

Preface


Refuge - A Small Town Crime/Love Story

    Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/51569959.
  



	Rating:

	Teen And Up Audiences

	Archive Warning:

	No Archive Warnings Apply

	Category:

	F/M

	Fandoms:

	Captain America (Movies), Captain America - All Media Types, The Avengers (Marvel Movies)

	Relationship:

	James "Bucky" Barnes/Reader

	Characters:

	James "Bucky" Barnes, Sam Wilson (Marvel), Reader

	Additional Tags:

	Blood and Injury, Violence, Killing, Minor Character Death, definite misuse of police ranks because i was confused by my research and gave up, Explicit Language, Angst and Fluff and Smut, Soft Bucky Barnes, Touch-Starved Bucky Barnes, give this man some love, Sensuality, Sad, not really with a happy ending but there's fluff in between

	Language:

	English

	Stats:

	
        Published: 2023-11-13
        Words: 7,071
        Chapters: 1/1
      










Refuge - A Small Town Crime/Love Story

by espinosaurusrexex

Summary

You had a track record of cracking tough cases, but this one proved to be your breaking point. The Winter Soldier was out there, thirsting for blood, operating in total anonymity, and leaving a trail of bodies in the cold Colorado snow. Then, just as a snowstorm was about to paralyse the town, Bucky Barnes appeared on your doorstep – lost, sweet, and in dire need of help. It all seems too good to be true, but what happens when his secrets come to haunt him and Bucky’s blurred past reveals a predicament neither of you saw coming?


Notes

Author's rec: listen to "Roll Call", "Stuck with Me", and "Reflections" by The Neighbourhood when cued in the text - or don't... I can't tell you what to do.



          See the end of the work for more notes













Refuge - A Small Town Crime/Love Story




Long streaks of crimson soaked the innocent snow beneath your feet.




Whatever happened, it had done so quick. The streaks turned into clumsy blotches and soon there would be evidence of a tired body dragging itself through the inches of snow in vain. 




It was too late. You were too late yet again. 




Sam threw his hat in the snow with a frustrated groan, his fist clenching so tight you actually heard it pop. 




“He’s doing it again,” the officer pressed past his stiff lip, “he’s messing with us.”




“Maybe this time he’s actually gotten sloppy.” Your eyes trained on the dark red contrasting the white.




Something was different about this one. But The Winter Soldier never left his victims capable of running away more than 10ft - it wasn’t his style. So why did this one make it past the tree line?




“Don’t try to sweet talk it, Y/L/N, he knows that we’re on his tracks. And he’s doing this to prevent us from finding him out once and for all.”




Sam’s pessimism could really annoy you sometimes, but it did help solve most of your cases in the past - it turned out that considering the worst-case scenario almost always brought you to the truth. Nevertheless, there was still something off. And you were determined to find out what it was this time. 




You turned around and made your way back to the car where blue and red lights silently snook through the woods before you finally turned them off. 




“I’m tired of this shit. What are we going to tell Sheriff Rogers? I’m pretty sure he’s about to kick us off the case anyway.” Sam gruffly entered the passenger seat with a frown. He was pissed, and you couldn’t blame him. 




“We’re not telling him anything.”




“And how would that work?”




“Just let me talk.” The tires screeched on the tar before you sped out of the woods. 












Cold. So, so fucking cold.





Bucky’s teeth were cluttering. He didn't know where he was. Nor did he know how he had gotten there. There was barely anything he remembered, really. The past two hours were how far his memory reached and after that? Everything blank. Not blank entirely though. There was fear and darkness but no images, no faces, just unease. 




He stumbled past the trees and over roots hiding beneath the thick layer of snow that had accumulated even in the forest. His surroundings looked familiar, but he didn’t know why. His feet, however, seemed to guide him exactly where he needed to be. He didn’t think, just let them be. His hands were aching from the cold, he couldn’t feel them anymore, and his lungs hurt with every icy cold breath. Dusk was already breaking past the horizon, and when the darkness would take over completely, Bucky would be done for.




After another ten or twenty minutes - he really couldn’t tell - Bucky could make out a house sitting at the edge of the woods. There was smoke coming out of the chimney and rising past the threes. The sight alone warmed him a little bit, but his legs were quick to remind him how frozen he really was. He stumbled the distance until he landed on the doorstep.




This was a really bad idea. But then again: he was going to die out here. 




His knuckles jammed against the wooden door, and it made pain shoot up his entire arm. But his left one was hurting even more. His whole body was - well... the parts he could still feel.









