YOUR FAVES COULD NEVER.

  

  #HOLY SHIT I’M STILL SCREAMING ON THE INSIDE #steve rogers #captain america
   

  
    frecklygal
  

  

  
    

pouringrainbows said:

hey you should check out the spot_your_cap comm over at lj, they like sharing stories like this, jsyk, its a rly rly nice place

  

  

  
    Omg, thank you, I didn’t even know such a place existed! I’ll def be checking it out soon!

  

  #ask #pouringrainbows
  



  .



  what ails you (fisherkings) wrote in spot_your_cap

  Okay, guys, fair warning, this is gonna get pretty meta pretty fast. Because you know that I love Cap-spotting as much as the next person, and this comm is literally one of the most uplifting places on the internet right now, because it’s first and foremost about human connection and how heroes really are just like us, and they go out to get Chipotle or whatever, and we desperately need that in this shit show that’s called our lives, especially after what happened in NYC. 

  But, on the other hand, I wonder sometimes, y’know? About responsibility and the role of social media and their influence, and how they can sometimes be used for good, but how sometimes they aren’t. And how we contribute to that. Because it’s one thing to get a selfie with Cap while he’s just waiting in line at Starbucks and post it to Instagram, but it’s another thing to, I don’t know, compromise an undercover mission, and this is a real possibility, not just some hypothetical situation, because, really, all it takes is one photo, one comment, y’know? And all those tweets and posts on tumblr, or here, or in other places on the net, they can, in theory, make it easier to target Cap (or any of the other Avengers, for that matter), so it’s a really weird and not totally comfortable position to be in—to know that you can unwittingly contribute to something really bad through totally innocuous actions. 

  Not to mention the issue of privacy and the right to privacy, because the fact that someone is a public figure (and it’s as public as you can get with Cap) doesn’t entitle everyone to pry into their private life, they get enough of that from the paps. And I know this community is really good at establishing and following the rules, but we know that not everyone is. And we know for a fact that Cap is always extremely nice about those things, because that’s who he is, but we also have to remember that everyone has limits, and it makes me really uncomfortable sometimes to think we might be overstepping some boundaries.

  So I’m just wondering, I guess, how you see that, and how you think we, as a community (fandom?) should proceed, because I think that’s actually a really important discussion that we should have at some point, especially considering that those fandom and rl spaces start to overlap on social media so much—now that there’s the official Avengers Instagram account, and some of them are even on Twitter, I think we should be really mindful of establishing some boundaries, because they’re not your ordinary celebrities, and we shouldn’t forget that. I mean, if we snap a picture of Rihanna or whoever at a very bad moment, they might get (understandably) pissed, but there’s no immediate threat that comes from this sort of invasion of privacy. But with people who would, in different circumstances, be special ops and everything about them would be classified, we really do need a different, more cautious approach. And, as I’ve said earlier, we should have the common fucking decency not to invade their privacy when it’s clear they don’t want to be disturbed. I’m looking at you, lj user havanass. Oh, wait, right, we already banned your sorry ass. (See, this is why I love this comm. We don’t stand for this shit.)

  Okay, so? Thoughts? Comments?

  ETA: Also, one more thing (not so much to this comm, but to the internet at large)—I know some of you are really curious if Lynn Anderson is right, but for fuck’s sake, don’t just ask him if he was fucking his best friend. Forcing people to out themselves or lie about it is disgusting and besides, he doesn’t owe you shit. /rant

  
    tags: meta, steve rogers
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  72 comments


Reply from thegreendot

Yeah, I sometimes wonder about that, too. And I think you raise a very valid point, one that the fandom at large (because, yeah, I think we can call ourselves a fandom, just look at all that fanfiction) will have to tackle at some point, because this IS a discussion that needs to happen, and sooner rather than later, especially considering how things are now, post-NY. It just goes to show, though, that we, as a community, could’ve done a lot worse for ourselves, because even the fact that someone is ASKING those questions shows that we are a lot more self-aware than SOME fandoms (I’m not going to point fingers, but I think we all know what I mean by that *cough*).

You’re right about the privacy aspect of it, too. It’s all fun and games until someone crosses the line, and I think the line HAS ALREADY BEEN CROSSED. Multiple times. And, idk, this might sound weird and intrusive, but am I the only one who thinks Cap doesn’t really look all that happy, especially in some candids? Because this is something I started to notice a while ago, and that’s why this privacy thing bothers me so much, I guess. Like, some people really don’t get that he’s not a fucking mascot, he’s not a fucking PR stunt, that HE FOUGHT IN AN ACTUAL WAR, he lost people, and, quite possibly, deals with PTSD. He doesn’t need you to pester him when it’s clear he’d rather be alone. 

And don’t even get me started on people who approach him about Anderson’s book (as much as I think she’s actually right in her assumptions about his relationship with Barnes). Just. WHY. WHY WOULD YOU THINK THAT’S A GOOD IDEA. WHY. 

Reply from fisherkings

Oh my god, thank you so much for that comment, Vee. You’re one of the pillars of reason in this community (in general, not only in this particular lj comm), so you have no idea how much it means to me that you responded to my post. 

I don’t think I have anything more to add re: social media and invasion of privacy, but the thing you said about Cap not really looking all that happy is, in my opinion, absolutely spot on. I’ve noticed that, too, and I can’t say I’m all that surprised. When you really think about this, for us, WW2 has been over for more than 70 years, but for him it’s been what, a year? Not even that? So I guess a lot of that loss is still fresh, and I don’t imagine the absolutely bizarre circumstances he’s found himself in are helping the case. And some people choose to be totally disgusting about it. Ugh. 

And I have no idea what to think about people who, in all seriousness, approach him to ask if he was fucking his best deceased friend. I agree that Anderson is probably at least partially right about this (obviously we can only speculate whether that thing between them ever got physical), but this is clearly a topic that he’d rather avoid, and I don’t give a damn if it’s just for now or maybe forever, because, as I said, he doesn’t owe anyone shit. We, on the other hand, owe him quite a lot. And first and foremost, we owe him respect. But some people just don’t get that. 

Reply from barnes-and-rogers

yeah, remember that photo? some gossip rag even wrote an article about how cap might be “unfit for duty” or some such bullshit because he might be “too depressed and/or mentally unstable”? jfc. also, fuck the daily bugle.

Expand 32 comments
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1 - 20 of 25704 Works in James “Bucky” Barnes/Steve Rogers.


[from: Lynn E. Anderson, Captain America: Behind the Mask. Steve Rogers and the Contemporary Hero Narrative (New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2012), pp. 250-252]


It is often argued, then, that queer readings of their relationship rely on a fundamental misunderstanding of the nature of homosocial relationships of the time and promote anachronistic interpretations of sexual identities. This stance, however, dismisses at least several important factors. 

Even though it is true that in the modern times extremely close bonds between two men which eschew the machismo of the so-called “true male friendship” in favor of emotional—and in many cases also physical—closeness are bound to be viewed with suspicion, that is not to say that all instances of such closeness in Rogers’ time were necessarily strictly platonic, simply adhering to the homosocial standard of the period. On the contrary, as recent studies suggest, many same-sex couples in the 1930s and 1940s used the prevailing opinions on male bonding and the acceptance of certain kinds of closeness between men (restrictive as they might have been) to their advantage, in order to hide the true nature of their relationships (Fawcett 187), a practice which would most probably not stand up to scrutiny in the present day, characterized by its tendency to view any sort of intense male closeness that deviates from the extremely restrictive norm as suspicious and potentially queer. However, it is crucial to remember that, even though the men of the period had been afforded different sorts of freedoms when it comes to manifestations of close male bonding, the homosocial, in encouraging close companionship between men and the simultaneous exclusion of women, has always incorporated a strong undercurrent of homophobia and misogyny, to which Rogers’ contemporaries engaged in same-sex relationships or activities needed to respond in order to maintain the illusion of their heterosexuality. Such instances of affirming one’s heterosexual desire in a homosocial context might have ranged from violent actions against more or less openly gay men—or those who would have been perceived as gay men due to their supposed effeminacy—to the frequent practice of alluding to the desirability of the absent women, excluded by necessity from the homosocial bonding experience.

Moreover, the issue of class plays a crucial role when it comes to the specific nature of homosocial socialization—the working class, to which both Rogers and Barnes belonged, exercised much more restrictive rules of permitted homosocial behavior, especially in comparison to the upper or even upper-middle class, and, most notably, intelligentsia. 

[…]

Therefore, to demand definite proof of Rogers and Barnes’ relationship is to completely disregard the oppressive environment in which they grew up as well as the subsequent roles they came to play in the machine of American war propaganda. It is deeply symptomatic that in the comic books issued at the time of the Second World War, Bucky becomes Captain America’s young sidekick instead of a life-long friend and—as can be inferred from various sources—the most important person in Steve Rogers’ life. As Michelle Mbatha argues in The Anatomy of a Sidekick, “Barnes’ transition from a partner to a sidekick marks the point at which the relationship between Barnes and Rogers becomes that of a mentor and pupil, thus effectively prohibiting any potentially »unsavoury« readings of their partnership” (121). In this sort of dynamic, one which emphasizes the much more prominent age difference, there is, indeed, no place for any assumptions of queerness or any sort of code similar to that which permeated cinematographic works of the time, signifying penalizable, “forbidden” practices falling under the censorship guidelines (see also: The Celluloid Closet, 1995). Bucky, then, in taking his place as Captain America’s teenage sidekick, becomes figuratively castrated in order to appear effectively sexless and thus avoid any possibility of coding their relationship as queer.

Moreover, the insistence upon heteronormative and ultimately exclusionary interpretations of Rogers’ relationships with Barnes and Carter respectively, both in the comics and in biographical writings, comes from the need to reaffirm the image created by the American propaganda, which constructed Captain America to reflect the intrinsically jingoistic policies of the United States, to propagate the myth of American machismo and uphold the wholesome image of the American everyman at the same time. Therefore—given that the most recognizable image of a homosexual in the dominant discourse of Rogers’ times was that of a degenerate, antisocial deviant (Crooks 43), usually one extremely effeminate in appearance—it would be hard for the officials to reconcile that image with Rogers’ new public persona, his effectively superhuman strength and traditional good looks. For that reason, then, in the eyes of the authorities, who controlled the official narrative of the new American icon, there was no real possibility for Captain America to fall anywhere on the queer spectrum, despite substantial evidence to the contrary. They have, thus, effectively, willed the strictly heterosexual Steve Rogers into existence.


.


somewhere over the rainbow (blueskies) wrote in superheroes_daily

PEGGY CARTER NETFLIX MINISERIES

[source]

More than a decade after the first (unsuccessful) attempt at bringing the character of Peggy Carter to the silver screen, the TV industry is ready to try again. 

Following the 2000 feature film starring the horribly miscast Milla Jovovich as the titular Agent Carter, Netflix has announced that they are developing a 10-part miniseries which will focus on Carter’s rise through the ranks in the SSR and her subsequent involvement with Project Rebirth. 

While it has been already announced that the series, entitled simply Carter, will star Romola Garai (The Hour) as Peggy Carter—news which many fans have welcomed with a sigh of relief and even considerable enthusiasm—the search for her Steve Rogers remains ongoing, and with the planned HBO adaptation, which is set to air next April, there is already a lot of speculation concerning what some of the critics have dubbed “the battle of two Captains.” So far the casting rumors include Armie Hammer (The Social Network) and Garrett Hedlund (TRON: Legacy) as well as Ryan McPartlin (J. Edgar). 

The series is currently in development, set to air next summer, and while at the moment only a 10-episode run has been commissioned, Netflix does not rule out the possibility that the show might be renewed for a second season if the series garners serious enough interest.

I CANNOT BELIEVE MY EYES. THEY CAST AN ACTUAL BRIT AS PEGGY CARTER. REJOICE.

Also, holy shit, they’re not fucking around. They’re cashing in on the newly-defrosted Cap like there’s no tomorrow. And you know what? I’m pretty fine with this, because maybe now we’ll get the Peggy Carter movie (tv show, whatever) this woman deserves. None of that Jovovich/Pitt bullshit. (I wonder if Cap watched that one and cried tears of despair.) But really. A Peggy Carter tv show. *does a victory dance around the room*

And I really, really like the choice of Ryan McPartlin for Cap.

(Sorry for the crossposting, if you follow peggycarter, peggycarter_news or carter_land, or all of the above. I got excited.)

tags: peggy carter, steve rogers, television
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237 comments


Reply from thegreendot

Oh my God, I could cry. This has the potential to be amazing. Don’t screw it up, Netflix. 

I’ve been telling people that Romola should play Peggy for the longest time now, so I feel validated. And I really like the choice of McPartlin for Cap, too. He’s not high-profile enough to refuse it (and, let’s face it, right now television is the new cinema, so even A-listers start to flock to the tv industry), and he has the potential. And the jaw. BUT ROMOLA. ROMOLA FOR PEGGY. THANK YOU, JESUS. 

The only sad thing is that Peggy Carter probably won’t live long enough to see it or if she does, she probably won’t remember it anyway :((( It’s heartbreaking, really, to hear that her health has started to decline so rapidly these past few months, she’s such a role-model and I can’t imagine that there will come a day when she’ll just… not be there. And now I’ve made myself even more sad. Fuck. 

Reply from avalanche_

wow, this is going to be a disaster. sorry, but peggy carter is just BORING, like, what does she even do thats even remotely interesting. 

and lol, ppl creaming themselves over romola garai who cant act her way out of a paper bag. and the choices for cap are even worse. garrett hedlund? really? whats next, channing tatum?

Reply from thegreendot

What does she even do that’s even remotely interesting? Gee, I don’t know. MAYBE FOUND AND RUN S.H.I.E.L.D.? OR SUPERVISE THE ENTIRE PROJECT REBIRTH? IDK, THINGS LIKE THAT.

Reply from callinda

Idk, I’m way more bothered by the fact that they’re doing this (both Netflix and HBO) while Cap is still (again?) alive and they’re just milking him for his fame and popularity, because they know they’re gonna get big $$$ off of this, regardless of Cap’s own feelings on the matter. 

Reply from blueskies

But didn’t he go on the record(ish) to say that he doesn’t mind? Just that he doesn’t necessarily want to watch it himself, but he gets that Captain America is bigger than him and he’s basically a comic book character as well, so he doesn’t really give that much of a fuck?

Reply from thegreendot

Yes, I think he did it when he was on Letterman (IIRC?) some time ago. Not in those exact words, but yeah, that was the gist of it. And he also joked that it would be hypocritical of him when he was the original Captain America in the first feature films they did, so if he got to shoot malfunctioning toy guns and sweat in a too-tight costume, then who is he to deprive others of this privilege. 

ETA: Yup, it was Letterman.

Expand 16 comments

Reply from ammellies

i hope this show does well enough to finally shut up all the whining manchildren who think peggy carter was just some love interest for cap, and not a woman who co-founded and ran one of the most influential organizations in the US. like, for real.



.




rogersthat



of course this opens when i’m on the other side of the fucking country and broke as hell.  of course.

(but also: yay for the peggy carter tv show!)


#this is bullshit #this is such fucking bullshit #my sister told me she was going to see this and i almost cried #in which jen is a broke college student #captain america #steve rogers #the smithsonian exhibit


.




The Smithsonian Institution @thesmithsonian

New Captain America exhibit opens July 4th bit.ly/1vNK8xu #HappyBirthdayCap


.


 fight the land (fighttheland) wrote in cap_news

the captain america smithsonian exhibit opens in two weeks

guys, the captain america smithsonian exhibit opens in two weeks! they have some photos up on their website, and boy, do they not disappoint. they supposedly have some never-before-seen archives and sketchbooks as well as some photos which have never been released to the public, donated by the family of the late prof. jones. i am BESIDE MYSELF WITH EXCITEMENT, OMFG, YOU DON’T EVEN KNOW. and. AND! they’re inviting lynn anderson to give a talk on the opening day, which i’ll have to miss, unfortunately, bc we’re visiting my gf’s family in seattle, but if you’re able to attend, please, PLEASE, do. i heard her speak twice in the past, and both times it was an amazing experience. 

also, if there are any people from the d.c. area here, or someone who knows they’ll be coming to d.c. to see the exhibit, i was thinking we could meet up and go together at some later date, once the crowds get less crazy (bc you know there’ll be a line as long as the potomac the first few days/weeks). so if you’d like to meet up, let me know and i’ll arrange sth! (also, if you need somewhere to stay, i can offer a place on the couch for 2 ppl if you’re willing to bunk together). 

tags: event: exhibit, person: steve rogers
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98 comments


Reply from carrterrs

Do we know if Cap’s gonna attend?

Reply from fighttheland

i know they’ve invited him, but i don’t think he’s coming. doesn’t really strike me like his kind of thing, since, as far as we know, he’s never actually liked the spotlight, so i doubt he’d actually want to participate in this. if this was only about bucky barnes/the howling commandos? he’d probably be the first in line, singing their praises. but since this is mostly about him? unlikely.

Reply from thegreendot

That’s amazing! I was so hoping they would invite Lynn Anderson, given that her latest book has been generally very well-received (certain bitter individuals notwithstanding) and it’s still very recent, and they did! I went to see her deliver a lecture once, when she was still working at Brown, and she’s an excellent speaker, so I’d like to wholeheartedly second Allie’s recommendation. I’m going to be away on the opening weekend as well, but I’d love to meet up sometime later, though it’s probably going to be my second time around, because I have no impulse control, so obviously I’m planning on going to see it as soon as I come back. But no matter, no matter. Those photos look fantastic—are they really from Gabe Jones’ collection?

Reply from fisherkings

Some of them supposedly are, yes. It’s really nice of Jones’ family to donate them (lend them?) to the museum. I’ve never seen that last picture until now, and dear god, is it heartbreaking. Barnes looks at Cap like he hung the moon.

Reply from figttheland

don’t even talk to me about this last pic. don’t even. 

Reply from fisherkings

I know. This looks like an amazing collection overall, but dear God. That last picture, it just slays me in the best possible ways. 

Expand 9 comments

Reply from blueskies

I definitely want to meet up! I’ll be in D.C. in early August, so how does that sound? And I’d love a place to sleep if you’re still offering, Allie. Until then, I just need to repeat to myself every day, over and over again, you can do this, self, you can do this. Because, fuck, I really need to treat myself after that shitstorm that’s currently happening at my workplace *lord give me strength*

And yes, that last picture. Oh my god. 

Expand 12 comments







  



2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:once again, a couple of things:

1) thank you for the lovely feedback, i’m so happy people are responding to this story so positively.

2) i hope you guys enjoy this. as always, most of the links are clickable. :)

3) since i couldn’t find any info about the supposed name of the bridge where the fight between steve and bucky takes place, and since this obviously wasn’t shot in d.c., i decided to make it a fictional MCU bridge. (if you have any idea what the in-universe name of the bridge is, though, please, message me and i’ll change it immediately.)




    
    



  
    [from: Maya Reid, The Popular Life of Captain America. Steve Rogers in Popular Culture and Fandom Practice (New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2013).]
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  pixel of green (always_angry) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      CASTING NEWS GALORE
    
  

  Talk about happy coincidences. Both Carter and The Howlers released some casting news today, along with some character posters (it’s funny how they both decided to go with the old-school look, one in sepia, one in b&w). 

  So far we have:

  Carter:

— Romola Garai as Peggy Carter

— Armie Hammer as Steve Rogers

— Emile Hirsch as Bucky Barnes 

— James Franco (?!) as Howard Stark

  The Howlers:

— Ryan McPartlin as Steve Rogers

— Francois Arnaud as Bucky Barnes

— Ruth Wilson as Peggy Carter

— Luke Evans as Howard Stark

— Ken Leung as James Morita

— Matthew Goode as James Falsworth

— Sean Patrick Thomas as Gabe Jones

  
    
      [source 1], [source 2]
    
  

  So, what do we think? I’m, frankly, baffled at James Franco as Howard Stark, in the sense that they shouldn’t even be able to get him, considering how busy his schedule is. I like the choice of Luke Evans much better, though. I was wondering for a moment if they would decide to cast a bit on the young side and go for Craig Horner, who is, let’s face it, a dead ringer for the good, old Howard, but apparently not. As for the rest: I like both choices for Peggy, prefer McPartlin to Hammer, and I’M STILL SCREAMING INTERNALLY ABOUT FRANCOIS AS BUCKY. OH MY GOD. THIS IS SUCH AN INSPIRED CHOICE. THIS BOY CAN SUFFER SO BEAUTIFULLY AND I AM HERE FOR THIS.

  (Crossposted to a shitload of comms, sorry.)

  
    tags: medium: tv, person: steve rogers
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  Reply from blueskies

RUTH WILSON. THIS IS SHAPING UP TO BE GLORIOUS. That being said, I’m also surprised they cast James Franco as Stark in Carter—was he even mentioned in any of the casting rumors posts? On the other hand, he does have the ego for it. Jury’s still out on Hirsch. I’ve only seen him in Into the Wild, and I just wanted to punch his obnoxious, pretentious douchebag of a character throughout that entire painful experience, but that MIGHT have had more to do with the script and the general douchenozzlery of the character than with Hirsch’s acting. I fully approve of Arnaud, though. 

  Reply from carrterrs

I love that they picked Matthew Goode to play Falsworth. My favorite actor is playing my favorite Howling Commando. I like their picks for Morita and Jones, too. And now I’m waiting impatiently for Dum Dum.

  Reply from howlingcommando15

I hope they focus on the actual Commandos for once and not the Rogers/Carter romance. And I hope their portrayal of Cap’s friendship with Barnes stays true to the actual events. I think we all know what I’m talking about.

  Reply from fisherkings

Don’t worry, there will be no ~icky gays~ to spoil your enjoyment of the series. But seriously, get over it. It’s been months since that book came out, I think it’s time for you to find yourself a new hobby. 

  Reply from fighttheland

oh my god, it’s you again. and you’re still at it, like an outdated meme no one’s laughing at. christ.

  Reply from howlingcommando15

You’re so completely blinded by your ridiculous agenda that it’s not even funny anymore, just sad. All I want is a true portrayal of the people who are national icons (especially Cap) and who shouldn’t be subjected to such slander. You don’t even know how delusional you are, and that’s just pathetic but it is also your right, America is a free country after all, but don’t drag people who are role models to young Americans everywhere and who have been for decades into this. I hope Cap would just come out and say it: Lynn Anderson is wrong. I know he’s declined any comment to distance himself from this farce, but it won’t stop people from speculating, so I think he should publicly deny all such accusations. 

  Reply from fisherkings

Accusations? Slander? Jesus Christ, do you even hear yourself? You know what, I’m done. I won’t convince you anyway, and this discussion is not doing my blood pressure and favors, so. EOT. 

  Reply from fighttheland

slander. dear god.

  Reply from annieblythe

I just wish they (including lynn anderson) would leave cap alone and stop speculating about his sexuality. it’s not about the “icky gays” for me, it’s about putting the pressure on him to react in SOME way. I don’t know about you, but I think people’s private life should stay private if they don’t want to disclose anything.

  Reply from fisherkings

Oh, absolutely, and I’m not saying Cap should be forced to come out if that’s the case, and besides outing people is downright disgusting. But with Lynn Anderson’s book, the thing is that she had been working on this for a few years prior to Cap’s return, and the book had been already reviewed and in print by the time Cap’s return was revealed to the general public, so for all intents and purposes, she was writing about a historical figure. A dead one. And such historical analysis is, I think, subject to a different set of rules, so I highly doubt it was her intention to pry in any way into the life of a person who turned out to be very much alive. The timing was pretty unfortunate, though, I agree. So did her book contribute to the general atmosphere of obsessive curiosity about one’s sexuality perpetuated by the celebrity culture? Of course. Was it her intention to disrespect Cap’s right to privacy in a situation where he is still alive and can be pressured to take action or admit things he’d rather not admit? No. I understand where you’re coming from, though, and Cap’s right to privacy is an important issue that definitely should be addressed. (I did try to start a discussion here, if you’re interested.)

  Expand 53 comments

  Reply from quodscripsi

this will be interesting. i like that one of those is focused on a strong female role-model and the other one is more of an ensemble piece with characters who are usually relegated to the background and two of whom are poc (or at least i hope that is indeed the case), but they’re still two shows which aim to cover more or less the same events, timeline-wise, and i’m wondering if “carter” wouldn’t benefit from a slight fast-forward—then we could get the s.h.i.e.l.d. origin story and peggy as the first director and a founding member of the organization. on the other hand, a lot of that info is probably classified, so they probably couldn’t do that, which is a damn shame, because that would be one fascinating story. the casting for both looks solid, though.   

  Expand 12 comments





  .



  

rogersthat
  

  

  
    i finally got to see the captain america exhibit! and it was amazing! i’m back at the usc now, which sucks hairy balls, but at least i got to see my sis and my niece for a few days, and the three of us went together to see the exhibit. and guys? if you think the online tour does it justice? think again. (they added a few more photos to the gallery, though, so check them out.) they did an incredible job setting this up, and i was so, so pleased with the outcome. those archives and newsreels with cap and bucky broke my fucking heart, okay, it was all i ever dreamed of and more. i even snapped a few pictures (sorry for the shitty quality, my camera died on me the day before we were supposed to go to the smithsonian, because of course this is my fucking life, so these are from my phone).

    and there’s just so. much. information. it’s a lot to take in in one go, so i’d definitely want to go back, but i probably won’t have the chance unless they make it a permanent exhibit. which, y’know, fingers crossed, because it’s been a few months now since the opening, and there was still a TON of people and a freaking enormous queue to even get in. but it was sooooooo worth it. i’m still mad i missed the lynn anderson talk, tho, because i heard it was amazing, but it’s supposed to be uploaded on the website at some point, i think? so it makes me feel a tiny bit better, because, seriously, my life keeps cockblocking me in all the worst ways.

  

  #steve rogers #captain america #the smithsonian exhibit #in which jen is a happy camper for once #in which jen visits the family
  



  .



  what ails you (fisherkings) wrote in spot_your_cap

  Look at this happy little goober. Look at him. This was the second time I met Steve Rogers, and he was, once again, the kindest, most polite and amazing person you can imagine. 

  We (my little brother and I) ran into him totally by accident. Earlier that day, we went to see the Captain America exhibit at the Smithsonian—first time for him, second time for me (and just as great as the first time round), and then we went for a walk and ended up at a lunch bar because my young padawan got hungry. And then, just as we were walking out, we literally ran into Steve Rogers as he was on his way in. 

  I knew my brother wanted to meet him since he was two (he used to leaf through my mother’s collection of old-school Cap comics until they practically fell apart) and Cap was still under the ice, but he was obviously in a hurry, so I didn’t want to bother him. But he must’ve heard my brother, protesting loudly and almost on the verge of tears, and he turned around, walked out, walked up to us, looked at my brother’s little shield (he’s a srs bsns fan, okay, a truly hardcore one, and he wanted to take it to the exhibit), crouched down next to him, shook his hand solemnly and told him that it was an honor to meet a true superhero. Then he asked if my brother wanted a picture. Above are the results. The little one got so shy after I took the first one, but Cap was so nice and gracious about the whole thing. 

  I said that before and I’ll say it again: we already owe this man so much, and yet he still continues to give and give, and give. It’s amazing, and it restores my faith in humanity just a little. (Then I turn on the tv to watch The Daily Show.)

  
    tags: encounters, steve rogers
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  Reply from thegreendot

Awww, I’ve already seen those on your Instagram, but they’re still almost too cute to exist. I’m so happy for your little brother (who is also, incidentally, almost too cute to exist). 

  Reply from carrterrs

I think I know which lunch bar you’re talking about, because I saw him there once as well. I don’t blame him, their curry chicken sandwiches are to die for and I’m addicted. And your brother is so cute! And so little! How big is the age gap, if you don’t mind my asking?

  Reply from fisherkings

Twenty-two years. I know.

  Expand 9 comments
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    [from: Lynn E. Anderson, Captain America: Behind the Mask. Steve Rogers and the Contemporary Hero Narrative (New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2012), p. 270.]
  



  
    
      What seems crucial for the full understanding of Steve Rogers as a person and a national icon is the fact that, despite the constant attempts at controlling his hero narrative on the part of the government, he ultimately transgresses the intrinsically jingoistic roots of his public persona and eschews the nationalistic, exclusionary foundations of the discourse he has been made part of in the process of becoming Captain America. In embracing overtly those who have been denied the right to speak by the hegemonic system he is supposed to exemplify—personified by both James Morita and Gabriel Jones of the Howling Commandos, both of whom have been cited by Rogers himself to be indispensible members of the team and national heroes in their own right on numerous occasions—he not only distances himself from the dominant narrative perpetuated by the system, but also directly defies any attempts at imposing such restrictive interpretations of his role as Captain America and a national icon upon himself.
    
  

  
    
      In this sense, Captain America, through the very deliberate actions of Steve Rogers, manages to transcend the imperialist idea of America as the epitome of a modern, free country and the ultimate bringer of freedom—an idea which will become severely tested during the later conflicts in Korea and Vietnam, as well as the invasions on Afghanistan and Iraq—and actively chooses to stand for universal freedom and equality, regardless of national or racial divides, one which strives to be inclusive instead of exclusionary.
    
  



  .



  

Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

Congratulations to my dear friend @mayareid for the amazing reviews! #ThePopularLifeOfCap

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson thank you so much! We should write the next one together :) #ThePopularLifeOfCap

  the wicked witch @morganlefayy

@mayareid i loved your book. such a good investigation of the fandom space. and so respectful to the fandom, too #ThePopularLifeOfCap



  .



  
    
      THE FANDOM ENQUIRER
    
  



  
    
      When Fandom Goes Mainstream: Captain America Fandom in the Academic Spotlight
    
  



  By Zoe Baker on December 19, 2013

  
    It almost never ends well when the fourth wall comes crumbling down and the fans are exposed to the scrutiny of the mainstream entertainment industry and/or academia. We all remember the infamous Fandom Fail Fest of 2012, and I think we can all agree on one thing, regardless of our own feelings on the events that led up to it: let’s not do that again. So it’s understandable when fans view any new publications on the subject of fandom—and fanfiction in particular—with apprehension and suspicion. It has been a long-standing tradition to deride fandom as a largely female-oriented space in which all the rules governing mainstream entertainment are, in the immortal words of Captain Jack Sparrow, more what you’d call guidelines and definitely made to be broken.
  

  
    There have been, of course, good, insightful books on fandom in the past. It’s just that they’ve been very few and far between, and for every Farrah Masterson there are ten Clyde Lankins. It’s a fact fandom as a whole made peace with a good while ago. We get it. It’s almost 2014 and, to the rest of the world, we’re still the weirdos dressing up as fictional (or not so fictional) characters and writing about two (or more, if poly is your thing) fictional (or not so fictional) people having hot, steamy sex. 
  

  
    So when Palgrave Macmillan announced they were publishing a book on Captain America in popular culture and fandom, many of us just sighed deeply as we braced ourselves for the inevitable. It’s never been easy for fandom to be accepted by the academia and the world at large as a legitimate cultural practice, and it is even more difficult for fandoms whose creative output relies on more or less straightforward Real Person Fiction. In the case of Captain America there are, of course, the comic books and the movies, and even a thankfully short-lived tv show back in the 1980s, but, as with many other fandoms based on real life people (see: Band of Brothers or Generation Kill), the line between the real and the pretend can become extremely blurred at times. 
  

  
    But apparently ‘tis the season to be jolly and also pleasantly surprised. And I think I speak for all of us over at the Fandom Enquirer when I say we have never been so delighted to find out we were wrong. The author of the book, Maya Reid, an assistant professor at Columbia, known in the fannish circles as professionalfangirl, delivers one of the most comprehensive and compelling studies of the Captain America fandom to date and raises some really interesting and important issues regarding the fandom practice as a whole. If you want to read about the historical development of the Captain America fandom (it’s older than you might think!) as well as his presence in the landscape of popular culture without feeling like you’re looked down upon and they’re just laughing at you behind your back, this is a book for you. It’s hard to say whether it’s just because Maya Reid is, for all intents and purposes, and insider in the fandom circles, but this book gets it. It gets the spirit of the fandom, the whys and the hows. It gets why it’s important to us and why it’s important in the broader cultural context. It needs to be said, though, that if you expect nothing but blind phrase for the fandom, this is probably not the book you’re looking for. It doesn’t gloss over the bad, but it doesn’t gloss over the good either just to get to the weird and the creepy, as it often happens with academic or journalistic pieces on fandom. What it does instead is offer an honest analysis of the fandom mechanisms at the intersection between real life and popular cultural production.
  

  
    So if you’re still looking for the perfect Christmas present for your supernerdy significant other, or if you’re looking for the perfect Christmas present for yourself, this is the book to get. Why are you still sitting here, then? Amazon (or other retailer of your choice) awaits!
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  pixel of green (always_angry) wrote in superheroes_daily

  
    
      THE HOWLERS CASTING NEWS
    
  

  I come bearing more casting news for The Howlers. We already had all the chief players except for those two, so, without further ado, I present:

  — Jean-Hugues Anglade as Jacques Dernier

— Nick Offerman as Dum Dum Dugan

  I genuinely thought they’d cast younger for those two, but I’m especially impressed that they managed to snag Jean-Hugues Anglade, because he doesn’t usually do projects in English (or for tv). But on the other hand, we’ll have someone who can actually SPEAK French. And I guess now we know why some paps spotted Offerman leaving a gym with what looked like a personal trainer a while back. He’s most probably getting in shape for this. 

