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Fill the Night with a Song
by spinachmachine

Summary

Pre-war Steve and Bucky go out for a night on the town.

I don't know what else to tell you, its gay and it's trans. It's the whole package.

Notes

See the end of the work for notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/spinachmachine/pseuds/spinachmachine


Chapter 1

Steve lay across the saggy couch in the centre of the apartment and stared absently at his
hands across his stomach. He turned on the radio, but had forgotten about it until the song
crackling through the speaker abruptly stopped.

“Hey, I was listening to that,” He said, rolling over to see the disruptor of his peace.

“No you weren’t,” Bucky said, standing with his hand still on the radio and a newspaper
rolled up in his other.

“Could’a been,” Steve grumbled as he turned back over.

“But ‘cha weren’t,” Buck said before lightly smacking him with the newspaper roll, “Move
over.”

Steve begrudgingly sat up and made room, “Where’d you get that from?”

“Didn’t you see outside? It rained pretty hard this afternoon,” Bucky sat down and carded a
hand through his wet hair.

Steve hadn’t noticed, but looking at Bucky he could see that he looked like he had been
caught in the rain, or just hosed down. Water dripped from his hair onto his shirt collar. His
button-up clung in wet patches to the white undershirt underneath.

“Buck,” Steve complained as he pushed him unsuccessfully of the sofa, “You’re getting’
water everywhere.”

Bucky only laughed.

“I will, I will,” Bucky said slouching back into the couch, “Gimme a minute, it’s been a long
day.”

“I’ll say, you were up early enough,” Steve said having given up on pushing his friend off the
couch.

“’m sorry, Stevie,” Bucky said, “Didn’t mean to wake you.”

Steve only shrugged.

Bucky leaned his head back and closed his eyes.

“Any luck on the job hunt?” He asked,

Steve shook his head, “There’s nothin’ out there.”

“Not even someone in the building looking for an extra pair of hands?”



“Nah,” Steve said, “The only person is Mr. Feld and he can’t afford it.”

“Feld?” Bucky’s brows furrowed,

“Two stories up,” he explained, “He walks by the window around eleven every day.”

“I see you’re keepin’ busy in your unemployment,” Bucky joked,

“’Course, what else would I be doing?” Steve gave Bucky a gentle nudge once more, “Get
up, you’re gettin’ the couch wet.”

“Dinner maybe,” Bucky said before hoisting himself off the couch, “Yeah, yeah. I’m gettin’
up.”

“And keep me like a housewife?” the bitterness in Steve's voice a little harsher than he
intended, “You wish.”

“We could’a gotten married,” Bucky unbuttoned his shirt as he walked to the bedroom, “Your
ma would’a been proud. Would’a got mine off my back.”

“You know we couldn’t,” Stevie said less playful than before.

“C’mon, I’m not that bad,” Bucky joked from the bedroom,

“I am,” He said as he scanned their mostly bare cupboards.

Being poor sucked, but they were luckier than most. At least Bucky had something steady
and Steve managed to pick up the odd job here and there. They both managed to finish
school, for better or worse. And somehow they managed to pay rent every month, cutting it
far too close on months Steve had particularly bad luck on the job hunt.

“’M not arguing with that,” Bucky laughed,

“Hey,” Steve turned around to make a face,

Bucky stood in the living room with his new shirt open and a cocky grin on his face the way
he knew Steve liked. God, He couldn’t resist him and Bucky knew it.

“That’s a nice shirt you got there, pal,” Steve remarked, “You goin’ somewhere fancy?”

“Oh yeah,” Bucky smirked, “Got this little blonde thing at home, goes a little stir crazy if ‘e
doesn’t get out every now and then.”

“Buck, we can’t,” Steve said, “’sides, we got food here.”

“C’mon, Stevie,” Bucky’s hand finding Steve’s wrist in a gentle grasp, “Just one night.
Lemme take you out on the town.”

Steve let his arm rest in Bucky’s fingers for a moment. Bucky’s blue eyes staring into Steve’s
all soft like chocolate on a hot day.



Steve let out a sigh, “Fine.”

Bucky let out a smile that could light up the neighbourhood if he tried, “You’ll have a great
time, I promise.”

“Any place you had in mind?” Steve asked, “Where’d my jacket go?”

“That place down on Flatbush, maybe,” Bucky shrugged and started looking for Steve’s
jacket,

“Flatbush? No,” He said making a face, “That place takes a dime just to get in. What about
that place by the docks?”