You opened the door, but nothing could have prepared you for what you found. There was a man kneeling on your doorstep. His fingertips peeking out of cut cloves trembling from the cold, his lips broken with blood by the harsh winter wind now nipping on your bare toes as well. The warm light from inside your house illuminated his face and what you saw could have only been described as distress. Eyes laced with fear and helplessness, the man looked up at you. There were snowflakes clinging to his lashes, face pale and lifeless. 




“Please,” was the only thing he whispered, but his voice was weak and it made your heart plummet. 




“What... what happened?” You stood frozen at the door, bewilderment seeping through your body. 




“I-“ But his teeth were cluttering so much you could barely make out his words. You looked past him into the woods and then down the lonely street leading to your house. Nobody there. Another look to the little table by the door, where your gun was hidden. He seemed to be unarmed, too weak to fight, anyways. 




God, you hated how your instincts made you check through the whole situation, making the poor man die in the cold outside. But when you were done, and your eyes swayed back to his frame, you exhaled slowly and opened the door a little wider. 




“Come in.”




“Th- Thank you- u.” He dragged his tired body over the threshold and crawled to the fireplace crackling in the living room. 




You just stood still, closing the door after swiping the woods and the road one more time, and watched him tremble by the fire. After a while - he had stopped shaking - you approached him and he looked at you like a deer in headlights. When he noticed you weren’t doing anything but standing there, he faced the fire again and - that’s when you saw it: dark red staining the back of his head and sticking to his shoulder-long hair. It was hard to make out in the dim light, but he had definitely gotten a good hit.




“Sir, you need a doctor.” Your hand reached for the phone but he was quick to stop it. His ice-cold touch made you shiver.




“No, no doctor.” His eyes looked at you intently, switching left and right. “Please... I just need to warm up. And then I’ll be out of your hair. I’ll leave and you never have to see me again.”




You were staring again. Shocked, confused? Something like that. This man wouldn’t be leaving soon, there was a blizzard already hitting the state lines, and it would be here by midnight.




“Please... no doctor.” His voice was only a whisper now but it pushed through to you more than before.




“...no doctor.” He nodded slowly, relaxing a bit. “But... you are bleeding.”




“I’m okay.” He wasn’t. This man was anything but. Though, somehow, he had this weird aura about him that made you want to stay close to him. You weren’t scared or creeped out - you were... intrigued.




Your head dipped to the side. “Who are you?”




He hesitated. “Bucky.”




“What’s your last name?”




“I... I don’t know.” He looked defeated - stressed - but you deserved answers.




“What happened?”




“I-” he looked up again, pain evident in his stare before he closed his eyes. “…don’t know.”




A nod of your head in understanding. He must be tired, exhausted. You’d leave it for now.




“Would you at least let me clean your wounds?” If they were really as bad as they looked you wanted to get him to a hospital before the blizzard hit. Bucky nodded hesitantly but he didn’t move when you inched closer to take a look at his head. 




The wounds weren’t that bad. All the blood in his hair made it look a lot worse, but he still needed stitches. He sat quietly as you carefully threaded the needle through his scalp. It wasn’t perfect but it would do. 




Bucky didn’t make a sound, not even when you accidentally slipped and poked him, he was quiet. 




“You can take a shower if you like - get all that blood off and warm up completely,” you finally whispered when you cut the last thread. All the other cuts on his face merely needed cleaning and the bruises were already forming, so there was really nothing you could do. 




“It’s okay. I won’t be staying any longer.”




But when he moved to get up, it was your turn to stop him. “Do you have somewhere else to go?”




“I’ll manage.”




“You’ll die. Blizzard’s already hit north.”




“I couldn’t stay.”




“You can.” Your hand sank when you noticed he wasn’t making a run for it. “At least until the storm passes.” He just nodded again but a hint of relief flushed through his orbs.




“Clean up, change. I have some clothes that will fit you. The bathroom is the first door on the left.”




Bucky followed your orders and disappeared into the bathroom without another word. You headed to your dresser to get the sweatpants and Hoodie Steve had always stored in there. He wouldn’t miss them, he didn’t stay the night anymore. But now it would serve another purpose.




You made your way back to the bathroom and gave Bucky the clothes, though the door wasn’t closed all the way and you could see the sliver of skin peeking through the crack. His back was littered with red streaks, most likely whip marks, and his left shoulder was scattered in bumpy scarring. He had a metal arm and that was about all you could see before willing your eyes away.  