  In other, somewhat related news (because it’s superheroes_daily and Pepper Potts is and forever will be the greatest superhero in my heart): CONGRATULATIONS TO PEPPER POTTS FOR MAKING IT INTO THE TOP FIVE OF WORLD’S MOST INFLUENTIAL PEOPLE ACCORDING TO THE TIME MAGAZINE AND MAKING THE U.S. COVER! I am so happy for her, I can’t think of another person who deserves it so much. The issue comes out in two weeks, on April 4.

  
    tags: dum dum dugan, jacques dernier, pepper potts, television
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  Reply from carrterrs

Huh. Interesting picks. I’m not so sure about Offerman. I mean, he could work, and he’s a good actor (and he certainly has the mustache for it), but I can’t really imagine him as Dum Dum. I thought they’d cast him younger, too. I don’t think I’ve seen Anglade in anything apart from Queen Margot approximately a million years ago, but from what I gather, he’s a really good actor. This makes me hopeful that maybe the Commandos will actually have substantial roles in the show and won’t be just window dressing for the Cap story. No offense, Cap, but it’s been done. I want to get to know these guys now.

  Reply from always_angry

Oh, totally. The fact that they’re casting fairly recognizable names for the Commandos and not some total unknowns makes me believe they’re planning on really shifting their focus to the Commandos as a unit, not just as Captain America’s sidekicks. I am so here for this. Give me all the brotherly bonding and trust and camaraderie, because if you look at the newsreels or the photos or any other archives, it really seems like they were very, very close, all of them, including Cap. 

  Reply from carrterrs

I’m really wondering if Cap will watch it. On the one hand, it looks so promising. On the other hand, it must be so weird, watching a show about your own life. On the third (?) hand—I can’t imagine watching this and knowing all those people I still remember as well as if it was yesterday are now long dead. (Well, apart from Peggy.)

  Reply from blueskies

Wow, thanks for this, now I’m sad. It’s funny how sometimes we sit here and nitpick everything, and don’t even realize this was his life just two years ago, at least for him. It must be such a bizarre experience. 

  Reply from fisherkings

Yes, congratulations to Pepper Potts! I’m still a little disappointed she didn’t top the list, but still, top five is an amazing achievement. 

  Expand 30 comments
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The Smithsonian Institution @thesmithsonian

We are happy to announce that the Captain America exhibit is here to stay #CapAtSmithsonian



  .



  

rogersthat
  

  

  
    guys? i just saw some posts saying that there’s something happening in d.c.? can anyone tell me what’s going on? my sis is at work and she’s probably in surgery right now, so she’s not picking up her phone.

  

  #in which jen is slightly concerned #please? #talk to me? #the internet is not telling me anything yet
   

  
    rogersthat
  

  

  
    

the-big-red-riding-hood said:

there’s supposedly been a massive car pile-up somewhere downtown? idk, i’m in in hillcrest and my friend just texted me about this.

  

  

  
    thank you for messaging me. oh my god, that’s terrible. do we know if there are any fatalities? i guess tv and the internet are just now getting wind of this

  

  #ask #the-big-red-riding-hood
   

  
    rogersthat
  

  

  
    

madasahatter said:

Okay, so, don’t freak out, but there has been a massive car accident as a result of a shooting/bomb in downtown D.C. We still don’t know what really happened but people say a government SUV blew up? This might be just a rumor though, we don’t know for sure at the moment.

  

  

  
    jesus christ. i need to get to a tv/computer asap. i’m blogging from my phone and no one is talking about this here. not yet anyway.

  

  #ask #madasahatter
   

  
    rogersthat
  

  

  
    jesus, thank god, my sister finally managed to get in touch with me. they’re safe and unharmed. there really was an attack in downtown d.c., it wasn’t just an accident, it was a fucking BOMB strapped to a car, or at least that’s the official version for now. they’re still looking for the attacker, but several people were saying they saw a masked guy in pseudo-military gear at the scene but no one has any fucking idea what he really looks like, so it’s like they’re looking for a ghost? what the fuck. just. what the fuck. i hope they catch this fucking psycho, and soon.

  

  #dc bombing #personal #i’m still shaking on the inside
  



  .



  

Vee @thegreendot

WHAT THE FUCK JUST HAPPENED. WHAT. THE. FUCK. #CaptainAmerica

  what ails you @fisherkings

@thegreendot What? What’s going on? 

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings They’re saying Cap went AWOL and he’s become a threat to national security. 

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@thegreendot  @fisherkings JESUS CHRIST, WHAT. What the hell is happening? This is fucking insane. WHAT.

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @carrterrs I don’t know, I can’t even wrap my head around it, but this can’t be true.

  Vee @thegreendot

OH MY GOD, THEY’RE SAYING HE’S NOW CONSIDERED EXTREMELY DANGEROUS AND THERE’S AN ORDER TO SHOOT ON SIGHT. JESUS CHRIST I’M GONNA CRY.

  what ails you @fisherkings

@thegreendot I… I actually have no words for this. What is happening? What is the government doing? Is it SHIELD?

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings This supposedly comes directly from the World Security Council. I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT’S GOING ON.



  .



  vee (thegreendot) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      CAPTAIN AMERICA UPDATE
    
  

  As you probably already know, a few hours ago Captain America has been declared a fugitive wanted by the U.S. government, armed and extremely dangerous, and an order has been issued to shoot on sight. They’re also saying he killed a bunch of SHIELD agents when they tried to apprehend him. 

  It’s possible that this is somehow connected with the recent bombing in downtown D.C. and the masked assailant who fled the scene and has not been found as of yet, but we have next to no information except for the statement from Alexander Pierce of the World Security Council. Which tells us nothing. 

  I’m still in shock. And I don’t think I’m the only one. This is so absolutely unbelievable in every possible way that I’m still waiting for someone to tell me this has been a sick belated April Fool’s joke. But I don’t think that’s happening. I can’t even begin to wrap my head around this. I just— This is madness.

  
    
      sources: [1], [2], [3], [4], [5]
    
  

  
    tags: person: steve rogers
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  Reply from anonymouse

see this is exactly why this masked vigilantism crap has to stop.

  Reply from fighttheland

fuck you. fuck. you. how fucking dare you. and yes, this is so brave of you, lj user anonymouse. you fucking hypocrite. who is this steve rogers guy anyway? oh, yes, he’s CAPTAIN FUCKING AMERICA. we’ve known that all along. there is no masked anything, jesus fucking christ. and vigilantism? he worked for SHIELD, you goddamn fucking moron. 

  can we, please, freeze this thread before they spew any more of this shit?

  Reply from thegreendot

Frozen. Christ.

  Reply from callinda

This must be some catastrophic misunderstanding of cosmic proportions. Or otherwise someone is setting him up. I refuse to believe this is for real even for a second.

  Reply from fisherkings

If this is indeed what is happening, then the question is who is setting him up. And if we think about this for a moment, there are two possibilities (in general, I’m not talking about specific individuals). And I don’t know which one of those scares me more.

  Reply from starksandstripes

i— i haven’t even thought of that before. christ.

  Expand 54 comments
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        CAPTAIN AMERICA A TRAITOR?
      
    
  



  For more live coverage, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle





  .



  

Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

This is a travesty of justice. And the editors at @thedailybugle should be ashamed of themselves #CaptainAmericaIsNotATraitor

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson I refuse to believe any of it is even remotely true. It makes absolutely no sense. #CaptainAmericaIsNotATraitor



  .



  

aliaoftheknife
  

  

  
    wait, so cap is in the wind now? whats happening? do they really have orders to shoot on sight? what. is. happening. WTF

  

  #captain america #steve rogers
   

  
    aliaoftheknife
  

  

  
    

rogersthat said:

they’re authorized to use heavy force, and supposedly they CAN shoot on sight, but not to kill, just to subdue? this is so fucked up, oh my god.

  

  

  
    thanks for clearing this up. this is unfuckingbelievable.

  

  #ask #rogersthat #captain america #stever rogers
   

  
    aliaoftheknife
  

  

  
    

natashabarton said:

They can shoot, but they’re not supposed to kill him. Good luck catching him tho. And some people said he’s with the Black Widow, so, again: GOOD LUCK WITH THAT. And I’m betting all that stuff about those dead SHIELD agents is bull.

  

  

  
    do we know ANYTHING, though? about what really happened? it’s been almost 24 hours since the news broke out. and i dont believe it either, about the SHIELD agents but i REALLY want to know how that went down, and i bet im not the only one

  

  #ask #natashabarton #steve rogers #captain america
  



  .



  

Connie @fighttheland

GUYS THERE ARE REPORTS OF SOME MANIAC SHOOTING UP THE ROOSEVELT BRIDGE, PLEASE, PLEASE, STAY SAFE #DCAttack

  what ails you @fisherkings

@fighttheland What? Oh my god, this is just like New York all over again, I don’t believe this is happening… 

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @fighttheland Jesus, girls, stay safe, okay? Where are you?

  what ails you @fisherkings

@thegreendot @fighttheland I’m at work, I was supposed to get out early, but I’m staying put.

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings @thegreendot i’m at home, stomach flu. i was watching tv and then it was all over the news. jesus fuck

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@thegreendot @fisherkings @fighttheland FUCK FUCK I’M STUCK IN TRAFFIC ON MY WAY TO THE ROOSEVELT BRIDGE

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@thegreendot @fisherkings @fighttheland There’s no way I can turn back now, it’s traffic jam from hell and I don’t think (tbc.)

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@thegreendot @fisherkings @fighttheland (ctd.) people know what’s going on bc I can see no panic. Fuck I’m shaking.

  Vee @thegreendot

@carrterrs @fisherkings  @fighttheland Oh my god, please, stay safe. How far from the bridge are you?

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@thegreendot @fisherkings @fighttheland a mile, maybe a bit more.

  what ails you @fisherkings

@carrterrs @thegreendot @fighttheland Please, keep us updated. It’s gonna be fine, ok?



  .



  

rogersthat
  

  

  
    fuck, fuck, there’s been another attack in d.c., some sick fuck started shooting people on the roosevelt bridge, and people say captain america was there, fighting him, and that’s the route my sister takes to work and now she’s not picking up her phone and i’m panicking

  

  #i think im about to have a real panic attack #fuck im crying 
  
    .

  

  
    
      
        
           THE FALL OF THE HERO: CAPTAIN AMERICA UNDER ARREST 
        
      
    

  

  
    For more live coverage, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle



  

  
    .

  

  
    vee (thegreendot) wrote in cap_news

    
      
        ANOTHER CAPTAIN AMERICA UPDATE / MEMBER CHECK-IN
      
    

    This probably cannot get any worse at this point. As you know, there has been another attack in D.C.—a few hours ago, a masked man started shooting on the Roosevelt Bridge, killing at least 28 people. The body count might still go up, they’re not done with the clean-up yet. 

    Now we can strongly suspect that his target was most probably Captain America, along with the Black Widow and another unknown man. 

    Also, according to the reports (which seem to be legit), following the fight on the bridge, Captain America was apprehended by a S.H.I.E.L.D. strike team and he is now arrested pending charges. What charges? 

    Well, WHO THE FUCK KNOWS. It’s not like they tell us anything. It’s all still shady as hell.

    
      
        sources: [1], [2], [3]
      
    

    That’s one thing. The other thing is: we know we have a lot of members from the D.C. area in this community. Please, if you can, check in and tell us you’re okay. 

    
      tags: person: steve rogers

_____________________________________



  

  
    2483 comments

  

  
    Reply from carrterrs

I’m still shaken up as fuck, but I got home safe and unharmed. I still can’t believe this is happening. 

    Expand 101 comments



  

  
    .

  

  
    

rogersthat
    

    

    
      my sister is okay, thank fucking god, i’m so relieved i could cry. she was already at the hospital when it all started and they got most of the casualties from the bridge massacre so she didn’t leave the OR for like fifteen hours straight. 

      they still haven’t found the motherfucker who did that.

    

    #thank fucking god #i can’t take this anymore please let this be over
    

  

  
    .

  

  
    

The Smithsonian Institution @thesmithsonian

The Captain America suit has been stolen from the Captain America exhibit. It’s suspected it is the work of a possible imposter.

  

  
    .

  

  
    

Connie @fighttheland

GUYS YOU NEED TO GET ON THE INTERNET ASAP. EVERYTHING KEEPS CRASHING, TOO MUCH TRAFFIC, BUT IT’S IMPORTANT. #SHIELDFiles

    what ails you @fisherkings

@fighttheland Jesus, I can’t access ANYTHING and twitter keeps dying. What’s happening?! 

    Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings SHIELD IS HYDRA, BASICALLY. there are files uploaded on the internet, it looks legit, this is terrifying #SHIELDFiles

    Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @fighttheland I can’t believe this is happening. Everything keeps crashing. How much did they upload?

    Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings @thegreendot EVERYTHING. at least that’s what it looks like. there’s way too much to process, it’s TERABYTES of data.

    stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@thegreendot @fisherkings @fighttheland Jesus Christ. I’m feeling sick.

    feelin’ blue @blueskies

ARE YOU SEEING THIS? #SHIELDFiles

    always angry @pixelofgreen

WHAT THE FUCK IS EVEN HAPPENING. are we sure this is not a joke? #SHIELDFiles

    what ails you @fisherkings

@pixelofgreen It looks real. All the news outlets are reporting this. Also: Facebook is dead. Reddit is dead. Tumblr is dead.

    always angry @pixelofgreen

@fisherkings christ

    what ails you @fisherkings

@pixelofgreen “Christ” sounds about right. How are we even supposed to feel safe after this? #SHIELDFiles

  

  
    .

  

  
    

frecklygal
    

    

    
      FUCK FUCK DID A HELICARRIER JUST CRASH INTO THE TRISKELION? FUCK I’M TERRIFIED I LIVE LIKE TEN BLOCKS AWAY JESUS CHRIST. 

      It’s all over the news, but nobody knows anything for sure. Everything keeps crashing after someone at SHIELD uploaded the data and they’re saying Captain America is possibly aboard one of the helicarriers? Will they start evacuation now? I’m trying to check some websites, but they keep timing out, this is terrifying, oh my god.

    

    #i’m actually terrified #this is unreal #dc attacks
     

    
      frecklygal
    

    

    
      

rosettis said:

I’m in London and it’s all over the news here, too. Please, stay safe.

    

    

    
      I have never been so afraid in my entire life. Oh my god.

    

    #ask #rosettis
    

  

  
    .

  

  
    
      
        
          HYDRA INFILTRATES S.H.I.E.L.D., ALEXANDER PIERCE A TRAITOR, CAPTAIN AMERICA PRESUMED DEAD
        
      
    

  

  
    For more live coverage, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle



  

  
    .

  

  
    

rogersthat
    

    

    
      guys, there are reports saying that captain america went down with the third helicarrier. at the moment he is presumed dead, but they have units searching the potomac. 

      i’m crying.

    

    #steve rogers #captain america #dc attacks
    

  

  
    .

  

  
    

Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

Captain America is presumed dead. It’s not just @thedailybugle this time. The information seems legitimate bit.ly/1jlQvox #CaptainAmerica

    Maya Reid @mayareid

The search for #CaptainAmerica continues: http://bit.ly/1ckcXew



  

  
    .

  

  
    
      
        
          CITY IN SHOCK AFTER H.Y.D.R.A. ATTACK AND DEATH OF CAPTAIN AMERICA
        
      
    

  

  
    Read more over at D.C. News Online.

  

  
    .

  

  
    vee (thegreendot) wrote in cap_news

    
      
        IMPORTANT!!!
      
    

    
      He’s alive.
    

    
      
        posted via mobile app
      
    

    
      tags: person: steve rogers

_____________________________________



  

  
    3005 comments

  



  



3. Chapter 3

Summary for the Chapter:
            oh my god, it’s done. i’m so, so sorry for the size of this monster, it was supposed to be 15k tops, but apparently i couldn’t be concise to save my life, so.

once again, thank you for the amazing feedback, you guys are the best.

and, as always, most of the links are clickable. i also decided to add a very short epilogue, i hope you like it.

          


    
    



  
    [from: Lynn E. Anderson, Captain America: Behind the Mask. Steve Rogers and the Contemporary Hero Narrative (New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2012), p. 273.]
  



  
    
      In conclusion, there can be little doubt that Captain America—the hero and the national icon, as opposed to Steve Rogers, the man from Brooklyn—has been instrumental in the creation of the contemporary hero narrative even after his death, and as such, has been subject to the inevitable process of mythologization to become ultimately recreated as a hegemonic narrative rather than a person, thus engendering a very particular approach to his public persona, which has since then permeated the academic debate concerning his status as a national hero as well as the hero narrative his persona has inspired.
    
  

  
    
      It is by no means incidental that the increased efforts to revive the interest in Captain America comic books and other paraphernalia have always coincided with a period of civil unrest related to a devastating conflict in which the United States engaged at the time, be it Korea or Vietnam, or, more recently, Afghanistan and Iraq. This particular narrative, created and upheld by the government propaganda apparatus, emphasizes the necessity of a righteous war and sacrifice at the same time as it creates a visibly Othering dichotomy of Us vs. Them, in which Us stands for the white, heterosexual and overwhelmingly male presence, whereas Them denotes the undesirables relegated to the peripheries: the Other, the alien, the not-white. The not-Us. As Kajal Singh remarks in “Hero For the Ages: Captain America and the Iraq War Propaganda,” “[t]he main problem with the prolonged use of the Captain America hero narrative to justify the war in Iraq is that, in reinforcing the colonial Self-Other binary, it fundamentally opposes everything that Rogers himself is known to have stood for. The use of the Captain America imagery in Operation Iraqi Freedom, then, stands as the prime example of a blatant manipulation on the part of the government propaganda apparatus and reinforces the hegemonic narrative of the contemporary hero, exemplified by Steve Rogers’ public persona” (37).
    
  

  
    
      To question his heterosexuality, then, and to imply that his relationship with James Barnes transgressed the boundaries of friendship, is to fundamentally undermine the narrative perpetuated by the American propaganda machine for more than seventy years, to destroy one of the pillars of the modern hero narrative in America, and to implode the assumptions of the mutual exclusiveness of stereotypical masculinity and queerness which have for a long time served as the basis for exclusionary practices in the American society. And in the end, the refusal to consider the possibility that Captain America might, indeed, fall somewhere on the queer spectrum is the refusal to admit that, ultimately, Captain America might be one of Them, instead of one of Us.
    
  



  .



  

what ails you @fisherkings

Natasha Romanoff is testifying on Capitol Hill as we speak. You can watch it on C-SPAN. #DCHearing

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings holy shit, they don’t even realize how hard they’re being owned right now. also, wow, did tony stark call that one.

  what ails you @fisherkings

@fighttheland You mean about the suit thing a few years back? Refusing to hand them over to the government? Yeah, hindsight is 20/20. 

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @fighttheland Yeah, once again, saved by Tony Stark’s ego. Also, this smackdown is glorious to watch. Go Widow. 

  what ails you @fisherkings

@fighttheland @thegreendot Do we know if they’re planning on dragging Cap to the Hill, too?

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings @thegreendot they asked. he told them to fuck off. i have a feeling they’re not gonna ask next time.

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @fighttheland I bet the subpoena is being written as we speak. I don’t blame him, though. Not after that clusterfuck. 

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@fisherkings Wow, she’s not fucking around, is she. 

  what ails you @fisherkings

@carrterrs Nope. What’s the worst thing that could happen, though, really. She’s already burned all her bridges. 

  what ails you @fisherkings

@carrterrs So if I were her, I’d do the same thing. They could do with a little cold, hard truth. 

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@fisherkings I just love their faces. Truth hurts, doesn’t it. 

  Connie @fighttheland

@carrterrs @fisherkings oh my god, yes, this is priceless. new role model right here.



  .



  
    
      
        MASKED ASSAILANT CAUGHT ON CAMERA. D.C. ATTACKS—ACT OF TERRORISM OR GOVERNMENT COVER-UP?
      
    
  



  For more news, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle





  .



  
    
      
        FIRST PHOTO OF THE D.C. SHOOTER SURFACES FOLLOWING THE CAPITOL HILL HEARING
      
    
  



  Read more over at D.C. News Online.



  .



  vee (thegreendot) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      MORE D.C.-RELATED NEWS
    
  

  You’ve probably seen it already, because it’s been all over the news this morning, but apparently someone managed to get the D.C. shooter on camera, and now there’s a clear photo. You can’t see much, because he’s masked, but it’s still more than we had a few days ago. 

  They’re trying to identify him and they’re still searching for him, but it’s like they’re chasing a ghost. They don’t know anything about that guy, apart from the fact that he was with H.Y.D.R.A. and there’s nothing in the files uploaded by Natasha Romanoff. Nothing. Zero. Zilch. Nada. Which means this guy’s existence was probably classified to hell and back, and, for once, they left nothing to trace back to him. I don’t know about you, but I’m not feeling very reassured right now. 

  We now also know the name of the man who fought with Cap and Widow during the attack: Sam Wilson. He’s the one you can see in some of the footage flying the winged suit. Look that guy up, he’s amazing. (Also, I created a tag for him, because I have a feeling it’s not the last time we hear of him.)

  
    [source]
  

  
    tags: event: dc attacks, person: sam wilson

_____________________________________





  334 comments



  Reply from carrterrs

It terrifies me that this man is still somewhere out there. Do we know for sure that he didn’t go down with the third helicarrier? 

  Reply from thegreendot

As far as I know, he’s still at large. They were looking for the body for a long time, but they didn’t find anything and later on it’s been confirmed that he managed to get out of this alive. How, I have no idea. Do we think they were experimenting with the Erskine serum, too? H.Y.D.R.A., I mean.

  Reply from fisherkings

I wouldn’t rule it out. You’ve seen some of the footage. I know it’s mostly grainy and blurred, because they pulled it mainly from the CCTV cameras, but some of that stuff doesn’t look like the work of a highly-trained agent with no additional enhancements. He tore a car door off its hinges like it was nothing, for god’s sake. (I know it’s been almost a week, but this is still absolutely terrifying.)

  Reply from blueskies

Fuck. That makes me feel SO MUCH better. Not. 

  Seriously, though, guys, I hope that’s the last of it and they catch that psycho Nazi soon. I can’t even imagine how it must feel for all of you over in D.C. right now.

  Reply from carrterrs

It’s slowly returning back to normal. As normal as you can expect while there are still people pulling what’s left of the helicarriers out of the Potomac (and the Triskelion). There’s a lot of wreckage but it’s nothing compared to New York, so there’s that at least. Small graces. 

  Reply from quodscripsi

this needs to stop. first new york, now this, and let’s not forget all that shit that happened in between in greenwich etc. i went to a conference in europe and when i came back, half of my apartment building was destroyed. i could get inside to get some of my stuff, but now i’m camping out on a couch at a friend’s place, because, essentially, i have nowhere to live and it’s gonna be a while before i get the insurance money.

  Reply from blueskies

Jesus. This is horrible, I’m so sorry. If you ever need anything, just ask, ok? I live in NY at the moment, but if there’s anything I can do…

  Reply from thegreendot

Jesus Christ, that’s horrifying. If you ever need a lawyer to help you with your insurance claim or anything else, just message me, all right? I know sometimes the insurance companies do everything they can to avoid paying insurance for any superhero-related damage and that’s bullshit, not to mention illegal. So if they give you any trouble, message me and I’ll rain fire and brimstone on their collective asses. 

  Reply from fisherkings

Oh my god, I’m so, so sorry to hear that. I know of an available apartment lease in my building if you wanted to rent something until you get back on your feet (from what I understand, you own the apartment?). It’s not very expensive for D.C. standards, it’s a nice building, and I’m sure you could arrange something with the owners when it comes to payment; I know them personally and they’re very reasonable people, so message me if you’re interested, okay?

  Reply from quodscripsi

you guys are the absolute best. i have no words. 

  ruth, i already sent you a private message via lj, and i’d be EXTREMELY interested. thank you so much, oh my god.

  Expand 32 comments





  .



  
    
      THE FANDOM ENQUIRER
    
  



  
    
      Oh Captain, My Captain! The Avengers Meet and Greet to Proceed Without Captain America
    
  



  By Audrey Masterson on May 10, 2014

  
    Bad news for all the Captain America fans who planned to get a moment with their favorite superhero during the Avengers Meet and Greet next Saturday (May 17, 2014). It has been confirmed that, following the D.C. attacks that shocked the nation a few weeks ago, Captain America cancelled his appearance at the official Avengers event in May. 
  

  
    It will be also the first event since the tradition started, hot on the heels of the Battle of New York, that Cap will not attend. The spokesperson for the Avengers PR team cited urgent obligations of a personal nature and refused any further comment on the matter. 
  

  
    The rest of the line-up remains unchanged: Iron Man/Tony Stark, Clint Barton/Hawkeye, Bruce Banner/Hulk and Thor will all be in attendance. Natasha Romanoff/Black Widow has already confirmed that she will not attend.
  

  
    37 comments





  .



  

rogersthat
  

  

  
    because this is way too amusing not to share: turns out captain america stole his own uniform from the smithsonian. under the link, there’s a short interview with the guard who was on duty when the uniform was stolen from the exhibit.

    the tl;dr version: the guard was sure he would lose his job, especially if it turned out he let some imposter nutjob steal the uniform to pretend he was captain america in the midst of all that chaos, but then cap came to explain and to apologize, and he made sure everything was okay and the guy wouldn’t get sacked. and he also got a photo out of this, and the opportunity to tell cap that his older brother fought in the 107th during the war and knew bucky barnes. cap apparently got a little choked up. can’t blame him.

    unfortunately, the original uniform has been ruined during the d.c. attacks, but they will make a replica.

  

  #in which jen is amused #steve rogers #captain america #stan the smithsonian guard
  



  .



  
    
      
        SUDDEN DISAPPEARANCE OF CAPTAIN AMERICA—SHOULD WE BE WORRIED?
      
    
  



  For more news, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle





  .



  

thelambofcolumbia
  

  

  
    so you know how i live in buttfuck, nowhere, how my family owns a diner and nothing ever happens here? well, my friends, that is no longer the case.

    so get this, i’m at the diner today, it’s the middle of my shift, the ac is broken and the temperature slowly approaches SATAN’S ASSCRACK, bc summer doesn’t fuck around in these parts, so i’m mostly sweating and generally dying, when this guy comes in, and i shit you not, he looks like a fucking greek statue. and not gonna lie, my jaw might have dropped a little, because he was wearing just some jeans and a white tank top about two sizes too small, which, bless you, you beautiful soul, i really needed that today. but anyway, he sits down and looks around the place suspiciously, so i get my ass over there and hand him the menu, ask him what he wants. he orders a burger with fries, and a slice of cherry pie, and then, just as i’m about to get back to the kitchen, he asks me if we had any new regulars lately. weird, right? so i ask him why, what business is it of his, and he tells me he’s looking for someone and he heard that someone might’ve started coming here lately, and if i could just tell him, please. and i’m like, pal, i have no idea what your deal is, but i ain’t telling you squat, because what are you, the police? and he’s like, well, no, and please, don’t tell anyone, but i’m an avenger, does that count?

    so i’m like, lol, sure you are, peaches, but i knew he looked sorta familiar from the moment he walked in, so i take a closer look (i wasn’t really looking at the face, okay, SHUT UP) and, well, FUCK ME SIDEWAYS, IT’S CAPTAIN FUCKING AMERICA IN ALL HIS MUSCLED GLORY. 

    so i’m like, welp, okay. ITS CAPTAIN AMERICA, OKAY. the guy who was single-handedly responsible for my sexual awakening in the tenth grade /tmi 

    and there was this guy who was coming to the diner for a while, some vet, looked like, not very talkative and pretty fucked up from the look of it (i know about that, okay, my brother did three tours in afghanistan), but he hasn’t been in for more than a week so i thought he might’ve already left town. so i told him that, and he asked me sth about a hand, but i had no idea bc the guy was always wearing long sleeves and gloves even when it was, like, 100 degrees outside, so i told him that, too, and it made him really happy for some reason, idk. anyway, i asked him for a pic and he said yes, and he was just the sweetest guy ever, and i hope he finds that guy he was looking for, but. GUYS. CAPTAIN. FUCKING. AMERICA. IN. MY. DINER. I CAN’T FUCKING BELIEVE THIS.

  

  #S C R E A M I N G #OH MY GOD #captain america #steve rogers #WELL FUCK ME
  



  .



  

Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

Captain America has been subpoenaed by the Senate Committee to account for the D.C. attacks bit.ly/1dNVPAW #CapHearing

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson What are they even looking for at this point? The investigation has been already concluded. 

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@mayareid My guess? It’s about the shooter. Cap fought him on the helicarrier, and they’re getting desperate, still have no idea who he is.

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson You’re probably right, but if he had any information, he would’ve come forward a long time ago.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@mayareid @thelynnanderson Maybe they’re trying to prove, well, something, I don’t know. It’s been really weird after the attacks.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@mayareid @thelynnanderson But I think they’re very uncomfortable with the amount of influence Cap/the Avengers have over the public.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@mayareid @thelynnanderson It’s like they’re cultivating this really weird atmosphere of completely unfounded paranoia.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@mayareid @thelynnanderson And it’s working, at least on Capitol Hill. Some of the press is getting affected, too.

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@m_mbatha @mayareid True. And Cap has been very quiet for months now, that doesn’t help either.

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@m_mbatha @mayareid Even if it’s because he’s been dealing with some personal matters and the move to NY.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@thelynnanderson @mayareid True. We’ll see, I guess.



  .



  vee (thegreendot) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      CAP WILL BE COMING BACK TO D.C. FOR THE COMMITTEE HEARING
    
  

  It’s been confirmed that Cap will be coming back to D.C. next week to attend the hearing in front of the Senate Committee and answer questions regarding the D.C. attacks.

  Frankly, I’m sort of surprised that it’s taken them this long to subpoena him, it’s been MONTHS since the attacks. But whatever. The hearing will be public, and C-SPAN will be showing it live, mostly because they know what’s good for their ratings, I suppose. Ruth already promised she’d stream it for the people who can’t watch it on tv or on the C-SPAN website for some reason, so we can have a watch post. 

  
    [source]
  

  
    tags: event: dc attacks, events: dc hearing, person: steve rogers

_____________________________________





  247 comments



  Reply from always_angry

This has the potential to be a total clusterfuck. Depending on the attitude of the committee members, I guess, but given their track record, well… Cap is not Stark or Widow, but if they think he’s some wilting flower who can be intimidated into taking part in this dog and pony show without any resistance, well, they’re in for a huge surprise. It’s like they don’t watch the news at all. Or don’t read history books. Cap is not big on rules and regulations if they interfere with what he thinks is the right thing to do, they should know that by now. So yeah. I’m fully prepared they’re gonna get their asses handed to them on a silver platter. Shield. Whatever.

  Reply from fisherkings

You’re right, but I also saw some tweets some time ago that said it looked like they were setting him up to fail, and I agree there’s something strange going on. Obviously, they’re going to ask about the shooter, since Cap was the only one who fought him up-close, but at the same time it’s like they’re waiting for him to trip up somewhere so that they have solid proof that, I don’t know, people like Cap are dangerous? That Cap is dangerous and not to be trusted? That they should be put in jail? They tried that during the Widow hearing and look how it turned out, but I don’t think they’re above trying again, aiming where it really hurts. We all know the D.C. attacks have really affected Cap and there’s been something going on behind the scenes that the public don’t know about, and they’re not above using this knowledge, I’m just wondering how much do they really know. And I guess it’s all going to depend on what Cap can tell them that they still don’t know and how much of that do they really want to hear.

  Reply from carrterrs

Frankly, I just want this whole thing to be over. It’s exhausting for everyone.

  Expand 17 comments





  .



  

Unofficial Avengers Daily @unofficialavengers

#CaptainAmerica arrives with #BlackWidow in D.C. for the committee hearing. Check it out on our #Instagram: bit.ly/1ooZM2o





  .



  

Connie @fighttheland

DROP WHATEVER THE FUCK YOU’RE DOING AND TURN ON C-SPAN RIGHT FUCKING NOW. stream here, for those who need it: bit.ly/1x0mrmv #CapHearing



  .



  what ails you (fisherkings) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      D.C. HEARING WATCH POST
    
  

  As promised, here is the link to the stream. If there are any problems, please, let me know, and I’ll fix them immediately. 

  As always with watch posts in this community, anon comments are turned off, it’s strictly logged in users only.

  
    tags: event: dc attacks, events: dc hearing, person: steve rogers

_____________________________________
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  Reply from always_angry

Here goes nothing.

  Reply from fisherkings

Is everything okay with the stream? It should start in about five minutes, so if something’s not working, I still have time to fix it. 

  Reply from lizzie_dewitt

everything okay on my end.

  Reply from theargonian

yup, everything’s fine.

  Expand 17 comments




Reply from blueskies

Well, he looks like he absolutely doesn’t want to be there.Reply from always_angry

Do you blame him, though?