“Stevie, you’re killing me. I was down at the docks all day.” Bucky said as he grabbed
Steve’s coat from one of the chairs at the table.“What about the one on 50th?”

“’S far enough away for you?” Steve said,

“Nothing’ll be far enough away from the docks,” Bucky responded, “Take your jacket.”

Steve grabbed his jacket and swung it around, “50th it is.”

“50th it is,” He repeated.

Bucky buttoned up his shirt and grabbed his jacket before the two of them headed out,
stopping to say hello to Mr. Gonzales as he came home from work. Mr. and Mrs. Gonzales
were a sweet older couple across the hall. He worked at a hardware store south of Fulton.
Somewhere Steve had never been able to find. They mostly kept to themselves, but over the
last few months Mrs. Gonzales had started warming up to Bucky –leaving dinner at their
doorstep on more than one occasion.

The trip down to 50th had been worth it once they finally reached the hole-in-the-wall dance
hall. The entry was free and the drinks were cheap, albeit watered down. The food was boiled
and mostly tasteless, but for the price they were charging Steve wasn’t about to argue. Instead
Steve swallowed down his potatoes and tried to enjoy the obviously drunken band playing on
stage.

“Gotta say,” Bucky said over the music, “This is the best idea I’ve had in a while.”

“Yeah,” Steve agreed, “A long while.”

Bucky opened his mouth to say something, but couldn’t before another interrupted.

“Excuse me,” A voice said, “Care to dance?”

The two of them looked over to see a young woman looking at Bucky. Joan Blondell
could’ve eaten her heart out and it would have made no difference. The woman had hair not
dark enough to be blonde, but too light to be brown. Her eyes were large and blue, just the
way Bucky liked, too. Steve couldn’t stand a chance.



Bucky looked at Steve, then back at the girl before answering.

“’Course, doll,” He said before getting up.

Steve sat and watched Bucky dance, the polite grin on his face slowly giving way to
something more genuine. Bucky loved women, but that wasn’t something Steve could give
Buck, not really. He had tried that route for years and it only made him feel worse than he
already felt. His mom didn’t understand it, and thinking back Steve didn’t think she could
ever truly understand it, but she loved him regardless right up until the end. That wasn’t to
say that it never put a strain on their relationship, he lost count of the number of times his
panic led to asthma attacks as he tried his best to sneak in the house and change out of
Bucky’s old hand-me-downs into something more feminine, more proper for a ‘girl’ his age.
But Bucky, Bucky didn’t understand it, didn’t try to, he just took Steve as he was. He called
him pal and a handsome fella. But, Bucky liked women and that was something Steve wasn’t.

“He yours out there?” Someone asked.

Steve turned around to see a dame staring back at him, a dame dressed in pink with
meticulous dark brown curls pinned up at the sides waiting for him to answer.

“Uh, Yeah. I guess,” Steve stumbled over his words,

“Is this seat taken?” The woman asked, “Or may I borrow it for the time being?”

“Um, Yeah,” Steve said, “I mean, it’s free if you want it, uh, ma’am.”

“Ma’am?” The woman made a face and laughed, “You make me sound old.”

Steve opened his mouth to say something, an apology he hoped.

“Don’t worry yourself,” She said, “My partner is sitting over there, but I couldn’t leave a
young man such as yourself looking so sad and alone.”

Steve looked over to where she pointed at the distinguished looking man in a black suit and
hair slicked back like the catalogs Steve could barely afford to look at. He tried to hide the
slump in his shoulders. A dame finally notices him and she's taken, he really had the worst
luck.

“Ida,” the woman reached her hand across the table for Steve to take, “Ida Powell.”

“Steve Rogers,” he said and reached out.

“It’s always hard, isn’t it?” Ida took her hand back and placed under her chin with her elbow
on the table, “He’ll never understand, not quite, anyways.”

“Ma’am?” Steve said, his fingers twisting themselves up underneath the table.

“It took me a long while to realize,” She said glancing at Steve, “Longer than you, probably.
I’m lucky to have found my John. Not everyone is so lucky, you know, let alone people like
us.”



Steve felt as though he had taken a blow to the chest, any air in his lungs had escaped. She
was like him. Maybe there were words for it, if there was he didn’t know them. He only knew
the feeling of frustration when he wasn’t seen as one of the boys playing rough in the street,
scraping elbows across the pavement. He couldn’t describe the feeling of wearing boy’s
trousers for the first time, the way it almost brought him to tears, or being called ‘sir.’ What
made it worse was the isolation. Sure, he was one of the boys, but he was different and alone.
To find someone who understood was never something he imagined, who understood how he
felt about his body. Not to say they were born in the wrong body, but that they were trapped
in a physical circumstance.