Your gaze wandered to his jacket hanging over the chair and your fingers itched to know more. He was a stranger in your house, after all. A stranger you had chosen to trust, though. But your hands were searching through the pockets before that thought was finished. They were all empty. No wallet, nothing. All you found was a black mask and several compartments for weapons - all empty as well, though.




You exhaled. Who are you, Bucky?











→ Song cue: Roll Call - The Neighbourhood 







Bucky let the hot water run down his body. He looked at his left arm, the water hitting with drumming sounds and then repelling from its surface. Despite his lack of memory, he didn’t think it strange that an entire limb of his was missing, well kind of. It was okay - as if he had already coped with it somewhere in the past. The scars didn’t scare him either, or the red lines on his back. They were just there - accepted or not - unbothered. 




He closed his eyes and let the water fall on his face. Flashes of a fight lighting before his eyes. Torn between intrigue and horror, it was as if he had opened them.





Please! I’m begging you, please! God, please!





He was back. And the shampoo washed from his face in white bubbles. It smelled good. Like you.  




Bucky spent another minute under the water before stepping out and looking into the mirror again. What was he even doing? Dragging an innocent woman into this mess - whatever it was. 




His hand ran down his face and the towel hung low on his hips when he reached for the clothes you gave him. They were soft and fit him perfectly. 




It wasn’t long until he stepped out into your warm living room again. There was a pillow and blanket on the sofa now, and it looked more inviting than Bucky had seen in a while - at least it felt that way. He didn’t say much when he sat down carefully, feeling the soft comforter under his skin, and watched as you handed him a glass of water. 




“I’m right down the hall if you need anything.”




He just nodded.




“Will you be okay?”




He nodded again. But Bucky didn’t know if he was going to be okay. He was confused and scared and surprised you offered him shelter even though you knew nothing but his name. What a kind woman you were. 




You smiled sadly as you shut off the light, leaving Bucky to sink his head into the fluffy pillow. The flickers of flames in the fireplace danced on his skin when he closed his eyes, falling into a well-needed and dreamless slumber.









He woke to the sound of dishes clinking the next morning, stretching and catching a new fire with his eyes before he peeked over the backrest of your sofa to your kitchen. He was more rested than he’d felt in a long time. And he didn’t know if it was the sheer exhaustion that had him fall asleep so quickly yesterday, or if, maybe, it had been the faint smell of lavender your sheets hosted. Either way, he smiled when he got up, and it felt a little strange to do so. 




“Good morning, Bucky.” You beamed over the stove where some eggs were sizzling, making his stomach grumble. 




“Good morning,...” He still didn’t know your name. But it was strange to ask now that he had already slept in your home. 




You chuckled as your name passed your lips and Bucky’s lips lifted into another small smile. 




You ate in silence then. There wasn’t much Bucky had to say and you didn’t seem to be chatty. Bucky didn’t mind. This, your house, had a certain serenity to it. The faint crackling of the fireplace, the homey smell of breakfast in the air, and the rioting storm pouring in soft flakes around it. It felt peaceful and calm and safe - even if he didn’t know who you were... even if he didn’t know who he was.




The day went by peacefully. At one point, Bucky explored your house. It wasn’t big, but full of memories, he could tell. There were pictures everywhere - some of people, some of places. Souvenirs, crafted things. Smiling faces stared at him as he carefully inspected the mantel pieces and something akin to sadness pulled on his heart. Bucky wished he had memories - ones like you did. Ones with happy people and gifted bookmarks. He was sure he did... somewhere. He was someone, right? He just didn't know how to pull that someone back. 




It was strange because he had memories. Faint ones. Some that didn’t feel right. His childhood was completely blocked out. He had tried to remember, and things came back to him in tiny pieces. This night he remembered his last name. Barnes. But then his mind associated it with strange callings of his name - urgent, demanding, unfriendly. It didn’t feel nice - none of his memories did. 




His finger drove over the small picture of a dog and then he smiled. 









You sensed Bucky standing at the door as your head hung low above the desk scattered with pictures and leads. You didn’t bother hiding it from him though. Your house was small - it was almost impossible to hide things properly, especially if the days you spent snowed in kept being as quiet and boring as this one. Bucky was curious. He didn’t show it much but you notice the way his eyes scanned the room, how his brows twitched upon your frame above the files. He would catch a glimpse sooner or later. 