Reply from blueskies

Nope. 

Reply from thegreendot

I can’t believe they just asked him that right off the bat, holy fuck. 




  Reply from fisherkings

If someone had any doubts as to whether this was something else rather than a complete and utter farce, I guess they got their answer. You can tell they’d love nothing more than to put all the Avengers under lock and key, or at least those who used to work for S.H.I.E.L.D., because I strongly doubt Tony Stark or Thor, or, well Hulk would take kindly to this suggestion.






  Reply from watchtheskies

omg, this is fucking ridiculous. 

  Reply from capsicle84

lol, the looks on their faces are fucking precious. what did they expect, that cap’d just roll over like the good puppy he is and let them walk all over him? lol

  Reply from carrterrs

So I’m at work and I can’t watch the stream, what’s happening?

  Reply from fighttheland

they’re asking him dumb questions and he looks pissed, but, like, in a polite way. for now. they asked him if he’s sure he followed the proper protocol and containment procedures as delineated by SHIELD. for real. SHIELD. which, y’know, WAS INFILTRATED BY HYDRA AT THE TIME. what a bunch of fucking morons, oh my god.

  Reply from farrah_s

Jesus, my piece of shit internet keeps freezing the stream, it’s driving me nuts, THIS IS THE WORST TIME TO BE DOING THIS, YOU PIECE OF CRAP.

  Expand 22 comments

  Reply from always_angry

Oho, here we go.

  Reply from blueskies

Well, that took them, like, no time at all. 

  Reply from fighttheland

for those who can’t watch the stream: they’re asking him about the shooter.



  Reply from fighttheland

WHAT. WHAT. WHAT THE FUCK.

  Reply from watchtheskies

jesus christ what the actual fuck

  Reply from fisherkings

Oh my god, is he saying what I think he’s saying?

  Reply from captainbromance

WHAT

  Reply from jokersmom

WHAT THE FCK

  Reply from carrterrs

What? What’s going on?

  Reply from farrah_s

Guys, the stream froze again, what’s happening?

  Reply from thegreendot

Holy fuck. Holy fuck. This isn’t happening, is it. Holy fuck.

  Reply from carrterrs

WHAT. WHAT’S GOING ON.

  Reply from fisherkings

He’s saying the D.C. shooter is someone called the Winter Soldier. He’s also saying the Winter Soldier is Sergeant James Buchanan Barnes. Jesus Christ.

  Expand 77 comments

  Reply from captainbromance

has he lost it?

  Reply from lyanna-stark

But it’s impossible. Barnes is dead, he died back in 1945. Cap literally saw him die. What the hell is going on there.

  Reply from raypersonjr

IS THIS A JOKE? WHAT THE FUCK?

  Reply from carrterrs

Does he have an explanation for this? Are they not asking him about this?

  Reply from thegreendot

It’s so quiet you could hear a pin drop. Just. Stunned silence. This is unreal. 

  Expand 263 comments





  Reply from fisherkings

Oh my god. Megan, to answer your question—yes, he does have an explanation. I kind of wish he didn’t, though. It’s— I have no words to describe this. Jesus Christ.

  Reply from fisherkings

Oh my god. Oh my god, this is horrifying. 

  Reply from thegreendot

I feel sick. 

  Reply from watchtheskies

i’m crying, oh god. i can’t even listen to this, i think i need to go away for a moment.

  Reply from carrterrs

Can you tell me what he’s saying?

  Reply from quodscripsi

this just keeps getting worse with every sentence. how is this getting worse. HOW.

  Reply from always_angry

I’m just sort of watching this in stunned silence, so the short version is: apparently Barnes, after he fell from the train, was found by H.Y.D.R.A. operatives, pumped full of the knock-off Erskine serum, brainwashed and made into an assassin. They also amputated his arm and gave him a metal one. He’s been with H.Y.D.R.A. ever since, and they forced him to kill for them, mostly high-profile targets. He was, essentially, their weapon. 

  He was like a fucking THING to them. This makes me so fucking furious, you have no idea.

  Expand 241 comments





  Reply from thegreendot

He’s been a POW for the last 70 years. Jesus Christ. This means he’s been essentially tortured for close to a century. I feel physically sick. Christ. 

  Reply from carrterrs

How has he not aged, though? Because in those photos he didn’t look old at all.

  Reply from always_angry

Wait a sec, they just asked him about this.

  Reply from fisherkings

Oh god. Apparently they kept him frozen between the missions. In cryogenic suspension. Can you imagine how horrifyingly imperfect that sort of technology must have been back in the 40s./50s.? Can you imagine the amount of physical and mental damage that would come with this? 

  I’m literally speechless. There are no words to convey the amount of horror and disgust I’m feeling right now.

  Reply from barnes-and-rogers

wait so he was frozen like cap?

  Reply from jmason

no, bc cap was frozen that entire time, and bucky was frozen and unfrozen over and over again, and do you have any idea how much that must damage soft tissues, and brain in particular? it’s a miracle he’s still alive and functional.

  Expand 18 comments





  Reply from lyanna-stark

The serum must’ve helped, too. I think it’s been mentioned in Cap’s files that the serum was supposed to significantly slow down the aging process, on top of everything else.

  Reply from carrterrs

I found a site that’s doing live coverage and now I’m reading back the whole thing.

  Reply from fisherkings

And they wiped his memories after each mission, because they were worried their brainwashing wouldn’t stick. Because he was fighting it that entire time. God. 

  Reply from carrterrs

Jesus. I’m crying at work. I don’t even give a fuck anymore.

  Reply from fighttheland

fuck, how is he keeping it together? how is he not crying? HOW? this is horrific. 

  Reply from lachance

i can’t even imagine how painful this must be for him. he looks like hell.

  Reply from towardsthesun

roommate came in a moment ago and asked me why i was shaking. i didn’t even know i was doing that. i think i need to step away for a moment.

  Reply from starksandstripes

CAN WE TAKE A MOMENT TO THINK ABOUT THE FACT THAT CAP GOT BEATEN WITHIN AN INCH OF HIS LIFE BY HIS BRAINWASHED BEST FRIEND? AND THAT THAT’S POSSIBLY WHY? BECAUSE HE DIDN’T WANT TO KILL BUCKY AND THAT’S WHY HE DIDN’T TRY TO DEFEND HIMSELF?

  because i’m thinking about this right now and i feel like crying.

  Reply from lizzie_dewitt

holy fuck. 

  Reply from fisherkings

Oh my god. I didn’t even want to think about that, but you’re right. This just keeps getting worse, and I didn’t think it was even possible at this point. 

  Expand 76 comments





  Reply from fighttheland

WHOA. HOLY FUCK.

  Reply from raypersonjr

HE DID WHAT

  Reply from blueskies

Jesus, that’s just fucking tragic. I didn’t know this could get any more tragic.

  Reply from farrah_s

THE FUCKING STREAM FROZE AGAIN. What happened?

  Reply from quodscripsi

cap says it was bucky who pulled him out of the potomac when he went down with the third helicarrier, so he basically saved his life. while still essentially brainwashed. 

  Reply from farrah_s

HOLY FUCK.

  Reply from fisherkings

Can you even imagine what it takes to break through 70 years worth of brainwashing and regular memory wipes to do something like this?

  Reply from carrterrs

I can’t decide if that’s amazing or heartbreaking. Possibly both.

  Reply from lyanna-stark

Dear god. This is so sad. 

  Christ. 

  Can you imagine? Going through something like this?

  Expand 55 comments





  Reply from fighttheland

OH FUCK.

  Reply from blueskies

WHOA.

  Reply from starksandstripes

are you fucking shitting me?

  Reply from carrterrs

Did he just? Oh my god.

  Reply from farrah_s

what? what happened? my internet keeps disconnecting me now, so i’m writing from my phone, fuck my life.

  Reply from fisherkings

They asked if Cap knew anything about Barnes’ whereabouts, and he said he’s been with him for the last three months, recovering under his protection. 

  Reply from thegreendot

Yeah, and the “under my protection” part sounded a lot like “if you want him, you’re gonna have to go through me, and I wish you luck with that.”

  Reply from always_angry

At least we know he’s safe. God knows he needs that right now. This entire thing is too horrific for me to comprehend. How do you come back from something like this?

  Reply from carrterrs

It just hurts to look at him right now, though. Cap, I mean. He looks so exhausted, so done with everything. I know we all hope Barnes is getting all the help he needs, but I hope Cap remembers to take care of himself, too. 

  Reply from lyanna-stark

Doubtful. I hope he has someone to remind him, though.

  Reply from lizzie_dewitt

so do we think that’s why he moved back to ny?
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  Reply from lizzie_dewitt

wow, they’re so pissed, oh my god.

  Reply from blueskies

Whoa, did Cap just GET UP AND LEAVE?

  Reply from jokersmom

MIC DROP 

  CAPTAIN OUT, BITCHES

  Reply from fisherkings

Good for him, he said what he came here to say, and there’s literally nowhere to go from here. And I can’t imagine he appreciates the not very subtle innuendos they kept dropping.

  It’s already all over the news and all over the internet, too. Well, what’s left of it at the moment, because Twitter keeps dying on me, tumblr is mostly dead, facebook keeps crashing, reddit is a mess (more so than usual), it’s a miracle lj is still standing. 

  Reply from thegreendot

Holy fuck, I can’t believe all of that actually happened. Holy fuck.



  .



  
    
      
        BREAKING NEWS: BUCKY BARNES ALIVE. BUT IS HE REALLY?
      
    
  



  For more news, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle





  .



  
    
      
        BUCKY BARNES ALIVE: SHOCKING REVELATIONS AT THE D.C. HEARING
      
    
  



  Read more over at D.C. News Online.



  .



  
    
      
        SHOULD “WINTER SOLDIER” STAND TRIAL FOR HIGH TREASON?
      
    
  



  For more information, visit The Daily Courier.



  .



  

Maya Reid @mayareid

That is preposterous: bit.ly/UqQ9o0 #JamesBarnesIsAVictim

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@mayareid Is this for real? I thought that was only the Daily Courier, which is about two steps up from the Bugle level of incompetence.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@mayareid @thelynnanderson It’s disgusting. The man should be getting more medals than he can pin to his uniform, not treason charges.

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@m_mbatha @mayareid Can you imagine the uproar over this? They’re not going to do this, there’s no way they’d get away with it.

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@m_mbatha @mayareid And the people who are calling for his head aren’t known for their political savvy, to put it mildly.

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson @m_mbatha It’s political suicide, but the very fact that those voices were given any sort of consideration is abhorrent.

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson @m_mbatha He’s a decorated war hero and he’s been a POW for the last 70 years. And tortured for just as long.

  Maya Reid @mayareid

@thelynnanderson @m_mbatha That’s what people should focus on. Not something he literally had no control over.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@mayareid @thelynnanderson Jesus Christ. You’d think people would get that. But no. #JamesBarnesIsAVictim



  .



  what ails you (fisherkings) wrote in spot_your_cap

  
    
      REGARDING BUCKY BARNES: RULE REFRESHER
    
  

  I think it goes without saying in this comm, but even so, just in case:

  Please, please, be respectful. I get that you probably have about a million questions that you’d like to ask both of them (I think we all do), but please, please, show them the respect they both deserve. 

  Please, remember that this is a man who has suffered enormous trauma and who was a POW for the last 70 years, that he was brainwashed and tortured, and that now he’s recovering, which is a long, difficult process. 

  So if you see him—either alone or with Cap—somewhere in the street/Starbucks/whatever, please, do not approach him. I cannot stress this enough. Please, be respectful and don’t invade his personal space. We know Cap is okay with the attention and people approaching him when he’s out in the public, and he’s always been incredibly gracious about this, but do not assume that Bucky Barnes is okay with the attention, too, even when they’re out together. 

  Please, don’t snap pictures from across the street, don’t pester them for autographs, and, for the love of god, do not ask them about the Lynn Anderson book/their relationship/if they’re fucking/if they were fucking before and/or during the war. Please, respect their privacy. This is none of our business. They don’t have to confirm or deny anything. They don’t owe you shit. 

  He’s been through enough. He’ll be getting enough of that shit from the paps. Don’t make this more difficult on him. And, whatever you do, don’t be an asshole. 

  So, to sum up: any and all entries containing paparazzi-style photos or anything that might indicate those rules have been violated will be deleted and the OP will be banned from the community.

  This has been a PSA from your friendly neighborhood mod. Carry on.

  
    tags: !mod post, bucky barnes, steve rogers

_____________________________________
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  Reply from thegreendot

I swear to god, if I find out ANYTHING like that has happened, I will burn this fucking fandom to the ground. 

  Reply from fisherkings

This corner of the fandom is relatively sane and sensible, so I don’t think we have anything to worry about here, but in the broader context—yeah. And I’ll strike the first match. I don’t think people understand how protective I am when it comes to this man. 

  Reply from fighttheland

ditto.

  Expand 13 comments
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corvoattanos reblogged unbowed-unbent-unbroken

  

  
    I know it’s probably tacky to say it at a time like this, but you KNOW someone is getting an Oscar for that biopic.

  

  #bucky barnes #seems legit
  



  .



  

atreidess
  

  

  
    peeps, the howlers pilot leaked. FOUR MONTHS EARLY. here’s the link: bit.ly/1nxXhu6. 

    NOW DO YOURSELF A FAVOR AND GO DOWNLOAD IT RIGHT NOW.

    it’s SO GOOD. SO. DAMN. GOOD. it’s everything i’ve ever wanted and more. all actors are amazing and i might be a little bit in love with morita, ngl. and i really love that they have next to no music in the pilot—i think the guy who directed this did sth similar in generation kill? and it works like whoa. and did i mention francois arnaud as bucky barnes? because whoever cast him is a motherfucking GENIUS. this boy was born to play bucky barnes, HE’S SO FUCKING GOOD, SO FUCKING GOOD, YOU HAVE NO IDEA, OH MY GOD. and he has absolutely amazing chemistry with ryan mcpartlin, that shit is through the roof, i kid you not. i can hear the slash fandom slowly waking from their slumber and rearing their collective head.

    but can we talk about how awesome gabe jones is, too? because HE’S SO AWESOME. AND HIS FRIENDSHIP WITH FALSWORTH IS EVERYTHING TO ME RIGHT NOW. AND DID I MENTION MORITA? AND DUM DUM? AND DERNIER? AND PEGGY? PEGGY IS TOO GOOD FOR THIS WORLD, OKAY.

    I LOVE EVERYONE IN THIS BAR.

  

  #tv: the howlers #ch: peggy carter #ch: steve rogers #ch: bucky barnes #ch: james falsworth #ch: gabe jones #ch: jim morita #ch: dum dum dugan #ch: jacques dernier
  



  .



  

nannieslagg
  

  

  
    omg, i saw cap with bucky earlier today when i did my morning coffee run. i didn’t get a pic or anything bc that would be creepy and invasive but they were waiting in line in front of me and then had to wait for their sandwiches or sth, so i could get a good look.

    it’s good to know he’s getting better.

  

  #steve rogers #bucky barnes
  


 


  nannieslagg





  

lehannes said:

Did Bucky look okay? It’s actually amazing no photos of him have been leaked to the gossip rags yet.





  yeah, he looked fine. sorta closed-off and on edge but fine.

  and i heard pepper potts might have implied a thing or two right after it turned out bucky was alive, and even the paps are scared shitless of that woman. AS THEY VERY WELL SHOULD BE.


#ask #lehannes
  .



  
    
      THE FANDOM ENQUIRER
    
  



  
    
      How to Meet Your Captain, or: Why We Love Pepper Potts So Frakking Much
    
  



   By Zoe Baker on April 9, 2015

  
    There always comes a time when we think how amazing it would be to meet and hang out with a person we’ve admired for years but who has always been completely out of our reach. There is, of course, Comic Con and other fandom events, but what if you wanted to just sit down and talk for a while instead of being told to get a move on because there’s a line behind you longer than the Mississippi? Well, for one lucky person, that dream is about to come true. 
  

  
    Thanks to Pepper Potts and the upcoming fundraiser-slash-charity auction for her Potts Foundation (backed and co-founded by none other than Tony Stark), one lucky person will win a brunch with Captain America. One on one. At the Avengers Tower. And it wouldn’t be anything out of the ordinary and nothing to write home about—after all, such fundraisers/auctions have a long-standing tradition—if it weren’t for the fact that all those bigwigs attending the gala will not be bidding for themselves. Not this time. 
  

  
    Since all proceeds from the fundraiser are going to organizations which help army veterans get back on their feet, one of such veterans listed by the Potts Foundation (which has provided numerous vets with free access to the best medical and psychiatric care available as well as state-of-the-art prostheses for those who need them) will be chosen at random to attend the private event at the Avengers Tower at a later date. 
  

  
    Other auctioned “items” include a self-defense lesson with Natasha Romanoff, archery practice with Clint Barton and Kate Bishop, and a day in a lab with Tony Stark, and they will all be donated by the happy winners to the beneficiaries of the Youth Program at the Potts Foundation.
  

  
    In short: if that is not awesome, I don’t know what is.
  

  
    127 comments
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  Lana Rodriguez (lana_rodriguez) wrote in spot_your_cap

  
    
      MEETING CAPTAIN AMERICA
    
  

  I know you guys don’t know me, because I’m completely new to LiveJournal and I made an account just because of this, but I was told about this community and thought that you might be interested in my experience. You can read about it on my blog.

  (Sorry, I don’t really know how to tag this, I hope this is okay.)

  
    tags: bucky barnes, steve rogers

_____________________________________
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  Reply from thegreendot

Thank you! Oh my god, that’s amazing, thank you so much for sharing.

  Reply from fisherkings

I was wondering if this would end up here. I already read your blog entry, but thank you for coming here to share your experience!

  Expand 22 comments
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      STATESIDE SHACK
    
  

  Lana Rodriguez wrote in Stateside Shack on May 15, 2015



  
    MEETING STEVE ROGERS
  



  

If you follow this blog, you know I’ve been one of the beneficiaries of the Potts Foundation since I came home, having done two tours in Afghanistan and one in Iraq, after I lost a leg in an IED explosion. If you’ve come here because you’re curious about Captain America, well, now you know that too.
  

  
    The other thing that you might not know, especially if you’re new to this blog, is that the Potts Foundation has also provided me with an advanced prosthesis manufactured by Stark Industries which made my life so much easier and allowed me to return to normal functioning. They paid for my physical therapy and for the shrink that came with it. It’s thanks to the people who run the foundation that I could settle into my civilian life with relative peace of mind and no crippling (ha) debt.  
  

  
    So you can imagine my surprise when I found out that was not the end of it. I’ll spare you the boring details of the logistics of the entire thing, needless to say, after some nice rich people bid on it during the Potts Foundation fundraiser, I was invited to a brunch with Cpt. Steve Rogers, whom some of you might know also as Captain America. See, the thing about something like that is that you don’t really believe it, because it’s such a surreal thing—the man you read about in your history books wants to have brunch with you. Brunch. They didn’t even have brunches back in his day. 
  

  
    (But you know me, I can live on MREs when need be, but once I’m back stateside, I turn into a hobbit, breakfast, second breakfast, elevensies, all that jazz, so I was far from complaining. But okay, I’m digressing.)
  

  
    First of all, I thought it would be somewhere in the Tower that is accessible to the general public, God knows there are enough different restaurants on the ground level that feed all those people who work in the Tower, but I was led to a private-access elevator and taken to the apartments on the top floors of the Tower. Which, wow. The view is amazing. And the living space is amazing, too. I was given the tour of the Captain America floor (the access to the rest of them was restricted, understandably) and it was so, so gorgeous. My sister—she’s an interior designer—would probably have an orgasm just looking at it.
  

  
    The conversation I had with Steve Rogers was private and it will remain private, for various reasons, but I can tell you this: what you read about him in history books and on the internet doesn’t do him justice. I was prepared for someone who would be politely interested, obviously, but, you know, it’s not like we’ve been best buddies for years or anything. But Steve Rogers is genuinely one of the kindest, most amazing people I’ve ever had the pleasure to meet. He’s also really snarky when he wants to be. I never really wanted to go to Comic Con and meet favorite actors or anything, I always preferred to admire from afar, so I didn’t really know how this would go, but talking to him was an amazing experience, because he might come from another time, but he’s seen war, he lost people, lost friends, and he gets it, he gets it so much. And that’s everything I could’ve asked for. There might have been some tears, okay, I’m not going to lie.
  

  
    Also, this last part, I want to clarify, is here only because I asked permission to include it and got it. A lot of you are probably dying to ask this question, for obvious reasons, so I’m going to go ahead and say: yes, Sgt. Barnes was there. He didn’t eat with us, but he was there and I did get the opportunity to speak with him for a moment. Once again, the details of this conversation will remain private, but I can tell you that he’s doing much, much better now. Maybe he didn’t say that, not outright, but it was clear to see. He was obviously a little wary of me, especially in the beginning, but it’s clear he’s otherwise very comfortable around Cpt. Rogers. And it was nice to see that you can come back from something like this, maybe not whole, but at least not completely shattered, you know. Reassuring. I know how hard it was for me to adjust after I came back, so I can’t even begin to imagine how hard that must’ve been for him, after all he’s been through. 
  

  
    So that’s it, I guess. It was great, one of the best experiences I’ve ever had. (I got so nervous and rambly at some point, though, that I almost invited them both to my wedding. My girlfriend would freak out so much.)
  

  
    _____________________________________
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Unofficial Avengers Daily @unofficialavengers

What’s Eating #CaptainAmerica? Check it out on our #Instagram: bit.ly/1k00hjt





  .



  

Connie @fighttheland

holy fuck, did that just happen? did i just witness captain america come out on national television?

  what ails you @fisherkings

@fighttheland WHAT.

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings turn on CNN. dude, this is unreal. there’s just stunned silence in the studio. holy fuck.

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @fighttheland OH MY GOD.  

  what ails you @fisherkings

@fighttheland I’m on my phone, what happened? 

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings they invited him to comment on the new vet policy that’s being discussed in the congress and the VA clusterfuck.

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings and bc today is the anniversary of the marriage equality act being passed they asked him about his thoughts on the matter.

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings i honestly don’t think they expected him to say it’s nice that he—they—could get married now if they wanted. 

  Connie @fighttheland

@fisherkings they meaning him and bucky barnes. you could see the blood drain from the anchors’ faces. 

  Vee @thegreendot

@fisherkings @fighttheland Their expressions were amazing. Holy shit. They were literally rendered speechless.

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

Have you seen this? Is this for real? @fisherkings @fighttheland @thegreendot

  Vee @thegreendot

@carrterrs It’s 100% for real. I know. I’m literally pinching myself. 

  feelin’ blue @blueskies

HOLY FUCK. HOLY FUCK.

  always angry @pixelofgreen

@blueskies DUDE. I KNOW.

  Vee @thegreendot

@blueskies Yup.

  what ails you @fisherkings

@pixelofgreen I’m missing all of this, I can’t believe my shitty luck. 

  always angry @pixelofgreen

@fisherkings this will be all over youtube in no time. it’s already trending worldwide. and some people are already frothing at the mouth.

  stressed and repressed @carrterrs

@pixelofgreen I expected nothing else. The homophobes are coming out of the woodwork.  

  Connie @fighttheland

@carrterrs @pixelofgreen of course. of fucking course. jfc.

  what ails you @fisherkings

@pixelofgreen I’m hardly surprised. Also, now that we know this? The whole D.C. showdown? 10 000x more tragic.

  feelin’ blue @blueskies

@fisherkings you had to, didn’t you. you just had to make it worse. fuck everything, i’m gonna go hug my asshole cat.

  what ails you @fisherkings

@blueskies Misery loves company, etc. But really, I’m SO HAPPY for them. So happy. Fuck the haters.



  .



  
    
      
        CAPTAIN AMERICA IS OUT… OF HIS MIND?
      
    
  



  For more news, go to The Daily Bugle Online or follow @thedailybugle
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        COMING-OUT OF THE YEAR: CAPTAIN AMERICA SHOCKS THE NATION
      
    
  



  Read more over at D.C. News Online.
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        AMERICA SPEAKS OUT: SHOULD CAPTAIN AMERICA BE STRIPPED OF HIS RANK AND TITLE?
      
    
  



  For more information, visit The Daily Courier.



  .



  vee (thegreendot) wrote in cap_news

  
    
      CAPTAIN AMERICA COMES OUT ON NATIONAL TELEVISION
    
  

  As you probably already know, Steve Rogers came out earlier today on national television and confirmed he’s in a relationship with Sgt. James Barnes.

  As you probably ALSO know, a bunch of radical conservatives demand that he be stripped of his rank and his title of Captain America. 

  Presented with no comment.

  
    [source 1] [source 2]
  

  
    tags: person: bucky barnes, person: steve rogers
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  Reply from fighttheland

PAGING LJ USER howlingcommando15 BECAUSE HE HAS SOME SHIT TO EAT. oh my god, this is precious. oh my god, i’m dying.

  Reply from thegreendot

FIFTY-SEVEN ACADEMICS JUST PUNCHED THE AIR.

  Reply from fisherkings

I see what you did there and I approve. 

  Expand 52 comments

  Reply from carrterrs

It must be good to be Lynn Anderson right now. I bet Miller and Everett are having a collective aneurysm as we speak. 

  Reply from raypersonjr

LOL 

  yes, probably.

  Reply from lyanna-stark

Holy shit. I didn’t expect to see that when I woke up this morning. 

  Reply from hoipolloi

UGH. Really? Was that really necessary?

  Reply from farrah_s

Congrats. They deserve to be happy, after all they’ve been through. 

  Expand 37 comments

  Reply from howlingcommando15

That is disgraceful and I’m deeply disappointed in a man I thought was worthy of being a role model to young people of all generations in America. He knew that the lifestyle he chose for himself was immoral and illegal, and he purposely LIED to the American public for years, deceived us and made us think he was someone different than he was in reality. How can he represent the people of America when he stands for something that most of the society (minus the “feminists” and the “SJWs”) disagrees with? How are we supposed to trust him now? 

  The people who want to strip him of his rank and title are just anticipating something that’s inevitable in any case, because the people of America won’t want Captain America to be a homosexual. I know you probably don’t want to hear it, because almost everyone here has been indoctrinated and brainwashed and you all just start screaming as soon as someone says they don’t agree with all that political correctness crap, but that’s just the way it is. We don’t want Captain America, the hero who’s supposed to represent the majority of Americans, to be someone we can’t identify with at all because of the lifestyle he chooses. So you can scream all you want, but I’m telling you right now that Captain America cannot be a homosexual, because that’s not who people in America are.

  Reply from fisherkings

I don’t even know where to start with this comment, so I’m just going to back away slowly. 

  Reply from thegreendot

Wow. Just. Wow. No words.

  Reply from carrterrs

Oh my god, are you still here? 

  Reply from always_angry

Don’t worry, howlingcommando15, reddit and 4chan will welcome you with open arms.

  Expand 548 comments
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Maya Reid @mayareid

Congratulations to #CaptainAmerica and #BuckyBarnes. And also to @thelynnanderson for being right.

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@mayareid Hah, thank you. I never thought I’d live to see the confirmation of my theories. Certainly not in such a spectacular manner.

  Michelle Mbatha @m_mbatha

@thelynnanderson I guess certain someones owe you an apology. You should sue for, you know, LIBELOUS ACCUSATIONS.

  Lynn E. Anderson @thelynnanderson

@m_mbatha I’m perfectly content with the cosmic ironic laughter of history ringing in their ears. I’m generous like this.



  .



  

Steve Rogers @steverogers

Thank you. It only took us a century. #SteveRogers #BuckyBarnes



  



4. epilogue


    
    



  
    
      [six months later]
    
  



  
    
      Bucky Barnes to Join the Avengers Line-Up for the First Time at the 2015 Stark Expo
    
  



  Read more over at The Fandom Enquirer.
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the wicked witch @morganlefayy

look at them. look. at. them. bit.ly/1rFwT2Y bit.ly/Uz0I8g bit.ly/1jZWmmR #instagram



  .



  

ohcaptainmycaptain
  

  

  
    I’M STILL SHAKING AND CRYING OH MY GOD IT WAS SO AMAZING.

    i got to see both of them and i could barely get a word out, i was so overwhelmed but they were so sweet and oh my god i’m still a total mess over this but THIS WAS THE BEST EXPERIENCE OF MY ENTIRE LIFE. AND BUCKY LOVED THE CUSTOM BUCKY BEAR I MADE FOR HIM OH MY GOD

  

  #S C R E A M I N G #OH MY FUCKING GOD I CANT BELIEVE THAT HAPPENED
  



  .



  

Steve Rogers @steverogers

After the Stark Expo: bit.ly/1xdpFTz #Instagram #BuckyBarnes



  
Author’s Note:so this is what i’m doing with my degree in english literature. well done, self. 

also, if you want, come say hi on tumblr
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Summary: 
              Sometimes it’s the most difficult thing, coming home. They both learn that, in their own ways. (In the end, Bucky comes back to Steve. In the end, it is all that matters.)

            







1. Chapter 1

Author’s Note:
      first of all, i would like to thank everyone who read, commented on, bookmarked, left kudos on, recced or messaged me about tin soldiers. i am absolutely amazed by the response this story has received so far. your feedback has continued to be absolutely amazing, and i basically love everyone in this bar. 

  this is the companion piece that i promised i would write, the one that tells the story from steve’s (and bucky’s) perspective. to those who liked the form of tin soldiers in particular—i’m sorry, guys. this is a more traditional take on the narrative structure, but i hope you enjoy it nonetheless. 

  this story can be read on its own, but i would still recommend reading tin soldiers first, as it provides a lot of background information that will come in handy in the later chapters.

    


    
    



  (In the end, it happens like this.)



  .



  It’s the end of summer when Bucky comes home—one of the last warm days before the sweltering New York summer turns into fall—and there is something in Steve that punches right through his chest at the sight of him, leaning against the wall, haggard and unmoving. The stillness looks eerie, unnatural, like he’s waiting for Steve to pass judgment, and he can almost feel his mouth taste like ash at the thought. 

  “Buck?” he says, keeps his distance, and it kills him slowly with every shaky breath he takes. He wants—needs—to come closer, and he knows he can’t. Not now. 

  He can almost feel the three bullet wounds in his gut, long healed now, and it’s nothing more than phantom pain, a memory.

  “You weren’t home,” Bucky says, his voice hoarse and quiet, like that’s explanation enough. 

  Like Steve didn’t spend the first four months after D.C. trying to find him before finally understanding that he had to let Bucky come to him on his own terms, that it was the only way or else he wouldn’t be that much different from them. 

  Like it’s the simplest thing in the world, coming home. 

  (Sometimes, he knows, it’s the most difficult thing you can do.)



  .



  There are a lot of things Steve doesn’t ask, things like do you remember, and are you staying, and are you okay. 

  He settles for are you hurt, and are you hungry, and do you want to take a shower.

  Bucky stays silent, but Steve sees the blood on his ruined shirt when he lifts his hand to touch the wound, and the gesture looks automatic, almost subconscious. Bucky’s fingers press down, but he doesn’t flinch.

  “Would you like me to take a look at this?” Steve asks. He knows the hospital is out of the question. He’s seen the medical equipment in the abandoned HYDRA outpost where they kept Bucky for some time between the missions, remembers the way just looking at it made him physically sick. 

  Bucky stares at nothing with unseeing eyes, the line of his shoulders painfully tense, his jaw tight with something that makes Steve’s skin crawl. Like Bucky is waiting for something—something inevitable. Something too horrific to put into words. 

  “It’ll heal,” he says eventually, like he finally remembers where he is. Who he’s with. Like he doesn’t really care if he bleeds, so long as he doesn’t bleed out. It does something to Steve, deep under his skin, in that ugly, ugly part of him that he usually tries to hide from the world, and he feels like he wants to hit something or maybe like he wants someone to hit him. 

  “Bucky.” It comes out more pleading than he intended, but he doesn’t care. They’ve done this hundreds of times—patching each other up in their old apartment in Brooklyn, in Steve’s or Bucky’s parents’ apartments before that. They used to trust each other with this, warm hands on their skin, the gentle touch, the whispered words, you idiot or you punk, the unspoken world of affection behind them, and they knew it was going to be okay. That they were going to be okay. “Please.”

  When Bucky starts to undress mechanically without a single word, Steve swallows slowly, painfully, his tongue thick in his mouth, and goes to retrieve the first aid kit from the bathroom. He gives himself a moment, splashes cold water on his face, tries to get his breathing under control. This is not about him, he knows. Bucky had always been there for him in the past, and Steve has already failed him once, twice, a thousand times over. He has an impossible debt to repay. 

  He closes his eyes for the briefest moment and when he opens them, he almost doesn’t recognize himself in the mirror. It’s like he’s looking at a ghost. Maybe he is—after all, there are a lot of ghosts around these days.

  The wound is a deep gash going from ribs to navel, bleeding in places where Bucky ripped off the fabric of his shirt. Steve knows from the file Natasha gave him, the one she didn’t upload the day SHIELD fell, that Bucky can now heal faster and endure more pain, but he also knows this must be excruciating. Abdomen injuries always are.

  “Please, tell me if I hurt you,” he says, kneeling in front of Bucky. 

  “Why?” Bucky asks, looking down at him like he’s searching for an explanation, and Steve feels like he’s going to be sick. 

  “Because it’s not supposed to. Because I will stop if it does.” 

  There’s something in Bucky’s face that makes Steve want to scream. That makes him wonder why Bucky doesn’t.

  
    Why isn’t he screaming?
  

  He needs stitches, but Steve has little experience with those and no anesthetics, and he knows that if he tried to stitch him up without any painkillers, Bucky wouldn’t even flinch. That’s the thing that scares him the most. 

  “I can go if you want,” Bucky says once Steve finishes closing the gash with surgical glue. It’s a crude solution, but it’s the best he can do under the circumstances. If Bucky’s body heals the way Steve’s does, this won’t even leave a scar. “You don’t have to— I’m not him.”

  Steve swallows, closes his eyes. “I don’t care. So maybe you are, and maybe you aren’t, this doesn’t change anything, Buck, do you understand? You’re still my friend. I still—”

  I still love you, he almost says.

  “You’re still my friend.”

  Steve brings him a change of clothes—a soft, grey henley that smells like laundry detergent and fabric softener, and a comfortable pair of pants, because he remembers what Sam told him the last time they talked about what might happen after— if— 

  (Soft fabrics. Comfortable clothes. Nice smells. Don’t underestimate the little things, man. He hasn’t been cared for like that in years.)

  Bucky strips down with determined efficiency right in the middle of the living room, and Steve turns away from him as soon as he understands what’s happening. He’s still mourning for Bucky’s memories—their memories, the lost history of shared lives—but he knows, he knows that’s not the worst thing they did to him. He knows they made him feel like he wasn’t a person, like his own body didn’t belong to him, like it could be used by anyone for any reason, like he didn’t have the right to think of anything as his own. This—this is a grim reminder of that. 

  “You can change in the bathroom if you want,” he says, praying his voice doesn’t break. He’s been exposed like a nerve ever since he found Bucky waiting for him outside his apartment, and he’s exhausted, so, so exhausted, and worse than he’s been in a long time now, he can finally admit it, but he can’t let himself think about this now. Certainly not act on it.

  When Steve finally turns back to face Bucky, there’s a pile of old, ratty clothes on the floor that Steve has no idea what to do with. He could burn them, throw them away, but they’re Bucky’s clothes and he should be the one to decide how to deal with them. They’re beyond saving, the shirt caked in blood and the black cargo pants torn and frayed at the seams, but Steve understands the importance of the act. When Bucky was alone, in hiding, it was different, there was no handler to tell him what to do and what to think, and who to kill; what to wear and what to eat, and when, but now there’s two of them, and Bucky needs to understand that this time, he can make all those decisions for himself.

  “Are you hungry?” Steve asks again, and Bucky shakes his head even though Steve can tell he’s starving. It’s such a small thing—that he can read Bucky, read that small part of him that hasn’t changed and still grinds his teeth a little when he’s trying to lie and failing, making his jaw muscles twitch, and it hits him like a blow to the head. “I could eat,” he adds with a little shrug, like it’s no big deal, an open invitation to join him if he changes his mind. 

  He makes a stack of pancakes from the mix, adds a handful of blueberries and carefully places two forks on the tabletop. 

  Bucky joins him while he’s already on his third one. It’s tentative, and Steve hates that, absolutely hates that, because it’s nothing like Bucky and nothing even like the Winter Soldier he fought on the helicarrier, all fury and anger. It makes him want to rip Pierce to pieces. 

  “There’s a bed in the guest room. Your room, if you want it,” Steve says and starts to get up to put the dishes away when Bucky makes an aborted gesture that makes Steve stop in his tracks. He sits back down, his hands still holding the dirty plate. He has no idea what this means. What Bucky wanted to do before he thought better of it. Before the instinct Steve doesn’t remember from before kicked in. 

  Sitting less than two feet from him, Bucky looks like he’s starved for touch and like he doesn’t want to be touched at all.

  He’s always been extremely tactile, ever since Steve can remember—an arm thrown across Steve’s shoulders, his feet in Steve’s lap after a long day of hard work, his cool hands on Steve’s forehead while he was half out of his mind with fever and hallucinating, small, everyday touches that went almost unnoticed until Bucky suddenly wasn’t there anymore. Now, Steve can see the conflict in him, the need to be touched and the need to get away from any human contact as far as possible, and Steve wants nothing more than to reach out and close the distance between them, but it’s not 1941, and this might be Bucky, but he’s had enough people touching him without his consent to last him a lifetime. Steve’s not going to be another one.

  “Do you need anything?” he asks instead, and it’s so inadequate it makes him want to scream. 

  “No,” Bucky says, and that’s progress, at least. He gets to his feet, clearly convinced he’s being dismissed, and heads straight for the guest bedroom, leaving Steve behind. He doesn’t close the door. The implications behind this gesture make Steve’s blood run cold, but he doesn’t make a move to close the door either, because he doesn’t want Bucky to think he needs to. He has no idea whether he’s made the right call.

  “The loft can get a bit cold at night,” he says eventually, trying for neutral and almost, almost succeeding. “Just a heads-up.”

  After that, he goes through the motions in an almost dreamlike state, except everything looks black and white, grainy like an old newsreel, and he dreams his nightmares in color. 

  There’s no sound coming out of Bucky’s room, but when Steve walks out of the shower, the door is now left only slightly ajar. Outside, the loft is dark and silent.

  Inside, behind the closed door, Steve slumps slowly to the floor and presses the back of his palm to his mouth to keep the sound in. It’s messy and ugly, his breath hot and wet, and shaky, and he can’t remember the last time he cried like this, apart from that night in a bombed-out shell of a pub in London. Back then, he cried for Bucky, too.



  .



  “I can’t ask you to do this,” Steve says, looking up from his cup of Americano Beth brought a few minutes earlier. On the house, she said. Looks like you need it.

  “I know, man, that’s why you’re not asking. I’m offering.” Sam shrugs, his face open and serious, but not grave, and it makes Steve feel better, because he knows if there’s anything he can trust these days, it’s Sam’s judgment. “You know it’s good, though, right? He came to you. He’s made that choice himself. For him, that’s huge. Just—”

  “Be careful, I know.” They’ve had this conversation already. “I’m not compromised, if that’s what you’re worried about. You know I can handle this.”

  Sam considers him carefully for a moment. “Would you tell me if you were compromised?”

  “Yes.” Steve swallows a large gulp of his coffee, still too hot and burning his throat. 

  Sam laughs.

  “Dude, for someone who worked for the American war propaganda effort and then for SHIELD, you’re a terrible liar. Jesus.” He shakes his head with amusement and Steve can’t help but smile, too. “How is he, though?”

  “Still sleeping, hopefully. He looked like he needed a good rest.” Steve rubs his eyes, drags his hands down his face. There’s a pressure deep inside his chest that makes it hard to breathe, a tight knot where his lungs should be. “He was wounded when he turned up, I patched him up with surgical glue, because I don’t think he’d take too kindly to the idea of a hospital right now. He looked like he was starving but didn’t want to eat. He didn’t even think he deserved any privacy while he was changing and then when he went to sleep. I—”

  He still remembers the desperate look on Bucky’s face and how badly he wanted to touch him in that moment. 

  “Listen, there’s no handbook for this, okay?” Sam leans back in his chair, crosses his arms over his chest. “I’m so out of my depth here it’s not even funny, and the closest we have to an expert on recovering from years of brainwashing is in the wind and going after what’s left of the Red Room, so we’re all in the same boat. But the most important thing is this: he needs to do this by himself. You can be there for him when he does, and you can help whenever necessary, but you can’t put him back together. Only he can do that.”

  “I understand that,” Steve says, and the thing is, he does. He understands that he can’t be the only reference point for Bucky, the person around which he rebuilds his life from the ground up, from the ruins and ashes left by Zola and the rest of HYDRA. He wouldn’t be that different from Pierce, then. It’s the last thing he wants. 

  “I know, I know, it’s cool, man.” Sam brings his hands up in a placating gesture. “Just covering the bases.”

  Beth brings them their refills and two glazed donuts, and Sam smiles at her in that way that Steve remembers from when Bucky used to take pretty girls out on a night in town but that Steve never quite mastered, and Beth smiles back. They flirt for a moment back and forth while Steve watches, amused and oddly content. They’re sitting outside, taking advantage of the warm, sunny weather that will soon give way to the golden New York fall. The unmistakable smell already lingers in the air in the evenings.

  “So how’s the testing with Stark going on?” Steve asks once they’re left alone. “Been airborne yet?”

  The smile Sam gives him in return is answer enough. “The guy’s ego is bigger than his building—which is great, for the record, my bathroom is the size of my first apartment—but damn, can he design amazing gear. Stopped him before he could paint it red and gold, though. And Colonel Rhodes came by to visit the first day I went airborne. That guy is amazing. Stark lucked out, I’m telling you. If he weren’t dating Pepper, who is, by the way, totally awesome and wow, you really haven’t been exaggerating about that, he definitely should be dating Rhodes.”

  Steve laughs. He’s met James Rhodes a few times, and he certainly respects the man, but he doesn’t know him very well. “So what now, are you staying at the Tower?”

  “I don’t know, man. I got a job back in D.C., a good job that I’m good at,” Sam says around a bite of his donut, then wipes the frosting from his upper lip with his thumb. “But you people are all clearly crazy, and you need someone to watch your sorry asses to make sure you don’t get yourselves killed in the process. So just say the word, Cap, and you know I got your six.”

  Steve considers this for a moment. “There’s a VA department here in New York, too,” he says eventually. “I’d never ask you to give up your job, but it would be great to have you here. And Sam? That wouldn’t be Captain America asking. Just Steve Rogers.”

  “Yeah, I know. That’s why I’m saying yes.”



  .



  It’s Pepper who finds the apartment, two weeks after Steve comes back to New York. 

  “I know you don’t want to live at the Tower permanently,” she says one evening around a glass of red wine, while Tony tinkers away with Bruce in his lab, “so I asked around, and turns out, a friend is selling a loft in Williamsburg. I have some pictures, if you want to take a look.” She passes him the tablet, and Steve starts to look through the photos. “You draw, right? Well, in that case, I think I should mention that my friend is a painter, and he swears the light is to die for.”

  The place is all high ceilings and huge windows, bare red brick, and steel, and old wood, and it’s so unlike all the other apartments Steve used to live in, he falls in love immediately. 

  He buys an old turntable at the flea market, not out of nostalgia, but simply because he enjoys the soothing, grainy quality of sound. He decorates the walls with old sketches done in pencil and a few original pieces from young local artists. He fills the shelves with books he wants to read. It feels like moving on.



  .



  The loft is quiet when Steve returns, and his first frantic thought is that Bucky is gone, but then he hears the quiet hum of water in the bathroom, and he feels like he can breathe again. 

  Bucky comes out a few minutes later, dressed in yesterday’s clothes, but his hair is wet and his eyes are red-rimmed from the water. He pauses when he sees Steve, though he must have heard him come in, and almost desperately avoids any eye contact as he moves through the open space of the apartment. There’s tension in his shoulders that must be painful to carry, and Steve can’t help but wonder what would have happened if he’d found Bucky right after D.C. If it would have been better. If it would have been worse.

  Steve doesn’t think of those months they spent apart, after Bucky pulled him out of the Potomac, as lost, because he, of all people, knows there’s no loss in trying to find yourself, being on your own to figure out how much of you is still left after everything else has turned to dust. 

  (The waitress in Louisiana tells him Bucky had been coming to the diner for a while before he left town, and that he looked closed-off but not threatening, not the way Steve remembers from the helicarrier, when for a moment all he could see was a feral snarl. This is good, Sam tells him then, over the phone. It means he’s adjusting to being among other people again. Just gotta give him a little more time.

  Two days after that, Steve comes back to New York. This time, it’s for good.)

  “There was a cat,” Bucky says quietly, and his voice still sounds hoarse from disuse. Steve stops putting the groceries away and turns to face him. 

  “The one with the missing ear, that Becca really wanted to keep but your parents wouldn’t let her, so we fed him scraps from the table when they couldn’t see?” he asks. Steve remembers the cat—an old, ugly thing that Rebecca Barnes, for some unknowable reason, loved more than anything in the world. He remembers how Bucky held her when she found it dead one morning and cried until she almost couldn’t breathe. They buried it in the backyard, by the fence, behind the bushes so that the adults wouldn’t take notice. 

  Bucky shakes his head and looks down. “I only remember the cat,” he says.

  Steve feels like someone poured a bucket of water over him.

  “She’s dead, isn’t she,” Bucky continues, uninterrupted, in a monotone voice. “My— my sister. I had more than one, that’s what the exhibit said. And they’re dead now.”

  Steve swallows painfully around the tightness in his throat. “Yeah, Buck. They’re dead.”

  A moment of silence, then, “Good. At least they didn’t have to see— this.” 

  “Bucky, come on.” Steve shakes his head and takes a step closer, stops himself at the last moment before he can put a hand on Bucky’s shoulder. “They thought the world of you. I don’t think this would’ve changed anything.”

  “No. It’s good,” Bucky repeats, more forcefully this time, but his face remains blank. He doesn’t look at Steve as he turns back and walks away. When the door closes behind him, Steve doesn’t follow.



  .



  He finds Rebecca Barnes three weeks after the attack on New York. It’s not difficult to track down her address once he gets comfortable using the internet, though it’s still a strange feeling, to know that these days, you can find virtually anything about anyone if only you know how to look, all in less than ten minutes. The world got bigger while he was under the ice, but also, in a way, it got a lot smaller. 

  Rebecca Barnes-Proctor owns a brownstone in Greenpoint, a nice, two-story building across from a Polish delicatessen that must have been here even back in Steve’s time, even though Steve could never afford to shop here back then. The sign says: Established 1925. 

  When Steve rings the bell, there’s only silence for a long moment, but then he hears someone running down the stairs, and a few seconds later he comes face to face with a young woman. She’s tiny, wears a floral dress with combat boots, her hair is a dark shade of teal and she has a sleeve tattoo on her left arm, and yet she looks so much like Bucky that Steve feels like someone’s just punched him in the solar plexus. 

  “I’m looking for Rebecca Barnes?” he says after a short moment when all he can do is stare. “I’m— a family friend.”

  The girl raises an eyebrow. “So it really is you,” she says. “Grandma said you would come.”

  Steve smiles, and it’s so hard and so, so easy at the same time. 

  “Steve Rogers.” 

  He extends his hand instinctually, even though his ma always taught him it’s the lady who should reach out first, but Peggy never much liked the spectacle of it. A good handshake is a good handshake, she used to say.

  “Ruth Scanlin,” the girl says, taking his hand. She has a firm, sure grip. “And yeah, I figured, after they plastered you all over the news during the attack. Grandma took it, well—”

  He can only imagine. 

  “Is she home? I’d love to talk to her.” 

  Ruth steps to the side and opens the door wider to let him in. Inside, the smell is so familiar, it almost makes him reel. It’s the way the Barnes aparment always smelled, the way Bucky’s mother always smelled, lavender and honey.

  “Steve.” Becca Barnes stands in the living room doorway, and she looks every inch the girl Steve remembers. There are deep wrinkles on her face, and her hair is milk-white, but her eyes are still the same, and she smiles the same smile. “You came back.” Her voice doesn’t waver, but her eyes are a little watery. 

  “Yeah, Becca, I did.” He hugs her then, and he’s huge now, towering over her so much that she almost disappears in his arms, but she clings to him with such force he can’t doubt there’s still a lot of fire inside her frail body. 

  “Is— is Bucky with you?” she asks once they part, and suddenly Steve can’t breathe. “I know we got the telegram, and then the letter, but they said the same thing about you, so if you came back, then I thought that maybe— maybe Bucky did, too?”

  He’s silent for a moment, and when he looks at Ruth over Becca’s head, he can see she already knows the answer. 

  Steve shakes his head. “I’m so, so sorry, Becca, but Bucky— Bucky’s dead. He’s dead, Becca, and he’s not coming back.”

  He swallows thickly and closes his eyes for a moment to get his bearings, make sure his voice doesn’t betray him when he speaks again. 

  It’s still fresh in his mind, like a wound deep inside of him that won’t close, won’t turn into a thin, white scar that only hurts with the coming change of weather. He still wakes up with the image of Bucky falling, screaming his name, burned into the inside of his eyelids. It’s been almost seventy years for everyone else, but for him, it hasn’t even been two months. 

  Becca nods without a word, but Steve can see there are tears in her eyes, and her hands are shaking just a little bit. She regains her composure in a matter of seconds—she’s always been strong, and there’s steel under her skin, even after all this time. 

  “Make us a cup of tea, would you, darling,” she says to Ruth, guiding Steve to the living room. There’s a fireplace, a series of framed photographs in sepia on the mantle, and the walls are painted the kind of green that makes Steve think about the old grandma Barnes’ apartment. He used to go there with Bucky from time to time before grandma Barnes died, and Steve always got an extra slice of apple pie, because she thought he wasn’t eating enough. 

  “I’m sorry I didn’t come sooner.” Steve looks at her, his hands clasped tightly in his lap. He feels too big for the room—the way he still does sometimes—and tries to take up as little space as possible. “I had— a few things to figure out. After, you know. After I got back into the world.”

  “And in such a spectacular manner, too,” Becca says with a wry smile, and Steve can’t help but laugh. “They were telling me my age had finally caught up to me, you know, that obviously you weren’t real, but I’d recognize that mug anywhere. They have no business tellin’ me I can’t see what’s true and what’s not anymore.”

  “People trying to tell Rebecca Barnes what to think. What has the world come to.” Steve shakes his head with mock outrage, remembering how stubborn Becca has always been, how she would never take no for an answer. Mrs. Barnes always lamented that she had raised such a headstrong child—out of the four of them, it was Becca who was the biggest troublemaker. Maybe that’s why she and Steve always got along so well despite the age difference—trouble always attracted trouble.

  Ruth brings them their tea and a plate of pumpkin cookies.

  “I’m sorry I couldn’t save him.” He can’t look Becca in the eye, but it still needs to be said, and once he starts, the words seem to spill out all at once. “I should’ve— I should’ve grabbed him sooner, I should’ve been more careful, I should’ve told him to take his medal and get back home. They would’ve let him, he was a prisoner of war, he was tortured, he had every right to go home. But he stayed. Because of me. It was me who got him killed. It was all my fault, Becca, and now he’s dead, and I’m not, and it’s—”

  “You loved him, didn’t you,” Becca says, and it’s not a question. Steve can feel his heart lodged in his throat, beating frantically. “And I don’t mean like a brother. Was that what this was, the plane crash? You trying to go after him?”

  (No. Yes. Maybe. He hasn’t figured that out for himself yet. There’s no way he can verbalize that for other people, what it felt like, before he fell. What it felt like after Bucky did.)

  “Yeah. Yeah, I loved him,” he admits finally, after the silence has stretched for too long. It’s the first time that he’s said it out loud. That he could say it out loud without fear. It does not feel like a triumph.

  “Oh, Steve,” Becca says, covering Steve’s hands with hers. “I am so, so sorry. I can’t imagine what that must feel like. But you have to know it wasn’t your fault. None of it was your fault, and we never blamed you. And you know Bucky wouldn’t have left your side even if you’d asked. It was always the two of you, Barnes and Rogers, joined at the hip. For as long as I can remember. There was nothing in the world that could change that.”

  They sit in silence after that, before Steve finally asks, “When did you figure it out?”

  “Back then, when you still looked like a stronger breeze would make you keel over. You always looked at him the same way he looked at you, when you weren’t watching. At first I was too young to understand what this meant, but then I grew up and got to know things that would make our ma blush so hard she’d explode. Bucky never said anything, because he wouldn’t have, now, would he, with how the world worked back then, so he made a show of skirt-chasing and looked at you when he was sure he wouldn’t get caught. And you were the same way. Well, apart from the skirt-chasing.”

  Steve huffs out a laugh, but he knows the smile doesn’t reach his eyes. 

  “So, your granddaughter,” he says instead. “Is the name a coincidence, or was she named after Ruth?”

  “Named after Ruth. You should’ve seen Nora, she was so jealous that Alice would name her firstborn after Ruth and not her, even though she was her godmother.”

  “Sibling rivalry to the end, huh?” Some things, Steve supposes, really never change.

  Becca chuckles. “You know how they always were, trying to one-up one another. And they said I was the trouble child, can you believe that?”

  “Hey, you know what they said about me.” Steve shrugs with one shoulder, a smile tugging one corner of his mouth up.

  “Anyway, poor Nora died a few months after Ruthie was born, and then Ruth a year after that, and yet, somehow, I’m still here. But you know what, Steve? It’s not a good feeling to outlive all of your siblings.” Becca’s gaze turns distant for a moment, like she’s not even there anymore. “She made professor, you know that? Ruth. Got a tenure, taught at Cornell.”

  “And Nora?”

  “Got married, stayed at home, same as me. The only difference is, she actually stayed married. I did a few courses, went into publishing after my husband died—editing, proofreading and such. Never remarried, eventually went back to my maiden name.” She takes a deep breath, then reaches over to squeeze Steve’s hand. “I’ve lived a good life, Steve, surrounded by wonderful people, but there hasn’t been a day that I wouldn’t think about Bucky, and about you. You were family, too, I hope you know that.” 

  “Yeah. Yeah, I know.” Steve looks down at his hands. 

  Ruth comes by a few minutes later to ask them if they need anything else before she has to head out for a while. Becca looks thoughtful for a short moment, then says, “If you could bring me the box from my bedroom, you know which, my dear. I’d go fetch it myself, but the hip’s been bothering me again, I think it’s going to rain. And thank you, darling.”

  It’s a small, black wooden jewelry box encrusted with ivory that Becca holds in her lap for a moment before she opens it and extends her hand to Steve, her fingers closed tightly around something. When she drops it into his open palm, Steve gasps almost inaudibly, just a sharp intake of breath. In his hand, he’s holding Bucky’s old dog tags. 

  “You should take them,” Becca says, and before Steve can get so much as a word of protest out, she shakes her head vehemently and continues, unperturbed, “Steve, they’re yours if you want them. Please, take them. He sent them back home when he got issued new ones, as some soldiers did, to give their families something to hold onto. He sent them to you. Only you weren’t in Brooklyn anymore, but the postman knew us, and he brought the package back to us. We only opened it when we heard about you—”

  James Buchanan Barnes. 32557038. Steve stares at the letters engraved in the metal, slightly bent out of shape.

  “Thank you,” he says, then slips them on, covers them with his shirt. 

  He doesn’t take them off.



  



2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:
  once, again, i’d like to thank everyone for the amazing feedback. you guys rock, and i continue to be absolutely gobsmacked at the response to this series. thank you, guys, so much.





    
    



  (Sometimes memory is like dredging up pieces of a corpse. You put both hands into the bog and pull, and you come away with only little fragments of bone that cut your palms with their jagged edges.)



  .



  (When he remembers, it’s in flashes—a shadow of a smile; woman’s gentle hands; a man in a bowler hat; murky river water, warm like soup. Blond hair; blue eyes. Steve. Steve, Steve, Steve. He’s everywhere, golden and blinding, and Bucky shines only with reflected light.)





  .



  Most of the time, Bucky is quiet. He moves through the apartment like a ghost, and Steve recognizes the movements, the intent behind them—the need to take up as little space as possible. It’s such a sharp contrast with the Bucky from before, the one who filled every space he occupied with a warm, confident presence, who made it impossible to look away from him. 

  When Steve is at home, Bucky usually doesn’t leave his room, unless it’s to eat and go to the bathroom, and keeps his door closed. Steve tries to give him his space, but there are moments, just brief moments that pass in the space between two breaths when he fears that one day he will wake up, and he will be back in that sterile room at the SHIELD facility, with the baseball game he’d been to in 1941 playing on the radio, and Bucky will still be dead.

  “I went to see the museum exhibit,” Bucky says unexpectedly on the fifth day since he came home, coming out of his room even though they have already eaten. It’s new. New is good.

  Steve is on the couch with a big mug of tea, trying to read a comic book, of all things—graphic novels, that’s what they call them now—and he can only imagine how hard Bucky would laugh, back then, asking him if he hasn’t had enough yet and if he had a stash of Captain America comics somewhere, too, hidden better than his dirty pictures. 

  It’s something called The Dark Tower, he’s just picked it up. Sam tells him there are books, too. 

  Bucky stands at a distance, unmoving and silent again, and Steve can’t figure out if it’s him who doesn’t want to come closer, or if he thinks Steve doesn’t want him to. 

  “Find anything interesting?” Steve asks, keeping his tone light, and Bucky takes a few steps closer to finally sit in the armchair across the coffee table, still keeping his distance. 

  “There was a man wearing my face,” he says after a moment when he looks like he’s struggling to put his thoughts into words. “Or maybe I was wearing his. But I knew it was more than that. You told me that you knew me, that you were my friend. I don’t know why, but I knew you were telling the truth. The exhibit said that, too. That I was your friend. So the rest must’ve been true, too, but it wasn’t, not all of it. I don’t know how I knew this, but I kept coming back again and again, because they got so much wrong, and I didn’t know why, and I wanted to know. But it felt wrong, and I had to understand. There was an old guard. He looked at me like he recognized me, once. I didn’t come back after that,” he finishes, and looks so lost inside his own head, it physically hurts to look at him.

  “What did they get wrong?” Steve asks. “If you can tell me that, maybe I can tell you why.”

  Bucky shakes his head. “I don’t know. I just know they did.” 

  “Okay.” Steve takes a deep breath, then another. “Okay. We’ll figure it out.”

  They sit in silence for a while, punctured by the sounds of the busy streets below them coming through the open window. The evening chill hasn’t set in for good yet. 

  “You screamed last night in your sleep,” Bucky says unexpectedly, and Steve almost drops the tea mug he’s lifting to his lips, and, fuck, he doesn’t even remember that, he must’ve never woken up from the nightmare, he doesn’t even remember the nightmare. 

  “I’m sorry I woke you up, Buck. I’ll—” He doesn’t know how to finish that. I’ll try not to have more nightmares? I’ll try not to scream?

  “We slept in the same bed,” Bucky says, his expression blank, but there’s something in his voice that sounds almost desperate, just like before, when he was talking about his visits to the Smithsonian. Steve swallows thickly and tightens his grip around the mug. 

  “Sometimes,” he says. “When it was cold. Or when I stayed over at your folks’ place.”

  At this point, everything in this conversation feels like a non sequitur, and Steve has no idea what to do with that. Maybe it’s just another fragmented memory, a flash of something buried deep under years of torture and perpetual forgetting. Maybe it’s something else entirely. What he does know is that he can’t act based on a guess, on the off-chance that he guesses right. 

  “Buck,” he starts, his voice thick and raspy. He clears his throat. “You know you can ask me anything, right? If you want something, all you have to do is ask.”

  “They had your sketchbooks,” Bucky says instead of answering, another non sequitur. “The museum. You said they were private.”

  Steve almost chokes on this, on the memory of that hot day in the middle of summer when Bucky, bored and overheated, and utterly insufferable because of this, asked if he could look through his sketchbook and Steve said, that’s private, Buck, and then went and hid it better. He didn’t know what he would’ve done if Bucky had found out.

  “Some of them are in private collections, too,” he supplies and watches the small crease between Bucky’s eyebrows grow more prominent. “They thought I was dead, Buck. Keeping my personal effects private wasn’t very high on their list of priorities. And it’s been almost seventy years, so I’m not surprised they went to the museum.”

  “You should ask for them back,” Bucky says, and that’s a real answer, at least. It feels like progress, one tiny step forward that, Steve hopes, won’t be followed by two huge steps back. 

  He smiles and shrugs with one shoulder. “Yeah, I probably should. Can’t imagine they would be too fond of the idea, though. Still, doesn’t hurt to try.”

  The silence returns for a long while after that, before Bucky eventually rises to his feet and starts to walk back towards his room, only to stop and turn around once he reaches the doorway. He looks at Steve and opens his mouth, like he wants to say something, then closes it without a word. His face is a mask. Steve wants to punch something. 

  “Yeah, Buck?” he asks instead, keeping his voice level, because as angry as he feels right now, his anger is not directed at Bucky, never at Bucky. “Wanted something?”

  He doesn’t think he’s getting an answer. 

  “Should I wake you up if you scream again?” Bucky asks, and it surprises Steve so much he almost doesn’t know what to say to that.

  Eventually, he nods. “Please,” he says in a quiet voice.

  When he wakes up, it’s already morning. He doesn’t know why he’s suddenly oddly disappointed that he’s slept through the night.



  .



  The package arrives on Sam’s doorstep three days before they’re scheduled to head out. It’s a thick yellow envelope addressed in a handwriting that Steve doesn’t recognize but is positive belongs to Natasha. 

  Inside, there is a note. 

  
    you might not like what you find. 
  

  
    —n
  

  She’s right. The file makes him feel like he’s going to be sick, and when he hands it to Sam, he can see the way his face falls the further he reads it. This documentation is much more detailed than the data Natasha obtained from her contact in Kiev. Steve almost wishes it weren’t. 

  “Jesus,” Sam says eventually, closing the manila folder and putting it back on the table. “This is sick, man. Fuck. It’s a miracle he’s still alive. You know he shouldn’t be. Not after this.”

  “He was experimented on, before, during the war,” Steve explains. “And then they pumped him full of the serum after they perfected it. I guess that’s what’s kept him alive.”

  “Yeah, I know.” Sam looks up at Steve and doesn’t look away when he says, “I’m just not sure that was a kindness.”

  The thing is, Steve understands what Sam means by that. He’s not the only one thinking it. That, too, makes him feel physically sick.



  .



  Natasha comes back on the tenth day since Bucky’s return. She’s waiting for Steve and Sam at their new favorite breakfast place, the one they always visit after their morning run. She’s dyed her hair a darker shade of red, and it’s cut completely short, but apart from that, not much has changed. Maybe it’s just that she looks more open, less haunted. More at peace. 

  She kisses Steve on the cheek when they come in, rising from the table in the corner that’s she’s commandeered prior to their arrival. It’s private enough that they won’t be overheard. 

  “Hey, boys,” she says with a small smile. “Miss me?”

  “Yeah,” Steve says and realizes that it’s actually true. There are many things that Natasha is, and there are many things that Natasha isn’t, but the one thing that she definitely is, now, is a friend. “How was Europe?”

  “Eventful. Not as eventful as I thought it would be.”

  Sam brings her coffee and a sesame bagel with cream cheese. They are still waiting for the rest of their order, but the grilled sandwiches in this place are well worth the wait. 

  “So what’s that supposed to mean?” he asks, taking the plastic lid off his own cup. 

  “Someone cleaned up a lot of the mess I expected to clean up myself,” she says, playing with the plastic stirrer. “Fury wasn’t thrilled when he realized what was happening, because we lost a lot of good intel, but I still managed to retrieve enough data to get him off your boy’s back. Because he’s back, isn’t he.” It’s not even phrased as a question.

  “Yeah,” Steve says. “And I figured. I mean, about HYDRA, Red Room, whatever you want to call them.”

  “You think he got some closure this way?” Sam asks, and Steve can’t tell if he’s addressing him or Natasha. 

  Natasha shrugs. 

  “I think it depends on the person. For me, it was about closure, about all the loose threads I left behind when I defected. For him, I have no idea. He must be better, though, if he came back on his own. He’s making his own decisions, wanting things. That’s good, Steve. You never know how important it is to be able to want things until they take that away from you. So I guess it helped. It can be cathartic, you know.”

  Steve sighs. “He’s— trying. But I guess that’s all that matters, at the end of the day.”

  She nods and bites into her bagel as she furiously types away on her phone with her other hand, smiling with the corner of her mouth. 

  “Pepper says hi,” she adds after the phone chimes with new incoming message. 

  “So how are you?” Sam asks. “For real, though, no bullshit.”

  Their sandwiches finally arrive, and they wait for the waiter to go away before Natasha starts to speak.

  “Better,” she says. “Turns out, sometimes the clean slate really helps. With nothing to hide about your past, you suddenly have a lot less to worry about. Sure, more people might want to come after you, but at least you know they’re coming and why. Very liberating, you should definitely try that. I highly, highly recommend it.” 

  There’s a smile playing on her lips, and Steve laughs quietly under his breath while Sam just shakes his head in amusement. It’s good. Steve is glad for her, can’t imagine what it must feel like, living like this for years, never really belonging to yourself.

  They eat their sandwiches in relative silence after that, and Steve glances at his watch from time to time. He should be getting home soon. 

  Just as they’re about to walk out, Natasha reaches her hand out to touch his wrist, suddenly somber. “Steve. You know that if you need anything, either of you, that you can trust me, right?”

  This time, when he answers, there is no hesitation. “Yeah, I know.”



  .



  He wakes with a start and a scream. In his dreams, it’s always cold and dark, but all he can feel now is the tentative, gentle touch, warm fingers closed around his wrist. 

  “Bucky.”

  Bucky flinches, yanks his hand back like he’s been burned and moves out of Steve’s reach, perched at the foot of the too-big bed. 

  “Hey, Buck, it’s okay,” Steve says, sitting up, propped against the pillows, and his throat feels like sandpaper, his voice thick and raspy. “Sorry I woke you up again.”