“Hey.”




“Hi.” Bucky wrung his hands. “Am I interrupting?” 




He watched as you shook your head, tracing the rim of your empty beer bottle. Careful steps approached you and then he stood behind you, a tense breath resealing when he most certainly took read through the reports. Except, he didn’t. When you turned, you watched him scan the decor on the walls. 




And he didn’t stop until you called his name.




“Yes?” His eyes were piercing even in the dim lamplight - they were pretty. 




“Is there something you need?”




He looked a little started at your question, his hands still kneading beneath him. It was hard to believe someone as tall and built as him could be shy - but here he was.




“I just wanted to... uh...” He avoided your eyes. “I remembered my last name.”




You smiled, a small jump in your heartbeat sneaking past you. “Oh, that’s great.”




“Yeah.”




“So what is it?”




“What?”




“Your name.”




“Oh, Barnes, Bucky Barnes.” He smiled. “And I also wanted to thank you... for being so kind.” He got shy again. 




But you stood and smoothed your hands over his shoulder, feeling him relax a little. “I’m just glad you are okay.” 




“Still, it’s not a given and I won’t take it for granted. So, thank you.”




There was a short silence in which he just looked at you and you wondered what else there was to discover about this extraordinary man before you. You could tell there was so much history and depth behind the ocean blue orbs focusing on you, so much more not even Bucky Barnes could access yet, and that made it all the more intriguing. 




Bucky shifted again, and then suddenly yet carefully, leaned in to encase you in an awkward hug. It warmed your heart from the inside out, but It didn’t last long before you could feel the tension return to his back. 




He pulled back, disturbed. “Everything okay?”




“I’m fine.” His eyes were everywhere but on you. “I’ll let you work.” And then he stumbled past you and out the door as you stood and watched him leave, turning back to your desk to see the array of crime-scene photographs littered on its surface. 









The hallway was spinning when Bucky made his way back to the living room. 





A heavy body fell to the snow, hands shielding features, scrambling backward on the harsh white ground.






“Please! I’m begging you, please! God, please!”





Bucky’s metal hand collided with a face, releasing a loud cracking sound. There was so much blood. So much fucking blood. 




The room seemed to cave in. His chest rapidly rising and falling, Bucky made his way to the kitchen where he fell through the backdoor into feet of snow. The cool on his face calmed him down immediately, hitting him like the memory of it had done. He stayed there for a while, just enjoying the silence of the storm and letting the weather tie him to the ground.




That’s what he needed. A reminder, something to ground him, tell him how vulnerable he was, that there was still something human left in him.




His jaw clenched when he scrambled up again, skin burning from the ice piercing through the air. He was okay, he told himself, he was fine.




He shook his head and made his way to the little hut in the backyard, where he took your axe and began chopping firewood. A little distraction would do him good.









After a simple dinner, you retreated to the sofa. Bucky hadn’t talked to you a lot and he felt a little bad you were stuck with him for another day due to the storm. But you never lost a word about it. In fact, you acted so naturally about it, as if he were a frequent visitor in your cozy retreat, one he had grown to associate with comfort and warmth in the short time being. 




“What’s your favorite movie?” You crossed your legs next to him. 




“I don’t know.” Bucky didn’t even remember watching movies ever. And it made him sad.




“Favorite genre?” You tried again. But Bucky just shrugged with a tight-lipped smile. 




“I like rom-coms.” You smiled and Bucky noticed yet again how easy it was to spend time with you. 




The TV began to play a generic song, but Bucky was too occupied looking at you. He couldn’t remember but he felt as though he had not experienced this sort of kindness in a long time, and it warmed his heart. But in the back of his mind, there was always that feeling of betrayal lurking in the dark. Because he began to remember things - things that lay not too far in the past and that were horrible, unspeakable really. 




He had not pieced them together just yet. Just snippets of memories, pieces of conversations rushing through his mind when he was triggered. And it scared him a little bit. But he didn’t want to lay his burden on you. 




“You’re not even paying attention.”




“Sorry.”




“Are you tired? We can stop the movie if you-“




Bucky shook his head. “No.” He smiled, not wanting you to leave yet.




“Okay.” You whispered before turning to the TV with a smile. As did Bucky. 