  “You had another nightmare.” Bucky’s words are quiet in the intimate darkness of the room.

  Steve moves to turn on the bedside lamp and stops when he sees Bucky’s expression, reflected in the faint city lights filtering in through the curtains. Maybe it’s easier to talk like this, in the dark. 

  Bucky sits so close that all Steve would have to do would be to reach out and touch, but for all it’s worth, he might as well be on another planet. Bucky’s face is completely closed off, and his body language still signals the simultaneous need to get as close to and as far away from any human touch as possible. Steve can’t imagine that—living for years without being touched with any purpose other than to hurt. 

  (Everything else was— maintenance.)

  “Thanks for waking me up,” he says instead, pushing himself further up. His eyes don’t leave Bucky’s face even for a second, and in that moment he realizes he has never, not even once, heard Bucky scream in his sleep. 

  Maybe, Steve thinks, he just doesn’t dream. He has to cling to that thought, because the alternative is too horrifying to consider. 

  “We should probably go back to sleep,” Steve says after a long moment has passed in silence. “You need to get your rest, Buck.”

  Bucky hesitates.

  “What if you have another nightmare?” he asks. “I don’t sleep much. Don’t need much sleep anymore. I could— watch you. Just in case.”

  “Buck, come on, you need your sleep. Please.” Steve reaches out, and his fingers curl around the sheets a few inches away from Bucky’s thigh. 

  “What do you dream about?” Bucky asks, and Steve knows he’s stalling. He just doesn’t know why.

  “Cold. Snow. Darkness,” Steve admits, and it comes out quiet, hoarse. 

  A beat—one, two.

  “Me too,” Bucky says. 

  (The world below them is white white white.)

  Steve’s jaw is hurting from how hard he’s gritting his teeth, trying not to choke on his own guilt. 

  “I could stay here,” Bucky proposes tentatively and looks at the floor. It takes Steve a moment to figure out what he means. 

  “No, Bucky, no,” he says, horrified, and Bucky flinches again, rises to his feet in one fluid motion, and Steve follows him with his body, the momentum pushing him forward, as if he’s trying to close his fingers around Bucky’s wrist, mirroring the gesture from earlier. He feels his stomach drop at the thought that Bucky might think Steve doesn’t want him here. (He wants him everywhere, always. He wants him so much it hurts.) “Wait. I meant, the bed is big enough for both of us, you don’t have to sleep on the floor, Jesus. We can share the bed, just like the old times. If that’s what you really want, to stay.”

  Bucky looks hesitant, his eyes flicking between the empty side of the bed and Steve, before he finally makes a decision and lies down on top of the sheets, facing away from Steve, curled in on himself like he’s trying to leave as much space between them as possible. He’s so quiet he might just as well not be there at all, and Steve can’t force himself to turn away, can’t force himself to close his eyes, because if there’s one thing he needs right now, it’s the confirmation that there’s another living being just within his reach, breathing the same air. 

  When he finally drifts off, he sleeps without dreams.



  .


The worst thing is—it would be better if he were screaming. 

On the fourth night that Bucky crawls into Steve’s bed, Steve discovers that Bucky does dream, after all. He wakes up in the middle of the night to go to the bathroom, and when he opens his eyes, he can see Bucky next to him, rigid and unnaturally still, his fingers closed desperately around a fistful of sheets, but there’s no sound coming from behind his painfully clenched teeth. Steve’s seen this look before, on soldiers who were slowly bleeding to death in a foxhole somewhere and knew they wouldn’t make it.

It would be better if he were screaming, but Bucky just lies there, without moving, and looks like he’s dying. That’s the worst thing.

Steve leans over and slowly touches his hand, squeezes gently around the white, tightened knuckles and says, “Bucky, Bucky, you’re having a nightmare, Buck, please, wake up.”

A metal arm closes around his throat in a split second, almost crushing his windpipe, and Steve struggles for breath for a moment, until he hears a horrified, Steve, and then Bucky is up and out of the bedroom before Steve can even catch his breath. Steve goes after him, knocks on the bathroom door once, twice, hears the unmistakable sounds of retching, then nothing. 

“Bucky,” he says, his cheek tucked against the cold grainy texture of the wood. “Buck, please, are you okay? Please, open the door. It wasn’t your fault, I startled you, so that one’s on me, okay?”

More silence, the quiet rustling of fabric, the sound of running water, violent dry-heaving noises. The door is locked when Steve tries the handle, and he knocks again. 

“Bucky. Please. Please, open the door, you’re not okay, I just want to help.” He knows he sounds helpless and pleading, but he can’t stand the thought that Bucky is on the other side, sick and alone. “You used to tease me about holding your hair back every time you went a bit too hard on the liquor, and now finally you have the haircut for it,” he says next, trying for a different tactic. “Buck, please. I just want to help.”

“Get the hell away from me,” Bucky snarls at that, and he sounds utterly wrecked. 

“It wasn’t your fault, it was a reflex, I know, it’s happened to me, too.” 

He still remembers the SHIELD employee who tried to wake him up one morning, soon after they found him. He remembers his fingers wrapped around the man’s throat, his other hand searching for a knife. 

“Go back to your room, Steve,” Bucky says on the other side of the door. 

Steve takes three steps back, then sits down, propped against the wall across the hallway, with his legs pulled up to his chest, his arms resting limply on his knees. He can wait out a lot, but this is something they need to talk about as soon as possible. 

Bucky comes out after another ten minutes and tenses immediately when he spots Steve, sitting by the wall just a few feet away. He takes a step back. “You shouldn’t be near me. I’m dangerous.”

“Bucky,” Steve says and rubs his eyes with a deep, tired sigh. “I accidentally attacked a SHIELD agent who came to wake me up, a few days after they found me. He caught me in the middle of a nightmare, I went for his throat. I was looking for your knife. You snapped back, nothing happened, it’s fine.”

“It’s not fine,” Bucky says, still hovering in the doorway. He looks angry, but it’s more desperate than anything else. “I’m a danger to you, and you won’t even admit that.”

Steve slowly rises to his feet. “You’re not. I’m not afraid of you, Buck, and what happened earlier was my fault. I shouldn’t have touched you, I’m sorry.”

“I should leave,” Bucky says, and Steve could recognize that stubborn line of his jaw anywhere. “I will leave if you want.”

Steve takes a step forward. “What do you want, Buck?” he asks. 

Bucky stares at him for a long moment without a word, and he looks lost and confused, like any fight he had still in him has finally left him. 

“Come on, Buck, what do you want?” Steve asks again, and takes another step towards Bucky. Bucky licks his lips. 

“Tea,” he says, and it’s so quiet that Steve almost misses it. “Can we have some tea?”



.


Steve makes two cups of chamomile tea and sets one of them in front of Bucky. It’s four thirty in the morning.“Drink up,” he says. “How’s your stomach? Maybe I should make some mint tea instead?”

“Fine. It’s fine.”

That didn’t sound fine, Steve wants to say, but he keeps quiet. 

“You should go back to sleep,” Bucky says eventually. He’s looking everywhere but at Steve. 

“Don’t need much sleep, either.” Steve shrugs, keeps his tone light. 

“They didn’t want me sleeping,” Bucky says after a moment of silence, in a detached, indifferent tone that makes Steve want to punch things. “Kept me up between cryo.”

He knows why they did that. Or at least suspects. He has read the file. 

“They didn’t want your brain to heal itself,” he says, trying not to think about the damage that days or weeks of sleep deprivation would inflict. “The serum would— It would eventually rebuild whatever they damaged, or at least parts of it. Sleep would help with that. That’s why they never kept you out of cryo for too long. Eventually, you’d start fighting their programming.”

Bucky keeps his eyes on his mug, still warm and steaming between his hands, the long sleeves of his henley stretched over his palms. Steve has noticed that Bucky never wears anything that would expose the scar tissue around the joint, and he now carefully avoids him when he’s getting changed, like he’s afraid Steve would look at him with disgust. 

“I think I saw my sister once, in the early fifties. Becca,” Bucky says, a propos nothing, another fragment dragged to the surface from the murky waters full of horrors. “Went after her, lost her in the crowd, went AWOL for two days. They— That didn’t happen again. They upped the dosage after that. I think it was the last time I remembered something from— from before. Until you.”

Steve swallows painfully around the tightness in his throat. “I went to see her once, after they found me, y’know? Her granddaughter looks a lot like you.” He smiles and looks straight at Bucky when he says, his tone teasing, “See, I always knew you’d make a pretty gal. And you never believed me when I said that.” 

Bucky doesn’t smile back.

“Did she— did she have a good life?” he asks eventually.

“Yeah, Buck, she did. Never forgot about you, though.”

Bucky shakes his head. “She should have.”



  .



  Rebecca Barnes dies on a sunny day in November. 

  Steve goes to the funeral, but he keeps his distance from the rest of the crowd as they put her to the ground. He hangs back after the ceremony is finished and the grieving friends and relatives start to leave, hurrying to get to the wake. Steve had received the invitation, but he politely declined.

  The sky is overcast, and it’s been threatening rain since the early morning, but Steve’s mind goes back to another day like this, sunny and warm. Now, with Becca gone, he’s the only one who still remembers the day they buried his mother. 

  He can still see it clearly when he closes his eyes—Becca, all of eleven years old, wearing a black dress and standing next to Bucky, her eyes red and swollen; Bucky, his hair slicked back, dressed in his best suit, stealing glances at Steve, who stood ramrod straight with a stony face, his throat parched and aching, his eyes completely dry.

  “You should’ve come closer, said goodbye with the rest of us,” Ruth says, slowly walking over to stand next to him. “They wouldn’t have minded. Grandma told them you were family. You still are.”

  “Didn’t want to intrude. It wasn’t about me, and sometimes, when there’s a lot of people, well, things tend to get that way,” he explains. 

  “You sure you don’t want to come to the wake? Mom said I should try to convince you.”

  Steve shakes his head. “Thank you, but— I really don’t think I should come.”

  “She left me the house, you know,” Ruth says unexpectedly. 

  “Think you’ll stay there?” Steve asks, and finds out he genuinely wants to know. He hasn’t met any other members of Bucky’s family, but this—this is a familiar thread that he wouldn’t want to lose. 

  “Yeah,” Ruth says, “I think I will. Grandpa bought that house soon after they married, would be a shame to see it go.” 

  They wave at her to hurry up—a tall, middle-aged woman who must be her mother and another woman, short and redheaded, whom Steve has never met and has no idea who she is.

  “Don’t be a stranger,” Ruth says before she leaves, and Steve just nods with a small smile. 

  He doesn’t exactly keep that promise.



  .



  He gets called away on a mission next day—or the same day, really, when he thinks about it. 

  Steve is running on too few hours of sleep and far too much coffee, and he has no idea if Bucky will still be there when he comes back, but Natasha called, and she sounded urgent over the phone. He suits up and leaves a note for Bucky, who has gone back to his room, then he’s out the door, weaving through the morning traffic to the rendezvous point. 

  It’s a HYDRA facility, deep underground, a lab belonging to the science division. Inside, they’re met with minimal resistance, and they’re almost leaving when a bomb goes off, knocking Steve out for a short while. When he comes to, he’s in a world of hurt, and there’s dust in his eyes, his throat. Next to him, Natasha is coughing up a lung. 

  “What the hell was that, Rogers?” she asks. “Amateur hour?”

  He tries to get up, and okay, that’s a broken rib. “I checked,” he says. “The perimeter was clear.”

  “Okay, so when is a bomb not a bomb?” Natasha shakes the dust out of her hair and stands up, clearly favoring her left foot.

  Steve shoots her an incredulous look. “Are you seriously joking right now?”

  Natasha shrugs. “Just trying to defuse the tension.”

  From behind them, Sam groans. 

  “See, this is exactly why my mama told me not to get in with people like you.”

  Steve laughs despite himself, and the cracked rib comes back with a vengeance; every time Steve moves, it hurts like hell, sending sharp spikes of pain down his side. 

  “Okay, we should get out of here. Natasha, you got the intel, right?”

  “Yes, Steve, I got the intel,” she says, sounding unbearably smug for someone who looks like the miller’s daughter. (Then again, he doesn’t look any better.) “Because I’m professional like that.” 

  “Lay it off, okay?” Steve grunts, but there’s no real bite to it. He thinks he must be coming off the adrenaline high, because he can suddenly feel every bruise and cut in his body. “I’m injured over here, it’s not nice to kick someone who’s already down.”

  “Okay, then,” Natasha says, reaching her hand out to help him up. “Come on, grandpa, up and at ‘em.” 

  It says a lot about their relationship that Steve doesn’t even roll his eyes at her.

  After Natasha hitches a ride with Sam back to the Tower, Steve doesn’t go back to retrieve his motorbike, parked in an underground parking lot a few blocks away from the facility, and takes a cab home instead. The driver, thankfully, doesn’t ask any questions. God bless New Yorkers.



  .



  When he comes inside, the apartment looks deserted, but then a soft noise comes from the direction of the couch, and as Steve approaches carefully, Bucky slowly comes into view, curled up on the cushions with his metal hand resting protectively over his abdomen, sleeping. 

  Steve retreats to the bathroom without a sound. 

  He’s still scrubbing himself under the hot spray, taking slow, deep breaths that SHIELD doctors told him are now preferred to bandaging in cases of rib fracture, when he hears quiet knocking on the bathroom door. 

  “Steve?” Bucky asks, and Steve turns the water off. He can feel the cool air hit him all at once. 

  “Did you need something, Buck?”

  A moment of silence, then, “No. But I thought maybe you did.” More silence. “I found your note. Are you okay?”

  Steve takes another deep breath, holds it in, then slowly exhales. 

  “I’m fine, mostly. Some bruises, a cracked rib, nothing serious. A bomb went off as we were leaving, but I’m fine.” When Bucky doesn’t respond, he adds, “Could you check if we have ice in the freezer? I need to ice this or it’s gonna get worse.”

  When he comes out of the bathroom, there’s an ice pack lying on the coffee table. Steve presses it to his side with a sigh of relief and closes his eyes for a moment. 

  “Did I wake you up?” he asks. “Was I too loud?”

  Bucky shakes his head. “Would’ve woken up anyway. Reflex.”

  “Did you get any rest?” 

  Bucky shrugs, and Steve has no response to this, so he continues, “I think I might turn in early. I suddenly feel my age.”

  “Did you have backup?” Bucky asks, and his face is serious, determined, but it’s a familiar expression for once, one that Steve remembers from before. Bucky wore it every time he thought Steve did or was about to do something reckless and dangerous. 

  “I did,” he says, wincing when he moves too quickly and pain blossoms under his eyelids. “Natasha and Sam were with me.”

  “The Widow,” Bucky says, his mouth a hard line. 

  “Yes, the Black Widow. She’s a friend, you know. Not an enemy.” He shifts again, more careful this time. “And you remember Sam? He was the one flying the winged suit.”

  He sees Bucky’s eyes widen a bit. “I tore one of the wings off.”

  “He had a parachute,” Steve says. “He’s okay.”

  They order in—two large pizzas from a local place—and settle for the evening. The less severe bruises start to fade already, and Steve can breathe more freely, but the rib still hurts every time he moves around too much or shifts too rapidly, and he knows he’s in for one hell of a night. The painkillers help, but his metabolism goes through the drugs at a record pace, and he doesn’t have anything stronger than Advil. 

  “Think I’m gonna go hit the sack,” he says finally, a little after ten. “You coming?”

  Bucky shakes his head. “No, I don’t think so.”

  “Buck, come on, if this is still about last night—” Steve sighs with exasperation. “I told you, it wasn’t your fault. I trust you. You’re my friend, and I trust you. So please, come to bed. Unless you don’t want to. Then that’s your choice. But, please, don’t think you have to do this out of some sense of obligation.”

  Don’t think I don’t want you there, he almost says.

  They sit in silence for a moment, then Steve walks gingerly back to his bedroom and leaves the door wide open. 

  When he wakes up in the middle of the night to take another painkiller, the other side of the bed is cold and empty.



  



3. Chapter 3
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  Steve turns fifteen the summer he finally realizes he’s in love with Bucky. 

  Inside the apartment, the oppressive heat is unbearable, but outside it’s even worse, the height of the New York summer, and he can feel sweat dripping down the column of his spine, making the thin fabric of his undershirt cling to his skin unpleasantly. The window in the room is wide open and the dark curtains are closed, but even so, the unmoving, sweltering air lingers, and every time Steve takes a breath, it seems like his lungs are not getting enough air, drowning slowly in viscous fluid. 

  It feels like there is a storm building up on the horizon, but there has been no rain for almost two weeks now, and the sky only threatens them with the distant rumbling but never follows through.

  It’s a Sunday, and Bucky’s parents are out with his sisters, meeting with a visiting out-of-town cousin, and Steve has no idea how Bucky managed to get out of this one, but here they are, in an empty apartment on a hot July day, undressed down to their undershirts, drinking lemonade that Bucky bought with the last of his money. 

  There’s a pack of smokes on the bed that Bucky hides from his mother and never lights around Steve on account of his asthma, but still likes to carry around to impress the girls. 

  Steve is fifteen, and he has never kissed a girl, but he knows that Bucky has. He’s been going steady with Mildred Connelly for close to a month now, longer than he had with any other girl in the past, and Steve knows she let him do a lot more than just kiss. 

  (He sees them by accident, just once, Bucky’s hand under her skirt and his mouth on her neck, and from where he stands, Steve can hear the soft noises she’s making. He can’t force himself to look away, but as much as he tries to deny it, he doesn’t look at her at all.

  Bucky tells him all about it when he comes into Steve’s room through the window later in the afternoon, and there’s something in Steve that punches right through his chest at the memory of the two of them together.

  “Yeah, Buck, next thing you know, she’s gonna invite you to meet her folks over dinner,” he says dryly, not looking up from his comic book. Bucky shoves him playfully in the arm.)

  Bucky disappears for a moment, and when he comes back, he carries a bottle of gin, a smile spreading on his face. He sits down on the floor next to Steve, his back propped against the bed, and opens the bottle, takes a swig, then passes it to Steve. 

  “Your folks—” Steve starts to protest but still takes the bottle, holds it up to his lips. 

  “Won’t be back until late,” he says with a shrug. “The girls are staying with aunt Norma for a few days. We can already be in bed by the time they come back, I mean—you’re staying, right?”

  Steve’s mother won’t be home until tomorrow, and with the school out, he has nowhere better to be. “Yeah,” he says and takes a drink from the bottle. It burns his throat on its way down. “Yeah, I’m staying.”

  “Drink up, then,” Bucky encourages as he presses closer, their arms and thighs touching, and Steve takes another big swig just to start coughing uncontrollably a second later. 

  “Hey, whoa, easy there, pal.” Bucky pats him on the back a few times and massages gently, waiting for the fit to pass. It’s a familiar routine, something they’ve done countless times in the past, only now it’s the gin, not the asthma or the whooping cough. “Take it easy, okay? C’mon, pass me the bottle.” 

  Steve does, and he makes the mistake of looking at Bucky as he drinks, his head thrown back and his throat working, the Adam’s apple rising and falling, his lips wrapped around the bottleneck. There’s a familiar aching feeling that tugs at Steve as he watches, and suddenly he feels too hot all over, and just a little short of breath, because Bucky is there, right there, sixteen, broad and muscled, and he smells like a man, strong and musky, and Steve can’t look away.

  It burns inside of him, and he knows it’s not just the alcohol. He knows, in that moment, what this feeling is—what he wants and what he can never have.

  The world doesn’t get nice and mellow after that, like he’s expected after seeing Bucky drunk a few times, when he got giggly and sleepy, and just a little bit more handsy than the usual. Steve feels like he wants to crawl out of his own body, and there’s an insistent buzzing just under his skin that makes him want to do something stupid and reckless, something that he can’t quite name.

  “Hey, Steve, wanna see something nice?” Bucky asks after a long while they spend sitting next to each other, their shoulders and thighs still touching, the touch almost burning against Steve’s skin. 

  Steve can feel the heady rush the alcohol has left behind—he hasn’t had a lot, just the three swigs, but he’s never been drunk before, and he doesn’t quite have the constitution for it. 

  “Mm?” he asks, resting his head on the edge of the bed and stretching his neck to look back at Bucky. His eyes are half-closed, but he can just about make out Bucky’s warm, solid form. 

  Bucky shifts to reach under the mattress and feels around for a short while before he pulls out a thin brochure in a nondescript black cover and hands it to Steve.

  When he opens it, there’s a slightly blurry photograph of a naked woman lying on a chaise longue with her legs spread, one of her hands tangled in the curly hair between her thighs. The rest of the pages, when Steve flips through them almost automatically, are more or less the same—more naked women, some alone, some with other women, some with men. Some of them are dressed in lingerie, some of them are completely naked.

  His throat feels dry.

  “Like what you’re seeing, Steve?” Bucky asks, shifting closer and taking the magazine from Steve’s hands. 

  Steve is fifteen, and he has never seen a naked woman before, except that one time when he was ten and Mrs. O’Rourke went into labor on his mother’s couch during a snowstorm—his mother sent him to fetch the towels and boil the water, and he didn’t look away quick enough as Mrs. O’Rourke lay down with her legs spread to push. But that—that was different. 

  This is dirty and obscene, and in the corner of his eye, Steve can see that Bucky wets his lips with his tongue, shifting a little uncomfortably, and his breath on Steve’s neck and cheek comes just a little faster. 

  Steve is reeling—he needs to go, he needs to not be in the room, needs to go back home and close the window that looks out on the fire escape and that Bucky uses to come in when the door is locked, because it’s clear Bucky is getting off on this, looking at the photograph, at the soft curves and the pale, milky skin, and Steve—

  Steve is painfully hard in his pants, but he’s not looking at the picture, at the girl’s spread legs and her soft breasts. He’s staring at Bucky, flushed pink and biting into his lower lip, and so, so beautiful it hurts to look at him. Steve really wants to know if his lips are as soft as he imagines. 

  It hits him all at once, like a bucket of ice-cold water poured straight over his head, and he feels like he wants to lean in and kiss Bucky right on the mouth, and he feels like he wants to throw up. 

  “Steve? You okay?” Bucky asks as Steve almost works himself into a panic attack. 

  “Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,” Steve says, and he’s a liar, he’s a liar who cannot lie, but Bucky, thankfully, doesn’t press further. “Where did you get this? Isn’t that sort of thing banned?”

  “Got it from Johnny Carter for three packs of smokes,” Bucky says, clearly proud of himself. “He nicked it from his older brother. So, what do ya’ think?”

  Steve almost chokes on his words. “They’re real nice, Buck,” he manages to say. “Real nice.”

  It sounds hollow even to his own ears, and Bucky misinterprets that entirely.

  “Don’t worry, pal, we’ll find you a proper girl, y’know?” he says reassuringly, patting Steve on his thigh while Steve prays please don’t look please don’t look please don’t look over and over again, trying not to hyperventilate. He’s so ashamed and mortified, and he feels like wants to die.

  Bucky, still blissfully oblivious, leans against Steve, loose-limbed and mellow, and when he turns his head, he almost nuzzles his lips against Steve’s neck. Steve’s heart beats so fast he can hardly hear anything else, the frantic pounding like the sound of drums in his ears. He’s still so hard he could cry, and Bucky sits next to him, close enough to touch, and doesn’t even suspect his best friend is in love with him so much it hurts to breathe.

  Steve wants to run and he wants to never, ever move from this spot.

  He understands that Bucky—Bucky, who likes pretty girls and soft breasts, and nice curves, and all the things Steve isn’t—can never know.



  .



  He takes the subway when he goes to retrieve his bike. He doesn’t do that as often as he’d like, because he knows that people tend to stare and take pictures of him on their phones when they think he doesn’t notice. 

  He doesn’t mind those who sometimes stop him in the street to ask for a photo or an autograph—he understands it’s something that comes with the title, and besides he knows it’s hard not to stand out from the crowd when you’re almost a head taller than anyone else, so there’s not much anonymity he can count on either way—but those who snap his pictures and then sell them to the papers which speculate if he’s mentally fit to serve the country, those he does mind. So he avoids the subway and keeps his head down, and he can still hear the telling click of a phone camera, not nearly as inconspicuous as the owner thinks he’s being. 

  Steve is tired. He is so, so tired, but he still sits ramrod straight, staring out the window, and tries to keep it together.

  He starts to text Sam when he’s halfway there, then remembers that Sam has a group this time in the morning. The VA is not far from where he’s left his bike. 

  Steve waits outside until the meeting is over, and it’s such a familiar scene, almost a déjà vu, from when they met for the second time, when they were still practically strangers to each other. They have come a long way since then. 

  Sam stays behind for a moment, talking to a woman in a wheelchair, and Steve hangs back in the hallway, watching as the other group members slowly start to leave the meeting room. Some of them pass him by without a second glance, but some of them look at him in that way that tells him he’s been recognized. He keeps his expression neutral, nods back when some of the regulars he’s seen around acknowledge him first. He doesn’t want to seem presumptuous or overbearing. He’s only a guest here, an intruder—this is their time, their space.

  “Hey, man, what’s up.” Sam finally joins him in the hallway, after he has said the last of his goodbyes. “Not that I’m not glad to see you, but I didn’t expect you to show up today. You okay?”

  Steve shrugs. “I was in the neighborhood,” he says. “Left my bike a couple blocks down yesterday before the mission, thought I would come by.”

  Sam considers him carefully for a moment.

  “How are the ribs?” he asks as they walk down the hallway.

  Steve winces at the memory of the almost sleepless night.

  “Bruised like hell,” he says.

  “Yeah, I bet that’s nothing compared to your bruised ego, though.” Sam bumps into his shoulder playfully, and Steve lets out a breathy laugh. 

  “Yeah, but they hurt more,” he says. 

  They walk in silence for a moment. It’s Sam who breaks it first.

  “Okay, question,” he starts. “If I ask how you’re feeling, are you gonna feed me crap?” 

  They pass a confectionery store, and Steve entertains the thought of buying some chocolate before he heads back home. He remembers Bucky used to love salt water taffy and nougat. 

  They go inside.

  “I’m— tired,” Steve says in a rush of breath as they stand in line. “I’m trying my best, but I have no idea what I’m doing most of the time, and I’m just— tired.”

  Sam looks at him, assessing. “Okay,” he says. “Fair enough. Just remember that the invitation still stands. If you ever want to talk about it. Or if your boy ever wants to talk about it.” 

  Steve nods. “Yeah, I know. Thanks, Sam.”

  They walk out of the store when they bump into a couple of kids, who stop in their tracks and stare at them, wide-eyed and star-struck. Steve plasters on his best Captain America smile while Sam just watches with raised eyebrows. Then the girl elbows the taller boy in the arm and whispers, “Ian, that’s the Falcon.”

  The boy just sighs in that long-suffering way that signals a particularly exasperated older brother. “She wants to be a pilot when she grows up,” he says by way of explanation, clearly trying to cover his earlier excitement with badly faked indifference.

  The girl asks for an autograph, then asks if Steve could take a picture of, as she puts it, her with the Falcon.

  Sam laughs all the way to the parking lot.



  .



  Bucky reads a lot these days. He’s always loved books, and back when they lived together before the war, he would sometimes bring a stack of old paperbacks, crumbling with age and use, and then read them over and over again until they fell apart. 

  There was a time he could quote whole passages from Poe and Dickinson, and he loved H.G. Wells but hated Hemingway with a passion. 

  Now, he reads anything and everything he can get his hands on. He starts with the books in Steve’s apartment. There’s a lot of history books, from the time when Steve was still catching up on everything that he’s missed over the last seventy years, some novels (a lot of science fiction, a bit of everything else), some biographies he’s been meaning to read for ages, some books about art. Bucky reads all of it. 

  Steve notices the books going missing pretty early on, but he doesn’t comment, happy that Bucky is making his own choices, however small. Instead, he starts to buy the ones that he thinks Bucky might like and casually puts them on the shelves, next to those he’d bought before he moved in. 

  Bucky, in turn, doesn’t comment on that, if he notices the changes, but the books still end up in his bedroom.

  When Steve comes back with his bike, a small paper bag filled with taffy and nougat in hand, Bucky is sitting on the couch with a book in his lap, his back propped against the cushions, ramrod straight. He’s wearing an oversized hoodie that belongs to Steve and looks even more withdrawn than yesterday evening—there are dark circles under his eyes, and he’s gripping the book so hard his knuckles have gone white. 

  It’s the eerie stillness in his posture that catches Steve’s attention—it looks unnatural, and it reminds Steve of that first night, when Bucky looked like he wasn’t even there most of the time.

  “Hey, Buck,” Steve says in a light, even voice, putting the small, brown bag on the coffee table and pushing it slightly towards Bucky. “I brought you some sweets. Hope you still like salt water taffy.”

  Bucky doesn’t respond, keeps staring straight ahead with unseeing eyes, and he looks gone gone gone.

  “I killed Howard Stark,” he says after a few seconds have passed, and Steve can feel his stomach drop. He’s been waiting for Bucky to start remembering his targets—waiting and dreading the moment—but he couldn’t predict that would be the first one. It still feels like a punch to the gut.

  There is not much he can say to that without outright lying, so he settles on, “Yeah. I know.”

  The change in Bucky’s demeanor is almost immediate.

  “You know?” He sounds angry, and Steve feels almost, almost relieved, because angry is better than catatonic. 

  “It’s in the file.”

  “You knew that I killed someone we knew, a friend, and you still let me near you?” Bucky stands up and squares his shoulders, like he’s getting ready for a fight, then visibly forces himself to take a few steps back, putting as much distance between Steve and himself as possible. “You knew all this and you let me sleep in the same bed? Are you fucking insane?”

  He looks horrified and confused, and a little bit like he wants to cry. Steve swallows painfully around the tightness in his throat.

  “It wasn’t you. It was them. I’m not afraid of you, Buck,” he says, and it takes everything in him in that moment, every ounce of willpower, not to take a step closer. Bucky looks down, his mouth a thin, tight line. “They used you, but it wasn’t you, it was all them. You are my friend, and I trust you. You know me. You’re my friend, and you’ll always be my friend, and I’m not afraid of you, so please, please, would you look at me?”

  He desperately needs Bucky to understand—he needs him to understand that there’s nothing in the files he’s read that would make Steve love him less, that would make Steve not care about him, not want to be near him. They’ve been kept apart for more than seventy years, and now Bucky is here, a little more himself every day, not that empty shell of a man HYDRA left him, and Steve is still wearing Bucky’s dog tags under his shirt, and he loves him so much it hurts to breathe, and there’s nothing he wouldn’t do to make these horrors go away, and he can’t even touch him, because Bucky flinches every time Steve gets too close, and he will not be that man.

  “I—” Bucky says, still looking down, and his voice sounds wrecked, gravelly and thick, like he’s choking on something. “I think I want to be alone for a while.”

  Steve takes a deep breath, then another, and he holds it in for a moment before he exhales. “Okay,” he says. “Okay. Just remember that you don’t need to.”

  Bucky nods—a gesture so small Steve almost misses it—and disappears behind his bedroom door. 

  It’s the most difficult thing in the world, not to go after him.



  .



   (He pulls on it. He pulls on the thread, and it’s like watching it emerge from under his skin, red and thick and bloody, but he can’t stop pulling, not until he gets it all out, until it leaves a small wound that doesn’t close, and he remembers. 

  There are screams in his throat that he can’t let out, and he claws at it with his fingers until they, too, come away bloody.)



  .



  Steve wakes up in the middle of the night to a text from Sharon—telling him about her new assignment and asking him how he’s doing in that particular way which suggests she already knows what’s going on—and a missed call from Natasha. He sends her a message, because Natasha appreciates a quick response no matter the hour, and decides to wait until morning to text Sharon, who’s probably already asleep and won’t be up for another few hours.

  The pain in the fractured rib is almost a distant memory by now, though half of his left side is just one big, purple-green bruise, and Steve presses against his skin with his fingers to see if it still hurts to the touch. It’s still a little tender, and Steve takes a couple of deep breaths, just in case. 

  It’s quiet, save for the sounds of New York at night filtering through the window, and for a moment Steve almost misses the noisy barracks and cramped tents pitched in the middle of the woods, he misses sleeping next to each other in makeshift camps and the sounds of Morita’s soft snoring, but most of all, he misses the comfortable weight of Bucky next to him, sleeping in his own bed roll, always close enough to touch. 

  The Commandos used to tease them about it sometimes, how Steve and Bucky seemed to be almost joined at the hip, but beneath all that, they all knew the value of the comfort that physical and emotional closeness brought this far behind the enemy lines, away from their families. The only difference was, Steve had his family right beside him. 

  Now, Steve twists his hands in the sheets and pushes his legs up to his chest, rests his head on his knees and breathes. It’s hard. It’s so, so hard for him to be here, alone in the dark, in a too-big, too-empty bed, while Bucky is just on the other side of the wall. 

  He can’t even begin to imagine how hard it must be for Bucky, who dreams his nightmares in silence and blood.

  Steve doesn’t turn on the light when he gets out of the bed, just pads to the door in almost complete darkness, his feet bare, toes curling against the cold hardwood floor. He walks to the kitchen, taking in his surroundings—the bathroom door is ajar where it had been closed before, and there’s an apple missing from the fruit bowl, but Bucky’s door remains closed.

  He reaches for a glass in the dark, and it slips out of his fingers, shattering into pieces on the tile. Steve curses under his breath and takes two steps back, stepping carefully to avoid the broken glass. Behind him, there’s a sound of a door opening, bare feet pounding against the wood.

  “Don’t come any closer, there’s glass on the floor,” Steve says, turning, and when he looks at Bucky, he has a knife in his hand. Steve takes another step back, and he can feel a shard of glass pierce his skin. “Fuck,” he mutters. 

  Bucky stands in the middle of the living room, and he seems to be absent from his own body, his eyes glazed over and his fingers clenched painfully around the knife handle.

  “Hey, Buck, it’s okay, it’s fine, you’re okay, we’re safe,” Steve says reassuringly and watches as Bucky comes back from wherever his mind had gone and reluctantly lets go of the knife, which falls to the floor with a loud clatter. “I just broke a glass, that’s all.”

  He turns the light on to inspect the damage. The kitchen is a mess, there’s glass everywhere, and when he lifts his foot—

  “You’re bleeding,” Bucky says. 

  There is a piece of glass firmly lodged in Steve’s arch, and blood is trickling slowly down towards his heel, making a mess on the cream tile. 

  “Yeah, I know, shit, let me just—” 

  He yanks the piece of glass out and takes off the tank top he wore to sleep to stop the blood flow, because to get to his first aid kit, he’d have to walk to the bathroom, and that is not an option right now, then sits with his back against the fridge, waiting for the bleeding to subside. After a moment, Bucky comes closer, stepping around the glass, and kneels in front of Steve. 

  “You’re wearing my dog tags,” he says. 

  He doesn’t look up to meet Steve’s eyes, but he must hear how fast Steve’s heart is beating—Steve can feel it all the way up to his throat, and it’s threatening to choke him, because there is no reason for him to be wearing these dog tags, except one, and he feels like he’s fifteen again, trying not to drown in Bucky’s glow and failing, and it’s so, so hard to breathe. 

  “Your sister gave them to me,” he says eventually, taking them off to drop them into Bucky’s hand. His voice sounds unnatural even to his own ears. “She said you sent them back to me, but I was already at Camp Lehigh. You should have them, they’re yours. I was just— keeping them safe for you, I guess.” 

  He stands up gingerly, noticing that he’s mostly stopped bleeding somewhere in the middle of this, and Bucky follows suit, still gripping the dog tags in his left hand. Steve feels strangely naked without their familiar weight around his neck, but it’s only right that Bucky should get his old dog tags back. They belong to him. 

  “Okay, I need to clean up this mess,” Steve says, and he manages a small smile. “You can go back to sleep now, sorry I woke you up.”

  “Wasn’t sleeping.” Bucky takes two steps back, but he doesn’t disappear in his room. Instead, he lingers just out of Steve’s reach, waiting while Steve gets rid of the glass and scrubs the blood from the tiles. 

  Outside, it starts to rain, a quiet pattering of the drops against the windows. 

  “You drew me like this, once, while it was raining,” Bucky says. It’s quiet, almost intimate; it makes Steve stop in his tracks for a short moment, frozen with the sharp pain the memory brings. “You never wanted to draw me, for some reason.”

  Steve almost laughs, an ugly, throaty laugh, because that, too, is a lie. There was a sketchbook, hidden better than anything else Steve has ever possessed, filled with nothing but Bucky. 

  (Steve destroys it the night before he leaves for basic. He burns it in the backyard, waits until the wind scatters the ashes, pretends it’s only the smoke that makes his eyes water.)

  “Yeah, I remember,” he says. “You were so bored, it was like you were trying to crawl out of your skin. Couldn’t sit still for five minutes when we got down to it, though.”

  There’s a moment of silence that stretches between them like a too-tight string.

  “I could sit still now,” Bucky says, and Steve feels like he’s been punched in the stomach. There’s an acrid taste in his mouth. 

  He knows. He’s seen what they had done to make him sit still. 

  “Feeling better?” Steve asks quietly as he puts the mop away, sidestepping the topic altogether. 

  Bucky shrugs, the gesture awkward, half-aborted. 

  “I once lay on a roof for ten hours, waiting for the target. They told me if I did well, that I wouldn’t have to go back. To the cryo,” he clarifies. “They lied. And I don’t know why they did that. I lay on that roof for ten hours, and I took the shot. She was just a girl, couldn’t have been older than sixteen, but I did everything they asked. They didn’t have to say anything, they could’ve just prepped me and dispatched me after. But they did, and it makes no sense, and I just— I keep getting stuck on those moments, and they make no sense.”

  Steve bunches up the bloodied tank top in his hands and takes a few steps closer. This time, Bucky doesn’t flinch, doesn’t step back. 

  “I don’t know, Buck,” Steve says with a sigh. He can feel the crease between his eyebrows deepen, turn into an unhappy frown. “I don’t know why they did what they did. Maybe they enjoyed their power. Maybe it was all a joke for them. But if you ever get stuck on a memory from before, from the war or when we lived together, or from your childhood, you know you can ask me, right?”

  “Yeah,” Bucky admits after another moment of silence. “Yeah, I know.”

  This time, when Steve turns in the doorway, a silent invitation in his eyes and his heart beating just a little bit faster, Bucky follows him into the bedroom. 

  When Steve wakes up in the morning, the bed is cold and empty again, but on the pillow next to him, there are Bucky’s dog tags and a small note, written hastily on a scrap of paper.

  
    They belong to you.





  



4. Chapter 4
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  Steve finds him at the end of the bar, away from the crowds gathered around the tables, loud, rowdy soldiers enjoying a night of well-deserved leave. They’re in the Netherlands, close to the Belgian border, in a small town that looks just like a tiny dot on the map—insignificant in the grand scheme of things. 

  They are on their way back from Poland—they destroyed a HYDRA munitions factory near Poznań, and it was a hellish mission, more than three days of march from their drop zone, slogging through three feet of wet snow, short days and long nights, temperatures falling well below ten degrees. 

  Some nights, Steve thought he would never be warm again. 

  Here, in the Netherlands, the winter is much less harsh, less furious, less determined to make them pay for braving the outdoors, and there’s only slight chill in the air that reminds them it’s still January. 

  In the middle of the bar, warm and brightly lit, Dum Dum and Gabe are dancing with the local girls while Morita and Dernier shout at them from their table. Falsworth only observes them with amusement, and Bucky—Bucky sits alone, away from the rest of the crowd.

  “Don’t care to join them?” Steve asks, watching as Bucky hides his wry smile in the rim of the glass.

  “You wouldn’t dance with me anyway,” Bucky says, elbowing Steve lightly in the arm, like it’s an old, tired joke, like Steve didn’t kiss him just a few days ago.

  “Look, you don’t gotta pretend—” Steve starts, exasperated, and there’s so much that he wants to tell Bucky, and there’s so much that he can’t say. Not here, not now. “I get it, Buck, okay? I get it. So lay off.”

  Bucky looks at him for a second, then his eyes dart back to his almost empty glass of whiskey. 

  “We got some leave coming up,” he says eventually, and his voice sounds like he’s pleasantly mellow and strangely on edge at the same time. “I bet you miss sleeping in a normal bed real bad, just like the rest of us. I’m so done with bed rolls and cold gruel for breakfast. And you’re gonna see Agent Carter again pretty soon. Ain’t that great, Stevie?” 

  It all sounds forced. It sounds false, and Steve has no idea how to fix it, but he knows he has to, because it’s all his fault.

  He desperately wishes he could get drunk right now. 

  “Yeah,” he says, puts a hand on Bucky’s shoulder and waits for him to move away, but he doesn’t, he just leans into the touch. “Yeah, it’s great.” 

  The thing is—Steve knows he’s in love with Agent Carter like he has never been in love with a woman before in his entire life. 

  This doesn’t mean that he has stopped loving Bucky. 

  It’s just another thing he knows—he will love Bucky for as long as he breathes, it’s in his blood, deep in his marrow, carved into his bones, and it’s never, ever going away. He’s lived with this truth for the last ten years, and he knows this better than he has known anything else. 

  It’s selfish, he understands, but he’s never claimed to be a virtuous man. 

  He passes Bucky the pack of cigarettes he got from one of the Dutch soldiers, watches as Bucky’s eyes widen and a more genuine smile appears on his lips. Steve knows Bucky has taken up smoking again, a habit he’d kicked as soon as they moved in together after the funeral, but now he doesn’t need to mind Steve’s weak lungs, and Steve looks at him as he lights up the cigarette, takes a deep drag and exhales, the smoke curling upwards in a grey ribbon. 

  “We need to be up by oh five hundred tomorrow for the transport,” Steve says then, signaling the bartender for a beer. 

  Bucky takes another deep drag of the cigarette and nods. “Yeah, I figured they’d have us up and at it pretty early. I bet Phillips can’t wait to have us back in London. Stark, too.”

  “They’ve already loaded the crates,” Steve adds. “I made sure there would be guards posted around the clock until we get those weapons back to Stark.”

  They have rooms upstairs, all of them, just for the night. He could just slink away right now, and they wouldn’t even miss him, well on their way to drunk and flirting with all the pretty girls, but there’s an impatient feeling that he can’t quite name gnawing at him, and Steve knows, if he went to bed now, he would just toss and turn until morning, trying to chase the insistent buzzing under his skin away. So he stays, with Bucky at his side, their thighs touching comfortably under the bar, and it feels like even this simple touch manages to ground him, silences the noise in his head. After a long moment, Steve reaches over to where Bucky keeps his hand on his knee and slowly, cautiously, tangles their fingers together, away from the prying eyes. To his left, he hears a sharp intake of breath, then nothing.

  When he looks over at Bucky, Bucky doesn’t look at him at all.



  .



  (It’s like digging up the grave they buried you in, and when you open the coffin to look into the face of the person who used to be you, the only thing you can see are the bones, everything else turned into dust. 

  In this dream, the skull has no eyes, only two bottomless holes that gape at you, and you’re empty, so empty inside, even though your mind is reeling, full of half-formed memories that slip through your fingers like the dry soil they scattered on your grave, ashes to ashes, dust to dust.)



  .



  Steve comes back from his morning run late. After he parts ways with Sam, he decides to come by his favorite breakfast place and pick up something for Bucky and for himself, and then the new cashier is so flustered at the sight of him that he writes down the wrong order, so Steve has to wait longer than he usually does, and then he bumps into Colonel Rhodes, of all people. This ends up with the two of them sharing coffee at the café by the Tower and an invitation to come visit Tony who, in Pepper’s absence, is apparently not only cranky, but also bored out of his skull. 

  “That’s always a dangerous combination,” Rhodes informs him, but there’s a lot of affection hidden behind the long-suffering expression. 

  “Sorry to hear that, but I’m afraid I won’t be able to provide any entertainment today,” Steve says with a smile, finishing off his Americano. “And it was really nice to see you, sir, but I should probably be going now.”

  “Rhodey, please,” Rhodes insists, not for the first time, but there’s something in him that screams authority in that quiet, understated way that makes Steve stand to attention despite the fact that he is no longer in the military. 

  They finally part ways at the public entry to the Tower, and Steve takes the subway home. By the time he unlocks the door, juggling a paper bag with their breakfast and another paper bag containing groceries he’s decided to pick up along the way, it’s almost half past ten. 

  Steve rarely sleeps in, jokes that he’s had enough sleep to last him a lifetime or two, but the truth is, he misses it sometimes. Back then, they couldn’t afford to get up late during the week, but on Sundays, they would sometimes lie in bed for hours, deep-seated Catholic guilt washing over them whenever they heard the church bells ringing for Mass. 

  When Steve comes in, Bucky is sleeping on the couch again. He does that a lot these days—there are naps during the day, and he always goes to bed early, even though before the war, he’d loved to stay up late, out dancing, or drinking, or just reading by the lamp at home. Steve knows that it’s good for him, that it’s his brain signaling the need to repair itself after years of torture and repeatedly inflicted damage, that it’s making him better. 

  The other thing is—he doesn’t wake up anymore when Steve comes in. Like Bucky trusts him enough to allow himself to be vulnerable in Steve’s presence. It makes something in his chest tighten every time.

  There’s something in Bucky’s sleeping form that makes him look younger and ancient at the same time, and Steve wants to smooth out the lines around his eyes and mouth, wants to tuck the hair that keeps falling across Bucky’s face behind his ear. He wants to touch him so bad it hurts. 

  He likes to think that he’s doing fine, considering. He also knows Sam would tell him that he’s full of shit, but this is a level of honesty with himself that Steve really can’t afford right now—that brief moment of clarity the night Bucky came home aside. It’s not about being oblivious or stubborn—dogged, Bucky used to say—it’s about compartmentalization. If he doesn’t think about it, then maybe he won’t crumble under the weight on his shoulders, and he will be there when—if—Bucky needs him. He knows he won’t make himself okay through the sheer force of will, but he sure as hell can try.

  Steve is putting the groceries away when Bucky finally wakes up, and it’s different from all the other times Steve has seen him come to in the last few weeks; it’s gradual, unhurried, and Bucky snuggles into the warm blanket for a moment, taking long, deep breaths. 

  “I bought us breakfast,” Steve says when Bucky opens his eyes after a long moment. “Coffee?”

  Bucky clears his throat. “Yes, please,” he says, then, “Did you get my note?”

  Without thinking, Steve touches the dog tags hidden under his shirt with the tips of his fingers and smiles, ducking his head to hide it. “Yeah. Yeah, I did. Thank you, Buck.”

  There’s a look in Bucky’s eyes that passes almost instantly and that Steve can’t, for the life of him, decipher.

  “Turkey or beef?” he asks instead, holding up the pastrami, even though he knows Bucky will pick beef anyway. 

  Steve turns on the news while the coffee is brewing, and they eat with the low hum of the tv serving as background noise. There’s apparently a new homeless shelter being built in one of the neighborhoods Steve remembers from before the war. 

  “Didn’t we get kicked out of a bar there, once?” Bucky asks after the anchors have moved on to the next story. Steve smiles into his coffee.

  “Well, technically, we didn’t get kicked out,” he says. “I got kicked out and dragged you down with me. Not the first time and certainly not the last.”

  He came home that night with a bruised jaw and a giant shiner, but Bucky almost got his nose broken by a guy three times Steve’s size.

  “Good times,” he adds after a beat. The uncomfortable tightness around Bucky’s mouth disappears a little. Steve counts that as a win.



  .



  Natasha calls him just as they’re about to turn in for the night. 

  “Suit up, soldier,” she says without any preamble. “I got a lead on a sleeper cell, but we need to act fast. I’m sending you the coordinates for the rendezvous, and Sam’s already on his way. I’m bringing Clint, too.”

  “I’m on my way,” he says and disconnects. 

  When he turns around, Bucky is there, looking at him.

  “You’re heading out, aren’t you.” He doesn’t even phrase it like a question. 

  “Yeah, we got a tip on a sleeper cell, small team, in and out, shouldn’t be too complicated. I got backup,” Steve says before Bucky can ask, strapping on the Kevlar and reaching for his shield. “Don’t wait up, okay? I might be late.”

  He’s already halfway out the door when he hears Bucky say, “Steve—”

  “Yeah?” Steve turns around to look at him.

  A beat of silence, then Bucky shakes his head. 

  “Nothing,” he says. “Nothing. Go.”

  In the end, they find an empty warehouse, some old, outdated equipment that definitely belonged to HYDRA but has been rendered absolutely useless, and next to no usable intel.

  “What the hell, Natasha,” Steve says, and it comes out harsher than he’s intended. “You said the intel was good.”

  Natasha takes it all in stride. “Clearly, I need to reevaluate my sources. But hey, at least there were no surprise bombs this time, so that’s a plus.”

  Steve groans a little, all the anger seeping out of him in a matter of seconds. Behind him, he can hear Clint snicker. 

  “You guys have been getting blown up without me?” he asks. “Aw, that’s not fair.”

  “Believe me, man,” Sam says then, “next time we do that, you can have my spot. Because getting blown up? Not the greatest feeling in the world, let me tell you. I could do without the excitement.”

  Steve is about to head back when Natasha calls him over to the side with a small gesture. 

  “Listen, Steve,” she says once they’re close enough to whisper. “I’ve been hearing a lot of chatter, they’re getting impatient with you up on the Hill. My guess is, you’re gonna get subpoenaed, and sooner rather than later. Until then, you have to figure out what to do. Both of you. You can’t keep him hidden away forever, not if you want him to have a stab at a normal life, whatever normal means.”

  Steve’s jaw clenches painfully. “You know there are people who will be calling for his head,” he says pointedly in a hushed voice, feeling the tension in his muscles. It’s not the first time he’s thought about it, it’s just that he doesn’t have many illusions left, and he’s already read the back of this book, he knows how it ends. “You know how many people HYDRA had him kill over the years, and they want someone to blame, someone other than Pierce, so they will find a scapegoat and call it justice. And I won’t let this happen. They will have to come through me before they get to him.”

  Natasha considers him carefully for a moment.

  “I still have a few strings to pull. And so do you,” she says. Steve looks at her, waiting for an explanation, although he suspects he already knows what she’s about to say. “Don’t forget you still have that standing invitation to the White House. If worse comes to worst, you’ll know how to use it, right? And besides, Ellis still owes Rhodey. All it would take is one word. You know Rhodey will do this if you ask.”

  Steve nods. “Yeah, yeah, I know,” he says, then adds in a rush of breath, “He’s not going to prison, Natasha. He’s not going to spend the rest of his life in the solitary, caged like an animal, for something that was done to him.”

  By his sides, his fists are clenched so hard he thinks he’s about to break his bones.

  “Whatever happens, just remember you have people you can trust, Steve.” Natasha looks up at him and touches his arm lightly with the tips of her fingers. “And so does he.”

  Steve takes another deep breath.

  “I will.” He kisses her on the cheek. “Thanks for the heads-up.”



  .



  Bucky is still up when Steve comes back, watching tv and looking through one of Steve’s comic books at the same time. 

  “They’re making a show about us,” he informs him, instead saying of hello. 

  Steve puts his shield away and starts to undo the zips and straps on his Kevlar.

  “Two,” he says, already stripped down to his undershirt. “Well, one of them is about Peggy, but we have a part, too. They tried to get me to give them an endorsement. Or a quote. Or anything, really. But don’t worry, Buck, you’re handsome enough in both of them. I checked, just for you.”

  Bucky doesn’t answer, just continues to leaf through the comic book.

  Steve still feels on edge after his conversation with Natasha, and his back muscles are screaming in pain from the tension he seems to carry everywhere he goes these days. 

  “I’m gonna go hit the shower,” he says, and Bucky finally looks at him, and there it is again, that strange look that Steve just can’t figure out. 

  Once he steps under the hot spray, he allows himself a few moments when he just stands there, letting the water wash over him, his eyes closed and his face turned up into the steady, warm stream. He feels at the same time boneless and stiff, tired and restless, and—he discovers with no small amount of surprise—just a little bit turned on, the way he sometimes does when he’s been on edge for too long. After a moment’s hesitation, he braces himself against the tiled wall, wraps a hand around himself and clenches his teeth to keep the sound in as he strokes himself fast and rough, desperately trying not to think about Bucky and failing miserably. He can’t even remember the last time he did this, too preoccupied with everything else that’s happened to think about his libido, but now the floodgates have opened, and Steve bites into his lip so hard he almost breaks skin, muffles the sound of his breathy little moans with his hand and comes all over the tiles in absolute silence, with the image of Bucky carved under his eyelids.

  He cleans the mess quickly, burning with shame and guilt. He knows he shouldn’t have done it, not like that, because he desperately, desperately wants to do the right thing, and this—this doesn’t feel like it at all. 

  When he walks out of the shower, he doesn’t feel better, just bone-tired and frustrated with himself, and Bucky must pick up on this, because he gives Steve a wide berth and hesitates for a moment when he crosses the door to Steve’s bedroom. 

  Steve gives him a tired smile. “Everything okay?” he asks. 

  Bucky shakes himself out of his reverie. “Yeah,” he says, “yeah, I’m okay. Are you?”

  Steve sits there for a moment in stunned silence, unable to give the automatic response that’s expected of him, and Bucky frowns, then takes the last few steps that separate him from the bed and sits on the edge of the mattress, putting a bit of distance between Steve and himself.

  “Steve?” he asks. “Are you okay?”

  Steve swallows and takes a deep breath. “Yeah, I’m fine.” This time, the answer comes easily.

  Bucky looks at him for a second, two seconds, five.

  “You’re lying,” he says eventually. “Why are you lying to me? Are you hurt?”

  “No, Buck, I’m just tired.” Steve rubs his face and sighs. “Can we go to sleep?”

  There’s just more silence for a while, and Steve thinks the conversation is over and he can finally try to get some rest when Bucky says, “You never touch me.”

  For a moment, the only thing Steve hears is the ringing in his ears. 

  “What?” he asks, even though his mouth feels like cotton.

  When Steve turns to face Bucky, Bucky doesn’t look at him at all.

  “You never—” he starts, and he looks exasperated and hesitant at the same time. “I’ve been here for almost six weeks, and you’ve— You never touch me. At all. I know I’m not—” Bucky’s mouth is a thin line and he keeps looking to his left. “I know it must be repulsive to you, I know that, and that’s okay, it’s okay, I get it, but—”

  It hits Steve like a punch to the gut, and when he realizes what Bucky is talking about, he feels like he wants to throw up. 

  “Bucky,” he interrupts in a hoarse voice, because he needs him to stop talking, he needs Bucky to understand how utterly wrong he is about this. “Bucky, please, look at me. Please.”

  When he does, his eyes are glassy, and his lips look bitten raw. 

  “It’s not— Christ, you’re not repulsive, that’s not what I—” Steve chokes out. “There’s nothing about you that I could ever find repulsive. But you’ve had enough people touching you without your permission. Without your consent. I didn’t want to be another one who violated that trust, because then I wouldn’t have been any better than Pierce. Than HYDRA. I— God, Bucky, I missed you so much, and then you came back, and then you came here, came home to me, and suddenly I wasn’t so angry that I was alive anymore.” He takes a deep, shaky breath. “I haven’t been doing too good, Buck.” He smiles, and that smile, too, is shaky and watery. “I haven’t been doing too good for a long, long time.”

  It’s impossible to tell, in retrospect, which one of them closes the distance, but then Bucky just crumples in Steve’s arms, and it is shattering to watch.

  Steve holds him for a long, long time, until the violent shaking starts to subside. He knows his own eyes are red and swollen, and he can feel Bucky’s hot, wet breath in the crook of his neck, ghosting over his skin with each quivery inhale and exhale.

  “It’s okay,” he whispers, over and over again. “It’s okay, I got you.”

  It’s okay, he thinks. We’re gonna be okay.





  .



  For the first time since they started to share the bed, when Steve wakes up, Bucky is still sleeping, curled up next to him, his hair falling into his eyes, his fingers wrapped loosely around Steve’s wrist. 

  Steve knows it is an act of trust—to be so open, so vulnerable with another person after what Bucky has been through shows that he has faith in Steve to do the right thing. 

  The wave of guilt that washes over him almost threatens to choke him. 

  Bucky must sense the change in Steve’s breathing, his transition from sleep to consciousness, because he makes a soft noise in the back of his throat and shifts closer, hiding his face in the crook of Steve’s neck again, breathing slowly and steadily. It would be so, so easy in that moment to fall into Bucky completely, to press dry lips to his forehead and stay like this until the morning sun finally reaches the windows, bathing the room in a soft glow. It would be so easy to tell Bucky everything Steve has kept hidden for more than eighty years, to tell him the dog tags around Steve’s neck feel almost like a wedding ring. 

  Steve takes a deep, steadying breath and feels Bucky stir. When he finally looks down, Bucky is looking up at him. 

  “Sorry I woke you,” Steve whispers in a low, sleep-rough voice. “You should go back to sleep, ’s still early.”

  Bucky blinks a few times. “What time is it?”

  Steve reaches blindly for his watch and clears his throat as he checks the time. “A little after six. We should both go back to sleep. I don’t intend to be up at least for another hour.”

  Bucky licks his lips and pushes his hair back. “Need to do something about it,” he mutters with annoyance. “Will you cut it for me later? Like we used to?”

  Steve just nods, overcome with the memory of all those times he sat in the middle of the kitchen, staring into the old, stained mirror as Bucky cut his hair, just for him to return the favor later on. There was always something incredibly intimate about it that Steve couldn’t put his finger on. 

  “Good,” Bucky says then, and Steve expects him to scoot away now that they’re a bit more awake, but Bucky stays where he is, curled around Steve, and his hand moves up until Bucky’s fingers close around his old dog tags. “You’re wearing them,” he says, like he can’t quite believe it.

  “Of course I’m wearing them, Buck,” Steve tells him in a soft voice. “Have been for the past two years, don’t intend to stop now.”

  Bucky falls asleep after a while, but Steve stays awake, almost painfully aware of Bucky’s closeness. It feels like he belongs there, in this bed with Bucky on a warm day in autumn, like he’s finally got back that part of himself that he didn’t even realize he’d been missing all along. 

  This, of course, doesn’t mean anything, because the fact that Steve loves Bucky doesn’t mean Bucky loves him back. Not like this. And Steve will love him in any way Bucky will let him, but he knows that the longing, the ache—that’s never going away. It’s been more than eighty years since that afternoon in July, and it’s still here, that little tug deep in his chest every time he looks at Bucky, the painful twist just behind his heart which he’s learned to keep hidden at all cost. Steve might not be a good liar, but this—this is different. This is self-preservation, and if there’s anything that can be said about Steve, it’s that he’s a survivor. He perseveres, against all odds. It’s just a part of that, one way Steve ensures he can go on, day after day.

  He remembers that one kiss in the corner of an abandoned factory somewhere in Denmark, the way Bucky went rigid under the soft press of Steve’s dry lips, the way he gently pushed him away, the way he said, Steve, you know it’s not like this, even though it sounded false, even though they both knew that this, too, was a lie, and Steve remembers that he kissed him then because Bucky looked so, so lost inside his own head. 

  He knew they did something to him back in that lab, something ugly and dark, and twisted, something that lived just under Bucky’s skin and sometimes, just sometimes, pushed its way up to the surface.

  Now he knows everything. It doesn’t make him feel any better. 

  Bucky wakes up for the second time quarter past seven and rolls away to lie on his back, throws a hand across his eyes, and Steve can see that he’s still a little soft around the edges, sleep-warm where their thighs are still touching and open in a way he hasn’t been in a very long time. 

  “Breakfast?” Steve asks, ignoring the way Bucky stretches, exposing his neck. 

  “Not yet,” he says, the words a little slurred.

  “See, it’s just like back when we lived together before the war,” Steve says, his tone light and playful. “You lazing about in bed all day, me doing all the work around the house. It’s like we’ve never left.”



  .



  Later, Steve goes for his morning run—this time without Sam, who had some important business at the VA to attend to—and runs until he almost keels over from exhaustion, until he can’t think about anything besides the comforting pain in his muscles. 

  He grits his teeth as he stretches. He has this under control. 

  When he comes back, Bucky is there, with a pair of scissors in his hand, and he passes them to Steve, handle-first. “You promised,” he says. 

  They move to the bathroom, and Bucky sits down on the edge of the tub, facing away from Steve. 

  “How short do you want it?” Steve asks, wiping his hands down on his running pants. He feels strangely nervous. “Like before, or—?”

  “Not that short.” Bucky shakes his head. “Not yet. More like— up to here.” He points to the line of his ear, and Steve nods.

  “Okay, I think I got it. Haven’t done that in a long time, though,” he says, half-joking. “You sure you want to trust me not to make you look like an idiot?”

  “There’s no one else I trust,” Bucky says then, and it lands a clean hit straight into Steve’s chest. 

  “Okay.” He takes a deep breath. “Okay.” 

  Steve steels himself and starts cutting. 

  Once they’re done, Bucky looks at himself in the bathroom mirror for a long time. He looks different—different from the Sergeant James Buchanan Barnes of the Howling Commandos, and different from the Winter Soldier, his hair reaching just past his ear, parted to the side and curling a little at the ends, still slightly damp from where Steve wet them before they started.

  “You look good,” Steve says.

  After that, he leaves Bucky in the bathroom and starts to rummage through one of the drawers in his bedroom for a moment until his fingers close around a familiar shape. When Bucky pads slowly over to the bedroom, Steve reaches out and pressed his own dog tags into Bucky’s hand before he can think better of it. 

  “It’s only fair,” he says.
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  For the next few days, things are quiet—the city is drowning in rain, grey and dark, the red and golden leaves turning to brown sludge on the sidewalks, pedestrians faceless in the sea of umbrellas. 

  Bucky is more silent again, a little more withdrawn, but it’s different now, somehow; he might be silent, but he’s not absent, and Steve knows that he could reach him if he needed to. He doesn’t mind the quiet, though, and for those next few days, Steve mostly reads and draws, sprawling on the couch, while Bucky sits beside him in an oversized hoodie that smells like Steve, leaning into him, warm and solid at Steve’s side. 

  He’s wearing the dog tags. 

  It’s such a small thing, so simple and mostly insignificant, Steve thinks, but it still feels like someone has knocked the air out of his lungs every time he looks at the shape of them disappearing under Bucky’s shirt. 

  There’s a blanket wrapped around both of them, Steve’s arm slung around Bucky’s shoulders and a book in his other hand, a half-empty cup of coffee on the table. He could get used to it, he thinks. 

  Steve knows Bucky isn’t sleeping, because his breathing is more shallow and less regular, but he still curls up against Steve’s side with his eyes closed and his head resting against Steve’s collarbone. It’s like he’s trying to make up for those lost weeks when he didn’t touch Steve at all, and it’s so, so easy, for once, because this is something that Steve can give him—the sense of closeness, the comfort and the familiarity of the human touch. He knows what it’s like—to want to touch another human being, reach out and close a hand around nothing. 

  “We used to do that, didn’t we?” Bucky asks in a husky whisper, and Steve can feel his warm breath against his skin. 

  “Sometimes,” he admits. “It mostly used to be the other way round, though, since I was smaller back then. Easier that way.”

  The silence stretches between them after that, but it’s easy, comfortable, bred from long years of familiarity that runs bone-deep, deeper than torture and brainwashing, and loss of identity, and seventy years spent under the ice.

  “I asked Peggy to marry me,” Steve says then, the words escaping his mouth before he can stop them. “After I came back. You should’ve seen how hard she laughed. She thought I was so funny, asking an old lady like her to marry me. We could visit her, if you wanted, when you’re feeling up to it. I’m sure she’d be glad to see you.”

  Bucky looks away. “I doubt it,” he says.

  “We don’t have to,” Steve backtracks carefully. “But I remember you really liked her back then, spent a lot of time with her at the shooting range whenever we had some downtime in London. And she liked you, even though you tried to sweet-talk your way under her skirt when you first met her and she completely shut you down. You were real sore about that one, said you were turning into me.”

  “God forbid,” Bucky says in an even, deadpan tone, and Steve laughs under his breath. 

  “I couldn’t get into the shower for the first few weeks,” Bucky confesses after a moment of silence, and Steve goes rigid under him; Bucky must sense this, because he catches Steve’s wrist and touches the inside of it in a reassuring gesture. “It was the pressure, reminded me of— They would hose me down, after a mission, and the water was so cold, and I knew I’d be put in the ice again, I don’t know how, but I knew it, even when they wiped me. I just couldn’t stand it, after, and then I forced myself to do this, and it turned out I forgot you could shower in hot water. How fucked up is that?”

  “It’s not,” Steve says with conviction. “It’s what your body remembered, like muscle memory.”

  “Yeah, but— It’s a shower, Steve. It’s a fucking shower.”

  “I couldn’t sleep in the dark after they got me out,” Steve admits in return. “You know how hearing is the last sense to go? Yeah.”

  It takes Bucky a moment to register the meaning of Steve’s words, then he’s up from his position at Steve’s side, eyes wide in horror. “You were conscious? When you fell? When you— Jesus, Steve.”

  Steve needs to steel himself for a few seconds before he can ask, “Were you?”

  It’s one of those things he needs to know, to tally up his debt. 

  “Not when I hit the ground,” Bucky says quietly, his mouth twisted in a bitter grimace. “Later, when they found me. But not when I hit the ground.”

  Whatever Steve feels then, it’s not relief.



  .



  Bucky meets Sam a week later. He comes by in the afternoon with a box of cookies, of all things, and smiles when he sees Bucky, whose apprehension is betrayed only by the tight set of his jaw. 

  “I’m sorry I ripped your wing out,” he says in a quiet voice instead of saying hello. 

  “Not your fault,” Sam says, his tone calm and sympathetic, and he reaches a hand out for Bucky to shake, testing the boundaries of physical contact. Bucky stares at it for a moment, but eventually takes Sam’s hand and shakes it a little tentatively. “It’s all good. Now, Rogers, c’mon, take those off me, they should still be warm.”

  “You baked those yourself, soldier?” Steve teases as he wanders into the kitchen to put them on a platter. 