→ Song cue: Stuck with Me - The Neighbourhood










Bucky woke with an unusual amount of peace. He felt warm and comfortable - well-rested too. The fire was lazily puffing in the chimney and the TV was off. But there was something, or rather someone else he noticed. He looked down, his eyes landing on your frame, tightly tugged to his body. You weren’t cold, even though the room had cooled significantly since last night, and your face looked so peaceful - unbothered. The sight did weird things to his heart. But his response to it was to sling his arms around you tighter, and for the first time in a while, Bucky felt as though he was protecting something rather than threatening it. 




A smile snuck on his lips unawares. You stirred, but neither of you loosened their grip. 




“Good morning.” Your head disappeared into his chest again.




“Mornin’” he could feel your frown through his shirt.




For some reason, it just felt natural to stay like this. Neither Bucky nor you moved for a while. You just lay there - not talking, not sleeping - enjoying the calm morning, even though Bucky could see the snowflakes rioting outside the living room window. 




His hand dragged up and down your back and you sighed. 




“What are you doing today?”




You pulled back a little, watching him, contemplating something - he could see it. 




“I...” You trailed off, but Bucky stayed silent. 




“You know what?” His eyebrows raised as you scrambled off the sofa and extended your hand toward him. “Come with me.”




And he did. You lead him to your office and Bucky was reluctant at first. The last time he was here he had a panic attack. But your hand was still in his, and it calmed him. 




“I’ve been working on a case for some time now... but I’m stuck.” You moved to the desk and Bucky followed. “There’s been a murderer tormenting the town for weeks, driving the whole department crazy. I’ve been looking at these files for days. Maybe a fresh set of eyes can help.”




“You... you want me to help you?” This was new. 




“Bucky,” your hand landed on his arm and his eyes were glued to the interaction, “we’re stuck in here for at least another day. Why not be productive? And who knows? Maybe you’re able to help me solve this case.” You smiled.




But he was still hesitant.




“That guy killed my partner’s sister. Anyone that can help us even in the slightest is welcome”




He gulped. “Okay, alright...”




You sat down at the desk, spreading out pictures, handing him files, and explaining what you had gathered so far. Bucky listened attentively. And even though he was a little scared to look at the pictures again, he warmed up to the process you guided him through. Everything was labeled and put to memos. 




The process and the document brought him a weirdly familiar feeling but Bucky shoved it off to the side - after a while, even enjoying the puzzle you laid before him. 




“This one is unusual... why did this victim get so far?” He mumbled. 




“Maybe he’s messing with us...”




“Or he was interrupted,” he stated plainly as he grabbed another picture. 




You were silent then, and Bucky looked up at you to find you smiling across the files littered on the floor. “You must have some sort of experience, those are some good observations.”




Bucky shrugged. Whoever he had been in the past was yet to be revealed to him, but he did admit that tactical thinking came easy to him.




“Also this,” he pointed at the latest crime scene photo, “these tracks are inconsistent. Normally, he attacks from the left. But here it’s all over the place. Something must have happened to make him stop and change tactics.”




“Something like...?”




“Maybe he got a hit himself. You said the forensic scientist approximated quick deaths. The Winter soldier always kills precisely.”




You nodded. “One hit and they're done for.”




“That takes a high amount of skill. There are not a lot of things that can interrupt these tactics. Except, if he wasn’t capable anymore.”




“There were no indications of the victims defending themselves. They never had a chance.”




“Were there no indications or was it just not tested anymore?”




“The blood.” Bucky watched as you sprung up. “There was too much blood. Some of it must be his!”




Attagirl. Bucky couldn’t help it, a proud smile painted his features. He watched as you pressed the telephone to your ear, a faint beeping caught by his ears, and then you frowned. 




“The lines are dead,” you sighed. 




“What are we gonna do now?”




“We have to wait out the storm... There’s no way we’re getting anywhere out there.”




His eyes swayed to the window, where a wall of white soft snow fell unrelenting. He nodded. 









You were on the sofa again, there was nothing to do. The fire was crackling, and you sat next to Bucky with a cup of tea in hand. 




The case didn’t stop swarming your mind though. You finally had a new lead, a small hint that could lead to a suspect and you had no way of contacting Sam or the Sheriff’s department. There was likely nobody working, anyway. Maybe Steve, he was crazy like that - he’d gone out in unholy weather when you had a fight once, just to give you space. 




Your eyes wandered around the room as your mind went through the case files again, and then, when they landed on Bucky again, a little shiver ran over your skin. 




“Bucky?”




“Hm?”




“Have you... Do you think it’s possible you were the thing interrupting the Winter Soldier?”




He looked at you blankly. 