  “It’s my momma’s recipe, so you better be careful what you’re saying, Cap.” Sam looks at him sternly, but the upward curl of the corner of his mouth betrays him completely. “Also, Tony sends his love.”

  “Tony… Stark?” Bucky asks at the same time as Steve says, “Yeah, I bet he does,” and when Steve turns to look at him, he notices that Bucky has taken a seat in the armchair instead of on the couch. It’s about distance and boundaries, he understands, even though he’s grown accustomed to being right next to Bucky, feeling his comforting weight and warmth against his own body. It’s only now that Steve realizes Bucky wasn’t the only one who was starved for touch. 

  “Yeah, Tony Stark,” Sam says, and Steve knows Sam is aware of the meaning implied in Bucky’s question. He’s read the Winter Soldier file, too. 

  “He knows I’m alive?” Bucky looks straight at Steve, his hands clenching into fists where they’ve been resting on his knees. “And he— He doesn’t want to— Doesn’t he know?”

  Sam shakes his head a little. “He knows. He just— Listen, the thing is, he’s made his peace with it. Now, I’m not gonna tell you that you should make yours, too, because I know it’s not that simple, but you should know where you stand. I’m just telling it like I see it.”

  Steve can see the struggle in Bucky’s face.

  “All right,” Bucky says eventually, then takes a deep breath, almost like the words cost him too much air to even speak them out loud. Steve knows that feeling too well. “Fair enough.”

  He seems to relax after that, even if just a fraction, but Steve recognizes the way the tense line of his shoulders sags just a little bit, the way he holds himself, like he’s not ready to bolt at any second anymore.

  Steve drinks his coffee and eats some of the cookies in silence, letting Sam talk for the most part before he puts on his leather jacket and leaves, just like they’ve agreed. It’s about Bucky and what he needs now, not about Steve, and what Bucky needs is to talk to someone who can deal with psychological trauma, who can help him in ways that Steve will never be able to. And Steve trusts Sam more than he trusts himself, in a way—trusts his character and his training, and his willingness to help, so he makes himself scarce for a few hours, hops on his bike and goes for a ride with no particular destination in mind. 

  He finds himself on Staten Island just as the sun begins to go down, lavender, purple, and orange, and watches skateboarders perform tricks in one of the skateboard parks on the South Beach Boardwalk. After a while, one of the girls tucks her board under her arm and comes over, all cocky, confident stride and too much black eyeliner. 

  “What’s up,” she says, craning her head back to look Steve in the face. “You here to arrest us?” 

  “Do I look like a police officer?” Steve asks, leaning against his bike, his hands crossed over his chest. 

  “No, dude, but you look like Captain America, anyone ever tell you that? Sweet bike, by the way,” the girl says as Steve schools his face into a more neutral expression, trying not to laugh. 

  “Thanks.” He shoves his hands into the pockets of his leather jacket. “And yeah, so I’ve been told.”

  “So what are you doing here?” The girl reaches into the back pocket of her jeans for a pair of battered fingerless gloves and puts them on before lighting up a cigarette. “I didn’t peg you for the skateboarding type.”

  Steve smothers another smile. “Yeah? And what type did you peg me for?”

  “I don’t know, man, but you look like that Abercrombie & Fitch kinda guy. You know, a model, or whatever.”

  Steve does laugh at that. “No, I just— came here with my friend once, just after the place first opened,” he says. “I guess I’m revisiting.”

  The girl looks at him with suspicion. “What, the whole thing? Wasn’t that, like, in the nineteen thirties?” she asks, extinguishing the butt of her cigarette against a low concrete wall covered in graffiti. “Shit.” And there it is, the hint of recognition in her eyes. Steve thought that maybe, just maybe, he could avoid it for the night. “Shit. You really are Steve Rogers. Shit. Dude, my sister is gonna freak. I need to get your autograph for her. Would that be cool?”

  “Sure, let’s do this,” Steve says. After he’s done, he signs the girl’s skateboard, too. Fly high, he writes. The girl almost laughs herself sick. 

  She goes back to her tricks after that, and Steve watches for a while longer, oddly content and at peace, until the skaters pack up shop and move somewhere else, laughing and talking loudly, moving through the city in a colorful group. 

  Bucky would like that, Steve thinks. He knows they’re both addicted to the adrenaline rush just a little bit, and Steve loved the energy that ran among the group, the heady rush of endorphins every time they launched into the air and landed a clean trick, balancing on the edge of the concrete.

  Bucky would like it a lot.



  .



  It’s completely dark by the time he heads back to Brooklyn, and he picks up some food for the three of them from an Indian restaurant just around the corner before running up the stairs to his loft, ignoring the elevator altogether. They’ve somehow lost their charm ever since he had to take a dive through the glass and onto a solid, concrete floor a long, long way down. 

  “Hey, I’m back,” he announces, hanging his jacket on the rack by the door and coming inside to find Sam and Bucky talking in low voices, their heads bent towards each other. 

  “Good looking and he brought food, too. I can see why you keep him around, Barnes,” Sam says then with a good-natured, teasing smile, turning to look at Steve. 

  “He’s all right,” Bucky admits faux-grudgingly, and it’s like a weight has been lifted off Steve’s shoulders. Bucky clearly likes Sam, despite his initial reservations, and he must feel comfortable in his company. This is good, Steve repeats to himself in his mind, over and over again. This is progress. 

  “I hope you don’t mind Indian?” Steve asks, hiding a smile as he turns his back to the living room to unpack the takeout containers. 

  “As long as you remembered that I don’t eat all that extra spicy stuff from hell that you and Natasha love,” Sam says, and Steve doesn’t need to turn around to know that he’s making a face. 

  “Sam, you know I would never,” Steve says, and he does turn around at that, doing his best Captain America impression, all earnest and open and honest. 

  Sam narrows his eyes and purses his lips slightly but accepts the cup of lentil soup all the same. “I am on to you, Rogers, so you better watch yourself.”

  Sam, as it turns out, has brought not only cookies, but also a DVD with a Captain America movie made in the 1980s, which, he swears, is even more hilarious now than it had been before he actually met Steve. 

  “This is nothing like the war, okay. You’re, like, defending the Earth against an invasion from the outer space, which, okay, I admit, it’s pretty spot on, considering New York, but, dude. It’s from the eighties. Spandex. Spandex everywhere. And the ridiculous hair. It’s supposed to be one of the worst movies ever made in the history of cinema, I just can’t let you miss out on that. Also, Barnes, I’m sorry to say that, but you’re wearing spandex shorts.”

  They end up on the couch together, Steve with Bucky pressed into his side while Sam spends more time observing them carefully from the armchair than actually looking at the tv screen. The movie is hilarious, just like Sam promised, in that amusingly horrifying way which borders on actually enjoyable, and Steve finds himself laughing until his sides start to hurt. 

  Later, once Bucky goes to sleep and Sam doesn’t comment on the fact that he heads straight for Steve’s bedroom, they’re sitting in the living room with the tv on but the volume turned almost all the way down, talking over beers and leftover food. 

  “So how long has this thing been going on?” Sam asks in a conversational tone, unscrewing the bottle cap on a local dark lager microbrew that Steve knows he likes and buys solely for that reason. 

  “What?” Steve, very slowly, puts his own bottle down onto the table.

  “C’mon, give me some credit here. You look at that boy like he hung the moon.”

  “I’m not sleeping with him, Sam,” Steve says, his voice low and quiet. “It’s not like that, and even if it were— It wouldn’t be right, especially not right now.”

  “Yeah, I know, man,” Sam says, playing with the bottle, but his eyes are fixed on Steve. “I know that, because I know you, but there’s clearly a lifetime or two of buried harbored affection that you’re obviously not talking to anyone about, unless it’s Natasha, and I doubt that, so I thought you might want to unload a bit.”

  Steve runs a hand through his hair—he’s been growing it out a little, just like he used to before and during the war. He doesn’t know why, exactly. Maybe he’s just been due for a change. 

  “You’re doing more than enough, Sam,” he says. “You’re doing more than I can ever repay you for. You don’t have to do this, too.”

  “I know you’ve been sort of short in that department for the last few years, but in case you forgot, this is what friends do for each other,” Sam says with a slightly exasperated sigh. “They listen to the weirdest shit, and then they try to make it better, so, please, take this silent martyr routine for a walk and talk to me, okay? And then you can listen to my failed attempts at dating that cute engineer working for Stark that I told you about, if it makes you feel better. Deal?”

  Steve ducks his head and smiles with just the corner of his mouth. “I was fifteen. We— It never went anywhere. I kissed him, once, when we were in Europe, but he— It wasn’t like that. It’s not bothering me, if that’s what you’re thinking. I had my whole life to get used to the idea, believe me.”

  “What idea?” Sam takes a swig of his beer and starts pulling the label off methodically. 

  “That it’s never going to happen. That it’s not meant to be.” Steve shrugs, feeling strangely small all of a sudden.

  “Listen,” Sam offers, “it’s none of my business and I’m not gonna meddle or anything, because I’m not my aunt Mabel, and I know you’re a huge believer in doing rather than talking, but maybe you should talk to him about it, eventually. You know, just a thought.”

  The thing is, Steve knows Sam is right, but old habits die hard, and this is one of Steve’s oldest. It’s self-preservation. 

  “Yeah,” Steve says at last, with a heavy sigh. “Yeah, I know.”



  .



  Steve receives the last rites twice by the time he’s twenty-one. 

  This time it’s a fever and a persistent murmur in his heart, and then it’s pneumonia attacking his body, already wrecked by anemia, and Steve tells Bucky he can see the angels when he closes his eyes. This time, Sarah Rogers is long gone, and Bucky runs to fetch the priest in the middle of the night.

  Steve opens his eyes sometime in those small hours before dawn, when the world outside is grey and the dull light seeping through the window paints shivering shadows on the walls, and it’s the first time in his life that he sees Bucky cry. 

  “Hey,” he croaks, reaching out with his hand to touch Bucky’s shaking fingers, and Bucky looks up at him, wiping furiously at his wet cheeks. 

  “Don’t you dare, Rogers,” he says, his voice hoarse and choked up. “Don’t you dare die on me. Your ma would tan my hide.”

  Steve smiles weakly. “Please, she adored you. And you’re not getting rid of me that easily.”

  “Wouldn’t dream of it,” Bucky says with a smile, but his hands are still shaking. “Gave me one hell of a scare, though. Do you want me to go now, or—”

  Steve shifts closer to the wall, making room for Bucky in the narrow bed. The sheets are soaked through with sweat and the entire room smells like sickness, but Steve really, really doesn’t want to be alone right now. 

  “Don’t you have work in the morning?” he asks, just before he slips back into unconsciousness. 

  “The pub’s closed, McDougal gave me the day off,” Bucky whispers, his warm breath ghosting against Steve’s cheek. “Some family affair—a wake, I think. They won’t be needing me today.”

  Steve gets a few hours of restless sleep interrupted by coughing fits, and when he finally opens his eyes around nine, Bucky is still sleeping on the pillow next to Steve, his lashes unbelievably long, fanning against his cheek. On an impulse, Steve reaches out and smoothes out the worried line of his mouth, knowing full well it was him who put it there.

  He licks his parched, cracked lips and tastes the coppery tang of blood. The glass standing by his bed is empty, and he remembers vaguely how Bucky kept forcing him to drink even while Steve was half out of his mind hallucinating. 

  He’s still too weak to sit, though, not to mention stand up, so he just lies there on his back for a while with his eyes closed, listening to Bucky’s breathing. Bucky starts to stir some time later, and when he opens his eyes and sees Steve wide awake, he just stares at him for a moment, like he can’t quite believe he’s not looking at a ghost. 

  “Morning,” Steve says, his voice still small and quiet, barely there.

  “Do you need something? Food? Water?” Bucky asks, sitting up and taking in Steve’s pallor, the dark rings around his eyes that Steve knows must be there, because his eyelids feel like they’re made of lead. 

  “Just water, thanks,” Steve says.

  Bucky knows that Steve hates to be fussed over, so he avoids hovering for the rest of the morning and the afternoon, and goes about his business like it’s a day like any other, like Steve can’t still feel the aftertaste of the viaticum on his tongue. 

  He hadn’t been there the first time—Steve was twelve, and Bucky’s mother forbade him from going, scared that it might frighten him too much, so it was just Steve, his mother, and the priest. It took Steve longer to get better, too, two long weeks of high fever and vivid dreams which weren’t dreams at all, and when the fever finally broke, Bucky was there, with his jaw jutting out stubbornly, informing Steve that he just wasn’t allowed to die, not while Bucky was there. 

  Okay, Steve said, and that was that. A promise he intended to keep. 

  Steve knows what they’re saying—that he probably won’t live to see thirty. They’ve been saying this for a long time behind his back, but they’ve been saying he’s stubborn as a mule, too, so maybe he will get to live after all, out of the sheer power of will. Maybe if he just tries hard enough. 

  Bucky leaves after a meager lunch to get groceries, because they’re running low on food, and promises to be back as soon as possible. 

  Steve sits up gingerly, propped up by his pillows, and tries to force his eyes to stay open. He reaches for Bucky’s book, lying on the nightstand—something about space and time-travel—and flips through the pages until the book starts to weigh heavy in his hands. The fatigue is a clear sign for Steve to lie down, but he doesn’t give up without a fight, reaches for a comic book he started reading a while back and picks up where he left off. 

  It’s how Bucky finds him twenty minutes later.

  “Hey, I bought you some liver at the butcher’s on my way back,” he announces, standing in the door. 

  Steve looks up at him from his comic book and clutches his hands to his heart theatrically. “And they say romance is dead,” he says.

  In the light of day, Bucky looks ashen, worn out, and Steve knows it’s his fault.

  “Yeah, pal, keep dreamin’,” Bucky says with a smile, and Steve’s heart skips a beat, because Bucky has no idea how close to home that hits, like a punch straight through the chest.

  Father Doyle comes by to check up on Steve a few days later and just shakes his head when he sees Steve already dressed, curled up under a thick blanket in the living room and drawing. Steve is working from home right now, grateful that his position at the WPA will be waiting for him when he returns but still unwilling to take any chances. Bucky is out working down at old McDougal’s pub, but the door is left unlatched and when Steve hears the knocking, he just asks the guest to let himself in, still too weak to stand and walk, even if it’s just to answer the door.

  “Well, Steven,” Father Doyle says eventually, after making the usual inquiries, and there’s a small smile playing on his lips, “maybe it is God’s will that you outlive us all.”



  .



  Steve wakes up to the suffocating feeling that something isn’t right. It’s still almost dark outside, just the faintest hints of the approaching dawn painting the city outside the window black and grey, and he feels faintly like he’s lost something he cannot even name. 

  The feeling subsides slowly when he looks down at Bucky, sleeping beside him peacefully, and Steve lies back down, staring at the ceiling. He can feel the warmth of Bucky’s body next to him, and if he shifts just a little bit closer, well, that’s between him and his conscience. They’re not even touching, it’s just that the closeness softens the sharp, jagged edges in Steve’s mind, makes breathing easier. 

  Bucky makes a soft sound in his sleep and closes his fingers around Steve’s wrist, pulls him even closer and nestles himself into the crook of Steve’s arm. He looks pristine like this, untouched by anything the world has burdened him with, and Steve presses his lips to the top of Bucky’s head, the touch chaste and swift, barely-there. It’s more about comfort than anything else.

  They wake up slowly, within a few minutes of each other, and when Steve turns his head, Bucky offers him the smallest smile he has ever seen. It’s the first time Bucky has smiled at all since he came back. 

  “I’m going jogging with Sam in a little while,” Steve says, his voice raw and rough around the edges. “Wanna come with?”

  Bucky thinks about this for a moment before shaking his head. “Not yet,” he says, and that’s better than no. 

  Back from the run, Steve announces that he’s going to just hop in the shower for a moment and then they can eat breakfast—it’s routine by now, and they always eat together, as if to make up for all those times they couldn’t, back in the past, when Bucky had to leave early to unload the crates at the pub and Steve was running late for work. He doesn’t hear Bucky’s answer as he turns the shower on and stands under the spray, scrubbing himself vigorously, relishing the scorching burn of the hot water. He forgoes clothing for now in lieu of a towel wrapped around his waist and wanders into the living room area to find Bucky frozen on the couch with a book in his lap. 

  “Something the matter?” Steve asks, his tone neutral and even, but inside, his heart is trying to beat its way out of his chest. 

  Bucky raises the book to let Steve see, and Steve’s blood runs cold, because he knows exactly what that is. He got it as a gift from—someone, he can’t even remember, and he flipped through it, interested enough to see how much the author got right (surprisingly a lot), and he knows, he knows what Bucky is going to ask before he even opens his mouth. 

  “Were we? Like this?”

  Steve swallows painfully around the lump in his throat, and he would give a lot to have this conversation while fully clothed, but now he knows—this is how it’s going to play out, him in a towel around his waist, dripping water onto the floor, Bucky’s dog tags clinging to the damp skin on his chest where he didn’t towel off properly. 

  “No,” he says, and it’s the truth, and it’s the greatest lie he’s ever told. “No. It wasn’t like this. Not like this.”

  “So what was it like, then?” Bucky can’t seem to let it go, and Steve wants to rewind that entire morning, wants it to never have happened at all, wants for Bucky to pick a different book. 

  “We were friends, not a couple, Bucky,” he says, words clipped and quiet, and maybe just a little too terse, but it’s the truth, it is God’s honest truth, no matter what Steve wants, and truth is what Bucky deserves. “You were my best friend, Buck,” he adds, offering Bucky a small, sad smile. “Always have been, always will be.”

  There’s something in Bucky’s expression that Steve just can’t decipher, and after a moment of silence, Bucky just nods in acknowledgment before putting the book away to move into the kitchen, leaving Steve in the living room with a hollow feeling in his chest.



  .



  The afternoon finds him beating the shit out of a punching bag in the basement gym that his building maintains but Steve rarely uses. He’s sweating and his knuckles start to actually hurt, but he doesn’t stop until he hears the door open and close with a grating, metallic sound, and then Bucky is there, dressed in Steve’s hoodie with the hood up, hands hidden in the front pocket. 

  “Did I do something wrong?” Bucky asks, looking up at Steve, and this time, he doesn’t take his eyes off Steve’s face even for a second.

  Steve reaches out to steady the bag, trying to find his breath. “No, Buck,” he says, shaking his head. “You didn’t do anything wrong. I’ve been in a weird space since I woke up, needed to let off some steam.”

  “It’s just that I— I know you’re not queer, Steve, okay? It was a dumb thing to ask. Don’t know what came over me.”

  Steve takes a deep breath and starts to unwrap the tape around his knuckles. “Who says I’m not?”

  When Steve glances up, Bucky looks like he’s been punched. 

  “What?” he asks.

  “Who says I’m not queer?” Steve repeats, a strange sense of calm washing over him. It’s done. The secret is out. It’s not the one he’s been guarding since he was fifteen, not exactly. This—this he can live with. “I like men just as well as women. In theory anyway, not that there was ever a chance to—”

  “Okay,” Bucky says, and Steve can see the way his Adam’s apple rises and falls as he swallows slowly. “Did I know? Back then?”

  “No.” Steve shakes his head. “It just wasn’t— Back then, it wasn’t something that you talked about, with anyone, and there was never any fella— If there was someone, if I’d found someone else, I would’ve told you, you know. But it wasn’t— It wasn’t something you were, it was something you did. It’s different now, though.”

  Steve knows he has slipped up before he even finishes talking—knows he said someone else instead of just someone—but Bucky doesn’t seem to notice, just looks at him for a long while in complete silence, assessing.

  “Makes sense, I guess,” he says eventually and shrugs with one shoulder. “You done here? We should probably do something about dinner, I’m starving.”

  In the end, they get Chinese takeout. In the end, Bucky still sits right next to Steve, buried in his side, warm and solid, and there, and when they go to sleep, he nestles himself into the crook of Steve’s arm with his head pressing against Steve’s collarbone and sleeps peacefully through the night. 

  In the end, that’s the most important thing.



  



6. Chapter 6

Notes for the Chapter:
  guys, i’m so, so sorry for the delay. basically, life happened, and when it happened, it happened all at once, the way it usually does. but it has finally gone back to normal, more or less, so you can expect more regular updates from now on.
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  It’s just a fraction of a second, and then it’s over. 

  The only thing he can hear is the sound of his ragged breath and Bucky’s scream. 

  Below him, the world is white white white.

  His body moves, finds the rest of the Commandos. Goes through the motions. He knows they speak to him, but he can’t understand the words. He doesn’t speak at all. They have to drag him out of the train. 

  He almost kills Zola on sight. They don’t mention that in the report.

  By the time they arrive in London, he still hasn’t spoken a word, but he has seen Dum Dum Dugan cry. He feels like he should cry, too, but he just feels numb, like there’s nothing left inside of him, just the echo of that scream and nothing else. Like the rest of the world has moved on on the other side of the glass, muted and blurred. 

  He writes the report almost automatically, barely registering the words as he types them up. Then he writes a letter to Bucky’s family, choking on his guilt and shaking all over. He hasn’t eaten in over twenty-four hours.

  Nobody at the headquarters approaches him, people turn their eyes away from him when he passes by, suddenly extremely preoccupied with the files they’re carrying, but he can hear the whispers behind his back.

  He knows the Commandos have already left for the only wake Sergeant James Barnes will ever have—quiet drinks at some pub that still hasn’t been destroyed by the German bombs. Dum Dum found Steve earlier and asked him to come with them, but Steve just shook his head without a word. He almost regrets it now, but he knows the way soldiers grieve—they drink, they laugh, they tell stories. He can’t laugh, and his voice is still lodged in his throat, threatening to choke him every time he opens his mouth. 

  Every time he closes his eyes, he can see Bucky falling. Every time he opens his eyes, he could swear he can hear the dull thud of a body hitting the ground. 

  He keeps it all in until he finally slips away in the evening, finds a shell of a bombed-out pub somewhere in the middle of London and cries until his throat feels raw, until all that’s left in him are dry, heaving sobs that feel like the beginning of an asthma attack, and he can’t, he can’t catch his breath, can’t get enough air is his lungs, and it burns, it burns when he closes his eyes and waits for the violent shaking to subside. 

  By the time Peggy comes to find him, he’s downed almost two entire bottles of whisky that had miraculously survived the bombing, hidden behind what’s left of the counter. 

  Add that to the list: he can’t laugh, can’t speak, and he can’t even get drunk. 

  It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. Steve Rogers wasn’t supposed to mourn Bucky Barnes.

  He can add that to the list, too.



  .



  The subpoena arrives on a Wednesday morning. Steve opens the door with a cream cheese bagel in his hand and blocks the view of the living room while the messenger looks for the receipt, shooting Steve apologetic glances all the while. 

  “Sorry, I just deliver the mail,” he says.

  Steve knows he should comply. Everything else aside, if he acts like he has something to hide, they will start looking. He can’t predict how little or how much they will find. 

  Steve has little patience for the people on Capitol Hill; he remembers the way they treated Natasha, remembers the thinly veiled threats of putting people like her and Steve under lock and key for doing what’s right, and he has very few illusions still left intact. But he’s evaded the loaded questions for as long as possible, and it seems that the time is finally up. He knew that moment would come, eventually, it’s just that they’ve finally reached a certain state of relatively peaceful equilibrium that Steve would hate to disturb, and the questions they will no doubt ask will put an end to that. 

  When he walks back to the kitchen, Bucky is still sitting at the kitchen aisle, eating his cereal, but Steve can see the line of tension in his shoulders and he knows Bucky must have overheard his conversation with the messenger.

  “What are you going to tell them?” Bucky asks, and the tone of his voice is cautious, guarded. It stings a little, but Steve reminds himself that this is not about him. 

  Steve stalls, even though they both know precisely what he’s doing—he peels an orange and eats it slowly, licking at the juice dripping down his fingers, and Bucky follows the movement with his eyes, his expression a jumble of emotions, impossible to decipher. 

  “They don’t have much,” Steve says finally, but it sounds weak, almost desperate, like he’s trying to convince not only Bucky, but also himself. “One blurry photo, some footage from the traffic cameras. If I don’t name you—”

  “If you don’t name me, then I will never leave this apartment. Not in broad daylight.”

  The thing is: Steve would lie on the stand for Bucky. God knows he’s done worse things for him. But this was never about exchanging one prison for another, even if there are no bars in the windows at Steve’s apartment. The other thing is: in a better world, Bucky would be recognized as a war hero, and he could walk openly with his head held high. Steve is not so sure about this world. 

  “Okay,” he says, passing the other half of the orange to Bucky almost without a thought. “If that’s what you want.”

  Bucky looks at him with disbelief. 

  “If that’s what I want?” he repeats, incredulous. “And if it weren’t, what then? Would you lie under oath?”

  I would do anything to protect you, Steve almost says. 

  “What do you want me to say?” he asks instead. 

  Bucky shrugs with one arm. “The truth,” he says.

  “How much of the truth?” Because he might be forced to testify, but it’s not his nightmare to tell. He didn’t live it, and he has no right to pretend he can even begin to understand. 

  “All of it.” Bucky looks down at his metal hand and curls the fingers until they form a tight fist, but he looks half-absent, like his mind is in a different place, and Steve isn’t sure if the gesture is entirely conscious. “Not much point in trying to hide it now, is there.”

  “If that’s what you want,” Steve says again and closes his hand around Bucky’s metal wrist. The curled fingers loosen a little bit. 

  Bucky looks at the place where skin meets metal. “Yeah,” he says. “That’s what I want.”

  It’s comforting, in a way, to hear Bucky say he wants things. It’s important, Sam says, it’s important for Bucky to want things and to express that wanting, to have that feeling acknowledged and respected, even if the things he wants are not something Steve would want, too. So Steve just swallows thickly around the tightness in his throat and nods. 

  “Okay,” he says.



  .



  He’s just heading down to the gym when Bucky leans against the doorway, dressed in a hoodie and a pair of loose pants. He looks at Steve for a moment without a word, then steels himself visibly before asking, “Mind if I go with you?”

  Steve throws a second towel into the gym bag and zips it up in one smooth gesture, trying to contain the almost giddy smile that’s threatening to break through. “You have no idea how long it’s been since I had a decent sparring partner. For some reason none of the guys at SHIELD ever wanted to get up close and personal with me, and Natasha was rarely available,” he says, his tone light and joking, but for some reason, Bucky isn’t laughing. 

  “No,” he says. “No way, Steve. I’m not going to fight you. The last time I fought you, I almost killed you. You almost died.”

  “No, that’s not— You saved me. I would’ve drowned in the Potomac if you hadn’t pulled me out.”

  Bucky takes a step back, caught totally off-guard for some reason. “I didn’t— That’s not—”

  Steve grits his teeth. “Please, don’t lie to me, Bucky. I know that was you. There was no one else. And you were pretty hurt, too, so I can’t imagine lugging my unconscious body back to the shore was the easiest thing you could’ve done. You didn’t do that just because. You did that because, deep down, you never wanted to hurt me in the first place. And I know that, Buck, because I know you. So, please, come with me.”

  In the end, they go together, and Steve stretches on the mat next to Bucky, thinking this could be 1944, and they could be back in London, at the SSR headquarters, if it weren’t for the fact that they’re a bit older, a bit more damaged and disillusioned, still trying to find their footing in a world that has long since moved on. 

  Steve can see that Bucky treads with caution, his movements restrained as he circles around Steve, keeping his distance for now, taking his time. Steve doesn’t rush things, lets him find his rhythm, feel the space around him. It must feel strange for Bucky, he thinks, fighting on his own terms, without the programmed intent to kill, without the expectation of return to the cryo-sleep at the end of the mission.

  Steve strikes first, and Bucky is fast, so, so fast now—Steve can barely keep up as they fight, their movements almost a blur. He takes two steps back and dodges the blow to his ribs followed by a swift kick to the knees that almost brings him down to the floor. He has only a short moment to catch his breath before Bucky lands a powerful hit straight to Steve’s jaw, but Steve is done fighting clean, and he yanks at Bucky’s hair, buying himself half a second to trip him up and send him down onto the mat. He pins Bucky down, keeping him in a strong hold as he breathes heavily into the crook of his neck. 

  It would be so easy for Steve to lean down and press his lips against Bucky’s racing pulse, so easy to follow the drop of sweat travelling down the slope of his Adam’s apple and catch it on his tongue, taste salt and skin. 

  When he looks up, Bucky licks his lips, still panting, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he squirms under Steve, struggling to break free. 

  Steve lets him go almost immediately, painfully aware of his physical reaction to that much contact, but Bucky doesn’t get up right away; instead, he takes several deep breaths and props himself up on his elbows, looking at Steve, who goes to retrieve two long sticks he keeps in the corner for the rare occasion when Natasha comes over.

  “Catch,” Steve says, throwing one of the sticks to Bucky and assuming the fighting stance. He had Natasha training him with those, and he’s pretty decent by now, but he still gets his ass handed to him every time she agrees to spar with him. 

  Bucky is on him before Steve can even register the movement, and Steve takes a step back, two, three, blocks, takes a step forward and tries to find an opening, but Bucky doesn’t let his guard down. He’s incredibly fast, landing blow after blow; he throws Steve over his shoulder, and Steve hits the ground with a dull thud, scrambles to his feet and jumps away before Bucky can pin him down. Two clean hits later, Steve sends Bucky to the floor. Before he goes down, Bucky hooks his foot behind Steve’s knee, pulling him in; they’re both up within a fraction of a second, exchanging blow for blow until they’re sweating and breathing heavily, neither willing to concede, technique forgotten, pure instinct and muscle memory taking over. By the time Steve sees Bucky fall into a crouch, it’s already too late, and he finds himself on his back just a moment later, his breath knocked out of his lungs and Bucky’s thighs around his neck. 

  “Do you yield?” Bucky asks, leaning over Steve with a smile. He gently presses the stick against Steve’s throat.

  Steve can only swallow and nod.

  Bucky helps him to his feet and doesn’t let go for a moment, closing the distance between them enough that Steve can hear Bucky’s frantic heartbeat, and he feels dizzy for a few seconds before the world rights itself in front of his eyes. He’s pretty sure it’s not just the vertigo. 

  Somehow, Steve doesn’t feel loose and relaxed; instead, he’s wound tight like a coil and there’s the insistent buzzing just under his skin that he can’t seem to shake off. He rolls his shoulders, trying to chase the feeling away, and Bucky must notice, because he comes over and looks at Steve with concern, the way he always used to back in the day. 

  “You okay?” he asks. 

  Steve shrugs. “Yeah, it’s just that annoying feeling I get sometimes after a workout. Like I’m too big for my own skin.”

  The double meaning doesn’t hit him until after the words have left his mouth. For a moment, Bucky regards Steve with an almost unsettling level of scrutiny.

  “Yeah, I get that sometimes, too,” he says finally with a nod. “Hot water usually helps, so we should probably hit the showers.”

  They meet Mrs. Johnson from the third floor on their way up—she’s an elderly lady who lives with her granddaughter, a local artist whom Steve has met briefly on several occasions. He knows Mrs. Johnson is claustrophobic and never uses the elevator, even though the long climb to the third floor always leaves her exhausted and short of breath, so he helps her up whenever they run into each other. 

  Bucky remains silent while Steve makes small talk, following three steps behind with the hood up, obscuring his face. The tension in his shoulders doesn’t leave him until they’re back at the apartment. 

  “People are gonna talk,” he says with a frown. 

  Steve drops the gym bag to the floor and goes to the fridge to retrieve two bottles of water. He tosses one of them to Bucky. 

  “The hearing is in two days, Buck,” he says. “People are gonna talk anyway.”

  Steve gets the second shower and he lets himself linger, feels the tension slowly leave his body inch by inch until all that’s left is the pleasant, boneless sensation that makes him want to melt into the tiled wall. His mind drifts aimlessly for a while before it goes back to the sparring session. The thing is, he thought he was getting better about respecting the boundaries he’s laid out in his own head, but Steve can’t not remember the way Bucky’s body felt under him, over him, pinning him down with his thighs, can’t not remember Bucky’s smell and the heat of his skin, the sharp cold of metal against flesh. He can’t help the things he’s wanted since he was a sickly, fifteen-year-old boy living in Brooklyn with his best friend, but he can control what he does about it, so it almost feels like a betrayal of some unspoken trust when he wraps his hand around himself and strokes slowly, taking his time, twisting his wrist on every other upstroke to let the tension build at a languid, unhurried pace. It would almost be better if it were frantic, fast and hard, with no room for thought or consideration, just pure instinct and lust. Maybe then it wouldn’t look so much like daydreaming.

  These days, Steve wakes up most mornings hard and frustrated, chasing some remnants of a dream he doesn’t even remember dreaming, with Bucky wrapped around him, just a little bit softer around the hard, unforgiving edges, just a little bit more peaceful, and Steve can’t bring himself to stop this, them sharing his bed, because Bucky needs the physical closeness and comfort more than Steve needs his sanity intact.

  He’s getting close now—he’s getting so, so close, when there’s a knock on the door and Steve can hear the quiet rustling of Bucky’s clothes on the other side even with the drumming sound of his heart in his ears. 

  “Steve?” Bucky asks, his voice low and husky, and Steve almost, almost comes right then, clamps his hand over his mouth and stays very, very still. “You okay in there? Want some coffee or something to eat?”