“You were pretty banged up when you found me.” You didn’t try to insinuate anything, you were just a little worried... and curious. 




“There were no other tracks in the snow, though.” His shoulders slumped. 




“Oh, I don’t know. I just want to-“




His hand found your knee. “I understand.”




And your eyes locked. “Do you not want to know what happened to you?”




“I’ll remember it eventually,” he smiled reluctantly, “right now, I’m actually glad not having to worry about it too much.”




“Why’s that?”




“I don't know... I just prefer your company instead.”




You nodded and bit your lip to stop your smile from spreading. “I’m glad I’m not alone here, too.”




Bucky looked down, hiding his smile in vain.










Icy wind whipped around Bucky when he noticed the man lying in the snow in front of him. He was begging, crying, screaming words he couldn’t make out in the storming winds.






And that’s when Bucky realized he was bleeding. Not Bucky, no, the man. He was lying in a pool of his own blood, drawing a growing circle in the snow - growing darker with every drop seeping deeper into the thick white.






So much blood. 






Bucky was confused, and worried, and scared. He didn’t know how he had gotten here, and when he moved to help the man, he scrambled away towards the treeline.






Bucky didn’t follow him. The look of utter fear had shaken him to the bone. What had the man been so scared of? Bucky looked down his body, past the heavy vest to a sleek silver knife wedged between gloved fingers.






He stumbled backward. Almost losing his balance as he sped in the other direction. Away from the man, the blood, the sheer horror of the scene in front of him. What had he done? What was going on?





“You need to wake up!” Bucky’s shoulder shook with your touch. 




Suddenly he shot up, shrugging you off until you landed on your butt next to the sofa. 




He was sweating, heaving, eyes searching the room until he realized that there was no danger and gore around anymore. Just your cozy living room and you. You.




“You’re okay, Bucky. It was just a bad dream.” Your hands were on him again, his covering yours. 




“I’m okay,” he reiterated.




“We’re safe here.” You weren’t. Because Bucky was the Winter Soldier. 




The realization hit him like a truck, his hands immediately retracting from your skin. His heart began to pick up its pace again. The memories flooding his brain overwhelmed him to the point of dizziness. But he couldn’t be close to you. Not after he had done the unspeakable. Not after he had killed your partner’s sister. This had become too personal.




“I need to leave.” He stood up too quickly, swaying dangerously before scrambling past you. 




“You can’t leave yet. It’s horrible outside.” You reached out to him again.




But he shook you off again. “I can’t stay either.”




“Why? What’s the problem?” 




Bucky halted, his shoulders sagging. There was no point in keeping it from you. You would find out anyway. And he would leave either way. It was just fair, you deserved the truth, to know you had sheltered an assassin for days. 




He turned to you with afflicted eyes. “It’s me,” he whispered shamefully, feeling his eyes fill with tears. 




You didn’t ask - just looked at him and swallowed hard. It was crazy how well you had gotten to know each other in the three days you were snowed in. But what was even more unfathomable to Bucky was that you understood. That you knew and didn’t flinch, or scream, or threaten him. 




“I... the... my weapons, they’re buried in the woods. It was me, I did it. They made me do it. They–“ A sob broke through his speech. 




You stood up to touch him but Bucky stepped back with the shake of his head. 




“They can control me,” he uttered and the statement heard out loud made him shiver all over. 




You reached out a third time and this time, Bucky didn’t move. He let it happen when your hands encased his cheeks and your lips laid a soft kiss on his jaw. “It’s fine.” Another kiss. “You’re fine.”




“I’m a monster.”




You shook your head with a teary smile.




“They’ll kill me when they find out.” There was no panic in his tone, he had already accepted his fate. The hard part was saying goodbye to you. 




“I won't let that happen.” Your forehead pressed to his.




“Why?”




“Because you’re not him anymore. You’re Bucky Barnes.”




Bucky’s heart picked up its pace. Somehow, hearing his name from your lips meant so much more than anything else ever could. And with a taste of hope on his tongue, his hands grabbed your face and pressed your lips to his eagerly. 









You stumbled back but Bucky held you firmly in his grasp. He sighed into the kiss when you began to move your lips in sync with his, a lonely tear rolling over his cheek and stopping at your thumb. 




He was warm and soft, rough around the edges but so sweet. His chapped lips left your mouth; his arms wandered around your body as he held you tightly, face disappearing in the crook of your neck. 




Bucky was so full of affection, and passion, you could feel it in every touch he gifted you. You didn’t know how long he had gone without a kind word, without a reassuring smile, but you knew that you would give it all to him in this moment. 




“Come here.” His puppy eyes squeezed between your hands, he let you guide his face back to yours where you stole another deep kiss from him. 




But you wanted more. Needed to feel him all over - wanted to step into his skin if you could, just to be closer to him. 




You guided him back to the sofa until he fell backward with you pressed against his chest. There was not an inch of space between your bodies as your legs tangled slowly. Bucky groaned when his hand tangled in your hair, a soft nudge pushing you to the side until he was almost hovering over you. 




“You’re cold,” he stated upon feeling over your goosebumps. And then he, somehow elegantly, rolled the both of you off the sofa and to the carpet in front of the fire. 




Your skin was burning deliciously when he removed your shirt carefully, a cool metal hand soothing over the side facing the fire. His hard bulge nudged against your core when his mouth placed soft kisses over your clavicle. Little did he know you weren’t shivering from the temperature in the room, but you wouldn’t protest. 




Your heartbeat quickened with every piece of clothing left discarded around you. Bucky was all over you. Lips, hands, legs - a wild entanglement of limbs surrounded every content moan he gifted you and you loved it. 




Soft warm kisses placed a firm trail down his body as you worked your way to the hemline of his boxers. You removed them with ease, his hands not once leaving your body no matter how grand your movements. He seemed assured when he could feel you beneath his fingertips. 




“Will you stay?” You kissed his hip, hooded eyes looking at him through lashes. 




“Anything for you.” His breath was shaky. You moved to kiss his tip, but as soon as your lips touched his red flesh, “But-“ he pulled you up again. “I need you closer.” He smiled. 




“Okay.” And then your lips were back on his. His fingers danced around your body until they pulled your underwear off as well. 




You parted just to watch as your warm hands guided his tip along your slick folds, his cock witching when he touched your wetness, another shaky exhale escaping his chest. 




His eyes held yours when you lowered yourself until he was fully sheathed by you, a heavenly feeling consuming you with the delicious stretch he gave you.




You moaned in unison when you rolled your hips for the first time. Then another, and another. Until you found a comfortable rhythm that had Bucky bury his strong fingers in your hips, guiding you to meet every thrust of his own. 




Your name rolled over his tongue as his eyes closed and it never sounded as good as this. He stuttered when you squeezed his cock with your walls, chasing your own high as Bucky fought to hold on. 




There was so little talking in this passionate moment but so much felt said at the same time. Every touch of Bucky’s held stories in its wake, every kiss of his lips whispered soft promises to your body. You never wanted to let go again. 




Your hand guided his eyes to yours when you felt your insides squeeze unrelenting. Moans being swallowed by another heated kiss, you rode each other through ecstasy. The overwhelming heat of his body and the fire seemed to swallow you whole when your sticky body collided with his only to have Bucky sling his arms around you again. 




He kissed your head, whispering sweet nothing to your ear before the aftershocks of pleasure fully subsided. 











→ Song cue: Reflections - The Neighbourhood







Harsh knocks on the front door ripped you from your desk. You stumbled down the hallway as you tried to get to the intruder faster. 




“Y/L/N open the damn door!” You stopped. It was Sam. What was Sam doing here? The storm had begun to soften, but it was still not totally safe out.




A look to your left showed Bucky standing in the living room looking at you with unease written all over him. He scrambled to the wall on the floor when your hand moved to the doorknob. Sam didn’t know. Nobody knew that there had been a man hiding in your house for three days and it would stay that way... for now. 




“What are you doing here?”




“Hello to you, too.” Sam tried to step forward but you blocked his way. He frowned. “The lines went dead and I needed to show you this.”




Sam pulled a crumbled piece of paper from his jacket pocket, the silver star shining in the white landscape around him. It had stopped snowing this morning, and his truck was probably the only one making it through the streets.




Suddenly, Bucky’s face stared back at you between creased paper. He was wearing an army uniform, a proud smile decorating his features as he held his hat in his hands. “What’s that?” You swallowed hard.




“It’s him.” Sam showed the picture further. “His blood sample DNA is all over the victim.”




“The blood,” you whispered upon stealing a glance at your living room. “What... what are you gonna do?”




“That motherfucker killed my sister. And I am not going to rest until I’ve ended his life just as he did Sarah’s.” Sam tried to hide the raspiness in his voice at his sister’s name, but he failed. 