  Steve needs to fight to keep his eyes open and his hands still; he could easily drown in the sound of Bucky’s voice alone, the way he’s been slowly drowning since he was fifteen, a lifetime or two ago. It would be so simple—to give in. Steve keeps motionless, his hands curled into fists at his sides. 

  “Yeah, sure, I could eat. And everything’s fine,” he says, his voice weak, stiff and unnatural, the way it always gets when he has something to hide, and Bucky knows this, he can’t not recognize that tone, but for whatever reason, he doesn’t press the issue. Steve can hear his footsteps fading as Bucky heads in the direction of the kitchen.

  Steve comes approximately ten seconds later with his eyes screwed shut and his lips hurting from the way he presses them together to keep the sound in. 

  There’s no satisfaction in it, only guilt and longing.



  .



  It’s a chilly, windy morning when Steve boards the six a.m. train to D.C. He’s supposed to meet with Natasha before the hearing, but that’s still more than three hours away, and he passes the time alternating between reading the paper, browsing the internet on his phone and discreet people-watching. He notices that some of those people watch him back when they think he’s not looking.

  The train isn’t too crowded, but the majority of the seats are taken, and when the train stops in Philadelphia, a young girl sits down next to Steve with a heavy sigh, headphones on, ready to disappear into her Kindle and shut out the world around her. Steve envies her a little—with his heightened senses, the world is a constant blur of noise and color, and movement, and it’s hard for him to ignore that even when he closes his eyes. 

  When he checks his phone, just as they arrive in Baltimore, there are two texts from Natasha, saying that there are already paparazzi waiting for him on Capitol Hill, and then some more ready to ambush him at Union. 

  i thought this might happen, he texts back.

  want me to distract them? :D, reads the next message. 

  Steve just smiles. 

  NATASHA, he sends.

  The train arrives five minutes late, and the people getting off at Union look around with confusion, squinting when the camera flashes hit their eyes. Steve knows there’s no way he’s getting out of this unrecognized, but he tries to weave through the crowd away from the reporters, his shoulders hunched and his head down. 

  Natasha catches up to him just as he walks out of the station and into the blinding, autumn D.C. sun.

  “What are you going to tell them?” she asks, and it’s a strange sort of déjà vu, like looking into a distorted mirror.

  Steve shrugs, kicks a pebble that skips down the sidewalk and he watches it until it stops a few yards away. 

  “The truth.”

  Natasha is quiet for a moment, like she’s turning the next question over in her head. They walk in silence for a while, until she turns to look at Steve and asks, “And what are you going to tell him?”

  Steve almost stumbles, losing the rhythm. “What?”

  “Steve, come on, you’re a terrible liar,” Natasha says, but her tone is amused more than anything else. “And I realize I’m the last person who should be saying that honesty is the best policy, but maybe you should try that anyway, you know.”

  Steve gives her a sad, tired smile.

  They get coffee at Starbucks and pretzels from one of the local vendors, and they eat them slowly as they walk in the direction of Capitol Hill at an unhurried pace. 

  “How is he doing, though?” Natasha asks, flicking the crumbs off her jacket. Steve knows why she’s asking—it’s more than just simple courtesy, it’s the knowledge that she wasn’t the only one who was used and brainwashed, and lied to, and the knowledge that you can come out on the other side and live, not just exist. 

  Steve takes a deep breath but finds that he doesn’t even have to lie when he says, “Better. He’s doing much better.”

  It shouldn’t come as such a surprise, but he guesses he’s been so wrapped up in their little life inside of Steve’s apartment that it took the physical distance away from that self-contained world and from Bucky for Steve to gain this sort of perspective. 

  “And how about you?” Her voice is more quiet this time, more intimate, and there’s fondness in it that can’t be mistaken for anything else. 

  “I’m glad you’re back,” he says, and it’s equal parts evasion and complete, honest truth. “You and Sam, and Bucky. It doesn’t feel like I’m in this alone. That helps.”

  It’s an amazing thing—to see Natasha smile while she’s trying to pretend she’s not. 

  “C’mon, Rogers, don’t go all sappy on me, you’re making me blush,” she says, bumping into him with her shoulder. “And speaking of, is Sharon coming? I haven’t heard from her lately.”

  Steve shakes his head. “No, they’re keeping her busy at Langley, she couldn’t make it.”

  “I bet she’d love that, though.” 

  Steve huffs out an amused laugh. “Yeah, you don’t say.” 

  Natasha smiles with the corner of her mouth. “Ah, the fresh smell of incompetence in the morning.”

  “I think she’s already filling her quota at work,” Steve says. “Judging from her messages.”

  Natasha pretends to consider something for a moment. 

  “I’ll keep her updated, just in case,” she says.



  .



  Steve pushes through the crowd of reporters and paparazzi gathered on the stairs, Natasha a calm, confident presence just a few steps behind him. He looks straight ahead with his head held high, but his throat is dry, parched, and he can feel his heart trying to beat its way out of his chest. The reporters are shouting questions at him, but he doesn’t engage as he climbs up the Capitol stairs, his steps sure and measured. 

  The room is full when he enters, cameras everywhere, and he can feel the eyes of everyone on him. Natasha touches his forearm briefly in a comforting gesture before she takes a seat in the last row, right next to the exit. 

  He could swear he heard her say, give them hell. 

  When he finally takes his own seat at the center of the room, he feels strangely calm, all of the earlier apprehension gone now, replaced with a sense of determined certainty. He sits straight, refusing to appear intimidated, his face a stone mask. (Natasha should be proud.) 

  Steve can hear the quiet hum of people behind him, can see the camera flashes in his peripheral vision. It’s just noise, he repeats in his head over and over again. It’s just noise. 

  He briefly wonders if Bucky is watching C-SPAN.

  “Please, state your full name and date of birth for the record,” says the committee chairman, after they have already sworn Steve in. 

  Steve leans in closer to the microphone. “Steven Grant Rogers, born on fourth of July, nineteen eighteen,” he says. He can hear a few hushed noises from the back—despite the overwhelming media exposure, it still throws people for a loop to hear him say it out loud. 

  “Why the prolonged silence, Captain Rogers?” asks one of the generals, and Steve has been on this side of that unmistakable displeased expression from his superior officers often enough to recognize it immediately. “You had been asked to appear in front of this committee to answer our questions once before, but you did not think it important enough to comply with our request.”

  “I have been attending to important personal matters,” Steve says, his voice calm and even. “And, to be completely frank, I didn’t think I had anything to contribute to this committee’s investigation at the time, given that Agent Romanoff—”

  “Yes, yes,” one of the senators interjects, and Steve grits his teeth, “Miss Romanoff mentioned that you—”

  “Agent.”

  The senator starts, visibly baffled. “Excuse me?”

  “Agent Romanoff.”

  There’s a murmur rising behind Steve, but he keeps looking straight ahead.

  “Captain Rogers,” the senator says, “I don’t appreciate your tone, and besides, the agency for which Miss Romanoff used to work doesn’t even exist at the moment, no thanks to your efforts, so I don’t see how that’s even relevant at this point.”

  “And I’m not part of the military anymore, but I can hardly see that stopping you,” Steve barrels on, stubbornly refusing to take his eyes off the man. He could swear he hears Natasha laugh quietly at the back of the room. 

  “Captain Rogers, according to Agent Romanoff’s testimony,” the senator says pointedly, “there was indeed not much for you to say, but this committee begs to differ. For example, how would you account for the fact that you did not use the appropriate SHIELD protocols and containment procedures?”

  Steve takes a deep breath, then a second one, and another. 

  “With all due respect, sir,” he says, “but I think that all the members of the military and other special forces on this committee will agree with me when I say that using what amounts to enemy protocols during a covert op is not something any commanding officer would advise. And at the time, SHIELD was overrun by HYDRA. They knew those protocols because they designed them. I didn’t think that part even needed explanation.” 

  The next few questions are similarly fruitless, and he’s not entirely sure what point they’re trying to prove, if any, but he feels strangely like he’s unwillingly taking part in a witch-hunt. He missed the first one, frozen under the ice, but apparently history does have a way of repeating itself, it seems. It’s far from a comforting thought. 

  “Captain Rogers,” a red-haired woman whom Steve vaguely recognizes as a Democratic senator from Rhode Island looks at him with scrutiny, “do you recognize the person in this photograph?”

  To the left, on a big flat screen tv, they show the grainy photo of Bucky with his mask and goggles on, the one which circulated in the media a few weeks back. 

  “Is that the person responsible for the D.C. attacks as well as the death of Nicholas Fury, former Director of SHIELD?” she continues while Steve’s eyes don’t leave the photo even for a second. 

  He’s strangely calm when he answers, “This is the man I fought on the Insight helicarrier during the HYDRA attack, yes. But I think we shouldn’t forget that the man who personally orchestrated and ordered to carry out those attacks was Alexander Pierce, who acted on behalf of HYDRA. If you’re looking for someone to blame, you don’t need to look any further than that.”

  Steve can see the surprise in their faces. 

  “So what you’re saying,” one of the generals asks, “is that the man who leveled a significant part of Washington to the ground and personally assassinated Director Fury was, what, a puppet? Is that what you’re saying, Captain Rogers? Please, help me understand here, because, frankly, I’m lost. Do you or do you not know the real identity of the D.C. shooter?”

  Steve breathes steadily in and out. “I do,” he says. 

  It’s just noise, he repeats in his head. Behind him, people are starting to get loud. 

  “Well?” the general continues. “Would you care to enlighten us?”

  “The man in that photo is an operative the special forces community refers to as the Winter Soldier.” In and out, it’s that easy. “But to the rest of the American public, he’s known only as Sergeant James Buchanan Barnes.”

  There’s an almost deafening noise as the words leave Steve’s mouth, then nothing. He can hear the frantic beating of his heart, his own, slightly ragged breath. Everyone else is holding theirs. 

  “Is that a joke, Captain Rogers?” the senator from Rhode Island asks after a long while, disturbing the heavy silence. “Are you seriously trying to tell us that Sergeant James Barnes, who died in the service of this country during the Second World War, is suddenly alive and working for a Nazi terrorist organization?”

  “No, ma’am senator,” Steve says. By his sides, his hands aren’t shaking. “I’m saying that Sergeant James Barnes has been a prisoner of war for the last seventy years.”

  It’s still so, so quiet, everybody watching him in stunned silence. 

  “Please, explain yourself, Captain Rogers,” the chairman says eventually, but Steve can see he has a hard time forming coherent sentences. “How is that even possible?”

  “He never died. Sergeant Barnes survived the fall in the Alps,” Steve says, and when he closes his eyes for a second, he can still hear the echo of that scream. “He had already been tortured and experimented on during his time as a prisoner of war at the HYDRA facility in Austria, and he had received some sort of serum treatment before he was rescued along with the rest of his unit. That probably helped him survive the fall from the train. He was then found and captured by HYDRA operatives. They knew he was a valuable asset, so they continued the treatment with what we can assume was the perfected version of the supersoldier serum. His left arm had been shattered in the fall, so it was amputated while Sergeant Barnes was conscious and replaced with a metal prosthesis. After that, Sergeant Barnes was continuously tortured and brainwashed for the next seventy years.”

  Steve swallows thickly and blinks furiously a few times. His entire jaw hurts, the muscles screaming in pain.

  “Brainwashed? Tortured?” the chairman asks. “What does that mean, exactly?”

  “Conditioning. Shock therapy. Regular memory wipes. Indoctrination. Sleep deprivation.” Steve can barely see the table in front of him as he recites the list from the file Natasha gave him. “Sensory deprivation. Hypnosis. Isolation. Chemical castration. Waterboarding. Drug injection.” He stops for a moment. “Sergeant Barnes had no memory of his life before his capture, or even of his prior missions. He didn’t recognize me. He didn’t know who he really was. He had no idea they had made him into a weapon, into a thing. He had no idea he was even human.”

  The committee members are quiet for a moment, then one of them asks, “If this were true, Sergeant Barnes would be an old man by now. The man in the photograph clearly isn’t. How do you explain that, Captain Rogers?”

  “Sergeant Barnes was kept in cryogenic suspension in between the missions. Which, I would argue, is a form of torture in itself,” Steve says. “He was also conscious during the process, which initially took up to three hours to complete, according to the data in the HYDRA file obtained by my sources.”

  “You mean Agent Romanoff.”

  Steve lets it go unanswered, but he clenches his fists so hard under the table that the nails almost break the skin.

  “Captain Rogers, you mentioned memory wipes,” the Rhode Island senator speaks again. “Would you care to elaborate?”

  “They developed a process—they would wipe Sergeant Barnes after each mission, because his mind was constantly fighting the HYDRA programming,” Steve explains. “That’s also why they used sleep deprivation, especially during those missions when he had to stay out of the cryogenic suspension for a longer period of time, because sleep allowed the serum to rapidly start healing the damage to his brain and he would start to fight his handlers. So they never let him sleep, sometimes for days. A week, in one case. Then he went back for a memory wipe and back to cryostasis.” 

  “So he did carry out numerous assassinations on behalf of HYDRA, after all?” The senator asking the question looks straight at Steve with a challenge in his eyes. 

  “HYDRA used him to carry out numerous assassinations over the decades,” Steve says, almost shaking from the barely contained rage. “There’s a difference. That wasn’t him. He had no say in this, no free will, no identity. He was their weapon, nothing else. You don’t ask the weapon its opinion. You clean it, load it and fire it. That’s all. And that’s exactly what they did.”

  The senator doesn’t look convinced. “Captain Rogers,” he continues, “don’t you think that your close relationship with Sergeant Barnes, or the Winter Soldier, or whatever you want to call the man who killed the Director of SHIELD and left D.C. in ruins, might be clouding your judgment?” 

  Steve wants to go. He wants to stand up, walk out and run until he’s back in New York, back at his apartment, with Bucky safe and alive, and close enough to touch. He grits his teeth and doesn’t even bother to hide his anger.

  “With all due respect, sir, I don’t agree. The truth is, if it weren’t for Sergeant Barnes, I wouldn’t be here today, testifying in front of this committee, pointless as this entire hearing has been so far,” he says. “Because I would’ve drowned in the Potomac on the day of the HYDRA attack. It was Sergeant Barnes who saved my life. He dragged me back to the shore while heavily injured and made sure I was safe before leaving.”

  This visibly makes them pause for a second, and suddenly Steve is so, so tired—he’s exhausted, aching down to the bone, and he doesn’t think he has any words left in him. But he sits there—he sits there and answers the questions, even when, deep down, he just wants to go home.

  “Captain Rogers,” the Rhode Island senator asks finally, “are you aware of the current whereabouts of Sergeant Barnes?”

  He pauses for a moment to take a deep breath, then says, “Yes.” This time, there is an uproar on all sides. Steve waits for it to die down before continuing. “Sergeant Barnes has been living with me for the last three months, recovering under my protection.”

  He looks at the members of the committee, daring them to say something, anything. 

  There’s a cacophony of sounds after that, questions and thinly veiled threats shouted at him from all directions, and Steve is so, so ready to be done with all of it. 

  “I don’t think there is anything else left for me to say,” he informs them tersely, “and, frankly, I don’t appreciate the implications behind the committee’s questions as well as the indirect accusations with regard to my loyalties, so if you’ll excuse me, I’m needed back in New York.”

  He’s outside, walking hurriedly in the direction of the Union Station, followed by the paparazzi, by the time he realizes he’s shaking.

  Natasha catches up to him just as he enters the station. She doesn’t say anything, but she stands on her tiptoes and hugs him until Steve can breathe again. 

  “Let’s get you home,” she whispers into Steve’s ear.

  They go together.



  



7. Chapter 7

Notes for the Chapter:
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  Natasha comes with Steve all the way up to the loft and leans against the wall as he fishes the keys out of his pocket. 

  “You think I should come in?” she asks in a hushed tone. She looks tired but calm, betraying no apprehension. 

  There are quiet footsteps on the other side and before Steve can answer, the door opens to Bucky, his eyes still puffy from sleep and his feet bare; suddenly, he’s close enough to touch. Steve makes an aborted gesture, as if uncertain in the light of today’s events, aware of Natasha’s curious eyes observing them, but it’s Bucky who closes the distance without hesitation, and Steve melts into it, closes his eyes and breathes. 

  “Did you watch it?’ he asks after a moment, and Bucky nods. 

  “I heard you talking, just now,” he says then and steps aside, allowing them to enter. Natasha hovers in the doorway for a few seconds, as if still deliberating, but Steve ushers her in. 

  “Come on in, a cup of coffee is the least I can do,” he says. The light at the apartment is low, muted, and there’s a record playing on the turntable, something old, quiet and soothing. 

  “Widow,” Steve hears Bucky say behind his back, and it’s cautious, guarded, like he’s not entirely sure how to address her, in this strange space in which they’re not fighting or trying to kill each other, slowly covering the new ground with tentative steps.

  “Natasha. I think we’re past codenames now, don’t you think, Barnes?” she says, her tone light and neutral.

  There’s a moment of silence, then, “Bucky.”

  Steve doesn’t have to turn around to know that there’s a small smile playing on Natasha’s lips.

  “Then Bucky it is.”

  She doesn’t stay long—they’re both dead on their feet and dream of nothing more than a shower and a warm bed—but before she goes, she pulls Steve into the hall with her and says in a low voice, “Remember that thing I told you about earlier? Yeah, now might be a good time.”

  She kisses him on the cheek and shuts the door behind her, leaving Steve alone, leaning against the wall with his eyes closed. It’s only then that he realizes how raw he feels, how utterly exposed and laid open, and so, so tired. He sits on the floor, with his back to the brick, until Bucky wanders into the hall.

  “Steve?” he asks. “You okay?”

  No, Steve wants to say, no, I’m not okay, I haven’t been okay for a long, long time, since before the war, before this, and I love you, and I can’t do this anymore.

  “Yeah, Buck,” he says instead, but it rings false, and he’s always been a bad liar. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just— tired. Did you want something?”

  “I remembered something, earlier, and it’s—” Bucky pauses for a moment, and Steve looks up at him, then climbs to his feet. “I think it might’ve just been a dream, but it’s— blurry, and it doesn’t feel like a dream, and I— I need you to tell me.”

  “Tell you what, Buck?” Steve asks, and takes a step closer—it’s a mistake, he knows, because he’s suddenly too close, and when Bucky looks at him, he can’t not look back. 

  “If you lied to me,” Bucky says. “If this was real.”

  Steve’s eyes involuntarily flicker down to Bucky’s lips, and he can hear the deafening sound of his own heartbeat. He knows Bucky must hear it, too. 

  “Just— just tell me if I got it all wrong. If that’s not what you want,” Bucky says, and kisses him. 

  It’s tentative, chaste, just a light press of lips against lips, but it leaves Steve frozen in place, unable to move, or speak, or think. After a few seconds, Bucky stops.

  “Okay, I— Okay,” he says, and his voice is quiet; it is so, so quiet. 

  Steve’s ears are ringing and he feels unbalanced, like a half-empty glass that’s been tipped over. Bucky takes half a step back.

  “Christ, I’m sorry, Steve, I—” he starts, the words fading quickly.

  Steve catches Bucky by the wrist, stops him from moving away.

  “It was,” he says, his voice hoarse, rough around the edges, like he hasn’t spoken in years. Like he hasn’t spoken since that night he kissed Bucky in the abandoned factory, in the middle of the war. “It was real, Buck.”

  He touches Bucky’s face, runs his thumb along the line of his cheekbone, then brings Bucky’s hand to his lips and gently kisses the knuckles. When he looks up, Bucky is still staring at their joined fingers. Under Steve’s shirt, the dog tags are burning into his skin, and he can feel the drag of the chain around his neck with every intake of breath.

  This time, when Bucky kisses him, Steve kisses back and doesn’t close his eyes.

  It’s slow, unhurried, and goes on until they’re completely still, pressed against each other, breathing each other in, and for the first time since he woke up, Steve feels anchored, grounded. At home. It’s almost a foreign feeling by now, one he associates with his mother’s gentle hands and lazy, sunny afternoons spent with a book in his lap, leaning against Bucky until they both fell asleep, warm and content. 

  When he finally looks up, Bucky’s lips are so, so red, and Steve thinks briefly, I did this, before he chases after him with his mouth. 

  There’s a strange tightness in his chest, his throat, and he feels a bit like he wants to laugh—a bit like he wants to cry.

  “Why now?” he asks when they break for air, their foreheads touching. 

  Bucky licks his lips, looking at Steve, so close that it almost hurts, and he’s there, he’s right there, solid and warm, and real, and alive, and Steve can’t stop touching him. Can’t believe he’s allowed to touch. 

  “I just had to know,” Bucky whispers. “Thought I was going crazy, and when you said we weren’t— That we never— I just had to know.”

  Steve laughs then, quiet and broken, because after two lifetimes of wanting and not having, he’s still, deep down, that fifteen-year-old boy from Brooklyn who had no idea how to tell his best friend he was in love with him so much that it hurt to breathe. Now he knows the way Bucky tastes in the dim light seeping into the hall from the living room. He wants to know if he tastes different in daylight. If he tastes different in the dark.

  “Come on,” he says and takes Bucky’s hand in his. He doesn’t let go even for a moment, desperate in his need to stay close to Bucky, to ground himself in his warmth. 

  “You didn’t have to lie to me, Steve,” Bucky says when they sit down on the bed, side by side, their thighs touching. Bucky isn’t looking at Steve, but their fingers are still laced together. “What did you even do that for?”

  It’s hard to explain—the years he spent convinced that Bucky would never look at Steve the same way if he knew (because Bucky is the best man Steve has ever known, but it would be different between them, the unspoken tension always at the back of their minds), the years he spent convinced that Bucky would never look at a man the way he looked at the women he took out dancing and kissed under the streetlamps and fucked in their beds until they made soft, breathy noises or muffled their screams when they came. The weeks—months—after Bucky’s return, when Steve knew Bucky had to become a person again before he could be anything else. The way Steve never thought Bucky could be something else for him, apart from what they used to be to each other. 

  “It wouldn’t be fair,” Steve says then, his heart in his throat all of a sudden. “It wouldn’t be fair to you, and it was never about what I wanted, not when you came back and you— I’ve been dealing with this for a long time, never thought I’d—”

  “How long?” Bucky asks, his voice soft and quiet, and Steve can feel his eyes on him, but he doesn’t stop staring at their joined hands, unable to speak. “Steve, how long?”

  It takes everything in Steve to tell the truth.

  “I was fifteen,” he says. “I was fifteen, and less than nothing to look at, and never even been kissed, and you were a man, all broad and handsome, and the girls who would never give me the time of day were all sweet on you, and I couldn’t even blame them, because you were you, and I wanted—” He takes a deep breath. “I just knew what I could and couldn’t have, that’s all.”

  “Jesus, Steve—” 

  Bucky touches his face, metal fingers cool against his skin, trying to get Steve to look at him, but it’s like the flood gates have been opened, and the words just tumble out, impossible to stop.

  “Remember when we got drunk at your parents’ and you showed me those dirty pictures?” Steve asks and swallows thickly around the tightness in his throat. Bucky thinks for a moment, then shakes his head. “It was the middle of summer, the weather was really hot, so we stayed inside. We were alone, and you stole some of your father’s liquor and showed me some dirty pictures you got off of Johnny Carter. You got tipsy, and then you got real excited by the pictures, asked if I liked what I was seeing, and the only thing I could think of was how much I wanted to kiss you.”

  He can see the tendons in Bucky’s jaw working as he digests Steve’s words for a moment. 

  “So if I didn’t kiss you today—” he starts, then stops, bites gently into his lower lip. 

  “You’ve been doing so good, Buck.” Steve draws small circles at the base of Bucky’s thumb with his finger. “You’ve been getting better, you are getting better, every day, and I wouldn’t be able to look at myself in the mirror if I did anything to fuck that up.”

  “You didn’t.” Bucky untangles their fingers and takes Steve’s face in his hands, forcing him to look straight at Bucky. “You’re the best man I’ve ever known, Steve, I know you’d never do anything like that, but I’m not the only one who got all fucked up by this, by everything, and you deserve to have something, too. You don’t gotta keep that all in.”

  Steve knows Bucky is right about him. He’s the kind that bleeds on the inside until he chokes on his own blood. 

  “And I was always looking at you,” Bucky adds quietly after a moment. 

  Steve doesn’t exactly know what to do with that revelation. He feels a bit like somebody just punched him in the stomach, and he can taste the lost time like bitterness in his mouth. But maybe, he thinks, these things happen for a reason. Maybe it’s more than just another cruel joke at his expense. Maybe they were supposed to be here, in the end. Maybe this is what the back of their book looks like. 

  The worst thing is—he’s selfish enough that he wouldn’t have it any other way. 

  Steve moves, slowly, deliberately—he buries his face in the crook of Bucky’s neck, breathes in his scent. “I missed you so much,” he says, his voice thick and rough. “It was like breathing, you know. Loving you. I didn’t know how to stop. That was the worst thing.”

  It’s easier that he thought it would be, to say it out loud. 

  Steve presses his lips against the warm skin of Bucky’s throat and kisses him gently, runs his fingers along the curve of his jawline. It’s an exhilarating feeling, like an endorphin high but better, and Steve hasn’t felt like this since the last time he got drunk—they went out for drinks the night before Bucky left for basic, and they walked back home at two in the morning, tipsy and laughing, and Steve thought, I’m going to lose him, and then he thought of nothing at all.

  “Now you don’t have to,” Bucky says, kisses him one more time. 

  He could get used to this, he thinks. He wants to get used to this, until this, too, feels as natural as breathing.



  .



  Steve wakes up to Bucky sleeping peacefully next to him and a text from Natasha. 

  
    don’t turn on the news
  

  He blinks a few times, chasing the bleariness away and looks down at Bucky, who makes a soft sound and shifts closer in his sleep, closing his hand around the dog tags on Steve’s chest. 

  A quick search on his phone reveals the reason behind Natasha’s message, and she was right, he didn’t want to see this. It’s not unexpected, and Steve’s never had any illusions about it, but it still hurts to see treason and terrorist plastered right there on the front pages. 

  There’s some good, too, as well as the bad, people and news outlets coming out in support, but the vitriol is vicious, ugly, and Steve feels faintly sick when he reads some of the comments. Doesn’t mean they have to take it lying down. They never did, before, and there’s no reason to start now. 

  (He’s done. He’s done hiding, done pretending like he doesn’t want to scream at the world Bucky sacrificed himself to protect and all he got in return was pain and suffering, and the word traitor smeared all over his name. He’s done.)

  06:38, says the digital clock. There are no paparazzi outside when Steve looks out of the window, the weather is nice, for late November, and Sam is coming to pick him up in twenty minutes. 

  Steve wanders back in the direction of the bed, looks at Bucky, still sleeping soundly, curled in on himself, and shakes him gently by the shoulder. Bucky starts awake, eyes wide open and fingers grasping around the non-existent knife under his pillow. 

  “It’s just me,” Steve says, kneeling on the bed to finally sit down on the edge of the mattress, half-twisted to face Bucky. “Sam’s coming in a few minutes to pick me up for a run. Wanna come with? This way, we can both kick his ass.”

  Bucky shrugs, but there’s a small smile tugging up the corner of his mouth. “Can’t let him get too out of shape,” he says, then grows more somber. “Steve— What are they saying?” 

  Steve doesn’t even try to pretend he doesn’t know what Bucky is talking about, but he still rises to his feet and pads, barefoot, to the kitchen to get some coffee going before he answers. 

  “Some people are just glad you’re finally home. Some people— aren’t. There are a lot of people who mostly want to see someone punished, publicly, someone other than Pierce. But we already knew that.” He grips the edge of the counter until his knuckles turn white. “It’s not about justice, it’s about the spectacle.”

  When he turns around, Bucky is standing by the window, looking out. This, too, is progress. He used to flinch every time Steve got close to any of the windows, like he was looking for a flash of a sniper rifle, for light reflected in the sights. 

  The coffee is still almost scalding-hot when he approaches Bucky from behind and hands him the mug, dropping a brief, affectionate kiss on his shoulder. Bucky stills for a second, then shakes his head, huffs out an unamused laugh. 

  “Look, we don’t have to—” Steve starts, but Bucky cuts him off. 

  “No, Steve. It was just a stupid reaction, that’s all. I may be fucked up, but it’s fine.”

  “Okay. Okay.” This time, when Steve’s fingers close around the jut of Bucky’s hip, he just leans into the touch.



  .



  “I have no idea why I keep doing these things to myself,” Sam says, still out of breath, with his head down and his hands on his knees, bent in half. “And now there’s two of you.”

  Steve laughs and tosses Bucky a bottle of water. “We’re just doing you a favor, really. Making sure civilian life doesn’t make you too soft, that sort of thing.”

  Without looking up, Sam gives him the finger. 

  “I’m moving out of the Tower,” he says later, when they’re walking to a breakfast place in Hell’s Kitchen, just off of 34th Street. There are dark, leaden clouds gathering above their heads and the air smells like first snow. “It’s been fun, y’know, but I think it’s time I got a place of my own, if I’m going to stay here permanently.”

  Steve nods. “You got something in mind?”

  “No, I’m still looking, but I’m not in any hurry, either.” Sam pushes his hands deeper into the pockets of his jacket. “Still, would be nice to get settled again.”

  “You could always ask Clint,” Steve suggests. “Maybe he has some free leases in his building.”

  “Maybe I should,” Sam says, considering. 

  It would be nice to have Sam this close to them, Steve thinks. Not like the old times, in the old neighborhood where everyone knew everyone else—it’s impossible to go back, he knows, and he wouldn’t even want to, now—but still comforting. Familiar. 

  They arrive at the breakfast place just as a guy with a white cane walks out in a hurry, another guy at his heels, both followed by a tall, blonde girl who gives the three of them a brief, curious look before she catches up to her companions just as they cross the street. 

  The place is busy this time of day and they look for a free table for a while before deciding on ordering out. Bucky hovers at a safe distance while Steve and Sam wait for their order, but people are starting to notice. They’re starting to stare. They should’ve expected this—Steve knows their faces have been plastered all over the news since yesterday, and there are probably paparazzi trying to hunt them down. Still, it’s a disconcerting thought, and Steve has been dealing with this—with the not entirely subtle glances and the covert photo-taking—ever since the news of his return broke out, but this is new for Bucky, who just stares ahead with unseeing eyes, his mouth a thin, straight line, his jaw set painfully. 

  “Come on, Buck, we got our food. Let’s go,” Steve says, guiding him gently towards the exit with a hand at the small of his back. Once they’re outside, it seems like Bucky can breathe again.

  It starts to snow just as they reach the subway. Big, half-frozen snowflakes get tangled in their hair only to melt away after a moment, and Steve remembers Europe, remembers that cold, harsh winter that left them gaunt and hungry for warmth, and he remembers the old Brooklyn, their old apartment, and those long, cold nights he spent curled up next to Bucky, desperately wishing not to die.



  .



  The evening creeps in unexpectedly, like a thief, accompanied by more snow and that particular stillness that comes after the first snowfall, when the entire world seems to be suspended in time for a short while. 

  There are a few paparazzi camped out on the sidewalk across from his building, though Steve is secretly surprised there isn’t more of them, and he’s also starting to suspect that it might be Pepper’s doing, but either way, he’s grateful. He still pointedly doesn’t turn on the news. 

  Behind the closed curtains, they can pretend for a little while that the world doesn’t extend beyond the walls of Steve’s apartment. 

  It’s still fresh and fragile, this thing between them, and at the same time it’s as familiar and natural as breathing. They sit together on the sofa, curled into each other, absentmindedly half-watching the tv show Steve has put on, and when Steve turns his head, he can smell the strong, clean scent of Bucky’s soap on his skin.

  “I did, too, you know,” Bucky says at one point, but he looks away and his voice is soft, quiet, like it’s a secret he’s kept for too long. “Loved you. Still do.”

  It does something to Steve in that hollow place behind his sternum, and it almost hurts to hear it, but it’s good, too. It’s the best thing Steve has ever felt.

  “I think I remember your mother,” Bucky continues after a while, and it’s another sharp stab, a wound that has long since scarred over but still hurts sometimes. “You look like her. She had kind eyes and kind hands, but God help you if you made her really cross with you. Like that time you almost broke your hand trying to punch Tommy McCormick’s lights out and I had to drag your sorry ass back home.”

  Steve laughs softly. “Yeah, ma did the whole I’m so disappointed with you thing so well. Didn’t even have to yell.”

  “Now imagine if she saw you run off to join Uncle Sam.” Bucky shakes his head. “Christ, Steve, I still sometimes can’t believe you really did it. I just wanted you to be safe, not to try and get yourself killed the minute I wasn’t there to whack you across your stupid head.”

  He sometimes thinks about it—how different their lives would’ve been if he’d never left Brooklyn. Or if he did but they both came back after the war, safe and sound, and just a little less broken, just a little less disillusioned. Just a little more alive. 

  “We’re here now, aren’t we?” he asks, and that’s the most important thing. They’re still here, against all odds, and below them, the world is white white white.

  (It’s just this, a moment in time, suspended in between two heartbeats, and when Steve leans in, Bucky is there, warm and soft, and alive. It’s enough. It’s everything.)
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