You couldn’t blame him. Sarah had been a wonderful person. Her death had come unexpectedly for everyone. Nobody could fathom that anybody wished her harm. 




I have his last known location. So are you coming or not?”




“It’s dangerous. The roads are closed off.”




“I don’t care.” You snuck another look to Bucky who was just blankly staring ahead now. He looked tense - frightened. 




You swallowed the lump in your throat. “Sam-”




“Don’t even try. This is ending, now.” He stepped back. “So are you coming?” His eyes were piercing. “...or not?”




You nodded with tight lips, gifting one last reassuring smile to Bucky as you reached around the door to grab your jacket and gun. Sam was already starting the car. 




“I’ll be back as soon as possible,” you whispered only to watch Bucky’s chest heave with panic. “I’m so sorry. I won’t let him hurt you.”




The car honked before you could hear Bucky’s answer, shoulders jerking as your head pulled from behind the door. 




“I’m coming!”









“I’m gonna find him, and I’m gonna kill him.” Sam was gripping the steering wheel so tight, you thought it would break. “I’m gonna shoot him in the head, and I’ll watch him die just like he did–“




“Wilson.”




His head snapped to you with fiery eyes. But you were just as upset. The thought of Bucky being killed made you want to throw up. You obviously wouldn’t let that happen. Killing Bucky would do nothing when the actual bad guys were still out there, possibly manipulating a dozen other people into doing their dirty work. Bucky had told you the details he remembered, and it was enough to know that none of it was his fault - and most importantly - that there was a much bigger fish to catch. 




Sam clenched his jaw before looking back to the road. The mist had cleared slightly now. 




“I don’t think killing the Winter Soldier will solve the problem.” You instantly regretted saying that, because Sam slammed the brakes, making the truck slide on the icy road until it came to a stop. He was looking at you again. 




“He killed Sarah. He’s a criminal. A ruthless, cold-hearted serial killer.” There was so much betrayal in his eyes but he averted them again. “Even if I did not have personal reasons... he belongs behind bars at least. But the world would be so much better off if he was just gone.”




“Stop.”




“What?”




“You don’t understand.”




“Oh, really? Then please enlighten me. Because I would really like to know what made you change your morals.”




“You know, you’re not the only one that found out some things while snowed in,” you snapped and watched your partner look down contritely.




“It’s not just him. And it’s not him we need to stop.” You were careful about your next words - you needed to say them but you had no idea how to explain them. “There’s a whole criminal organization behind- ...behind the Winter Soldier program.”




“How?” His teeth were grinding. “How do you know?”




“I can’t tell you that” yet, you added in thought. Though you weren’t sure Sam would ever understand why you sheltered his sister's murderer in your home.




The car fell silent for a moment. But you swore you could hear Sam’s mind working overtime to decide how he would go about this. And then, finally, after what felt like an eternity, he reached for the ignition. 




“You’re lucky I trust you,” He muttered before starting the car again, shoulders still tense, and an ever-growing frown on his face. 









It had taken a good portion of your energy to explain the situation to Sam without revealing your secret. It was hard and tiring, but you had planned a new strategy to approach the case with your partner. And now, several coffees and hours later, when the sun had already set beyond the woods behind your house, you found yourself on your doorstep with a smile. Because you knew that all of it would be forgotten as soon as you had Bucky back in your arms.




“Bucky, I’m home!” You called out before the door fell shut behind you. But there was something different about the place. 




Your eyes scanned the living room - no fire, lights out, and Bucky’s makeshift Bed was neatly stacked by the end of the Sofa. 




You smiled, still, he had probably finally decided to accept your offer to sleep in your bed. 




“Bucky?” You pushed past the bedroom door just to find the room empty as well. 




You frowned. You could have sworn he’d be lying there, waiting for you. But the domestic haze your fantasy cooked up in the few days of isolation the storm had brought you seemed to have clouded your brain. 




You tried the hut in the yard last - without luck. But it wasn’t until you came back into your house, sitting on the neatly made sofa that hosted a journey of emotions through the past days that the revelation hit you like a truck. 




A tear rolled down your cheek as your hands folded in your lap.




Bucky had come into your life like tragedy - sudden and with the force of an avalanche. He had brought you joy, and confusion, and pleasure, and warmth. Bucky had packed a lifetime of experiences and emotions in the span of three days, and then - just like he had appeared - and much like your initial excitement about coming back to him, he had vanished without a trace.
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Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!