“You know?” He asked barely a whisper for fear it would all come out at once,

“Of course,” She said nonchalantly, “I’d recognize that look anywhere. I saw it first in the
mirror. Now, I suggest you take that man who very obviously loves you and you hold on tight
and never let go. You deserve happiness.”

“But-” Steve started,

“No,” She said, holding a finger up, “You deserve happiness.”

Before Steve could try to argue again the band finished their song and applause rang across
the bar. Bucky and the dame he danced with returned, Steve catching only the last part of
their shared gratitude at having such a wonderful dance partner.

“Steve!” Bucky exclaimed from across the dance floor,

Steve gave a shy smile back.

“Well,” Ida sighed, “I best be returning to my John before he gets lost without me. And I
suggest you find your way back to your…”

“Bucky,” Steve said.

“Your Bucky,” Ida finished, “Have a good evening, Mister Rogers.”

“You too, Ma’am,” Steve said, "Miss."

Ida Powell smiled before returning to her table. Even from where he sat Steve could tell Ida’s
John lit up when she sat down at their table.

“You finally find a dame who can see you and I don’t even get to meet her,” Bucky
complained,

“She came with someone,” Steve said,

“A taken woman,” Bucky gasped dramatically, “Steve, you homewrecker.”

“Never would’a taken me for the type, would you?” Steve joked,



“Never in a million years,” Bucky said as scooped his cooled potatoes onto his fork, “What’s
‘er name?”

“Ida, Ida Powell,” Steve answered, “What about you, no second dance?”

“Elsie? Nah,” Bucky shrugged, “She was lookin’ for a partner for the one dance is all. Got no
problem with that, ‘M here with my best guy.”

Steve opened his mouth to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come.

Steve smirked instead, “Your best guy’s gonna get another drink. I’ll get you one.”

Bucky stopped chewing to smile, his lopsided grin stretching to his ears, “Yeah, alright.
Thanks, pal.”

“Now I’m your pal? I was your best guy a second ago,” Steve slid off his chair, and started
for the bar.



Chapter 2

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

The bar took longer than expected. The dancers on the floor took the band’s break as enough
reason to migrate to the bar and re-hydrate. By the time Steve got his order the band started
up again meaning he had to walk back to his and Bucky’s table without spilling what would
most certainly be their last call financially.

“Thanks,” Bucky’s mouth moved, but his voice was drowned out by the band playing louder
than before.

Steve shook his head and shrugged, which Bucky seemed to understand.

The two of them cleared their plates and sat at their table in silence enjoying the band.
Steve’s knee bounced along to the music. Occasionally it would hit Bucky’s under the table
and he would look at Steve and give a hint of something both sweet and sly.

“’M gonna get us something,” Bucky said in between songs,

“Buck, we can’t,” Steve said back, “We gotta get home.”

“We’ll walk,” Bucky shrugged,

“Buck…” Steve started before Bucky was too far away to argue.

A couple moments later Bucky returned, almost effortlessly weaving through dancing
couples with two short glasses with an inch of amber liquid in the bottom.

“I thought you were getting drinks,” Steve said flatly,

“It’s whiskey,” Bucky returned the flat tone,

“Couldn’t afford an old fashioned?” Steve jabbed,

“Ha ha,” Bucky said as he placed the glasses in front of them and sat down, “You’re a real
funny guy, you know that.”

Steve smirked and took the drink in a single mouthful feeling the burn all the way down. He
tried not to make a face, but Bucky’s laugh said he was failing. After a couple minutes Steve
could feel the telltale signs of inebriation just as the band started to play something slower.

“We should dance,” He found himself wanting to say,

“We should dance,” Bucky actually said,

“Buck, we can’t,” Steve said too fast to stop himself,



Bucky’s face dropped and Steve felt disappointment creep up from within. Steve scanned the
room hoping the right words would come to fix this.

“Y’know,” Bucky shouted over the music, “I’m gettin’ real tired of these mixed signals,
y’know that?”

“Yeah,” Steve said back, “Me too.”

“Then do somethin’ about it!” Bucky huffed from his side of the table.

“Buck…” Steve started, but couldn’t finish,

“Yeah, yeah,” Bucky rolled his eyes, “I know, I know. We can’t.”

Steve wanted to argue with him, tell him he was trying. Somehow Steve always felt never
quite man enough, and yet, still too man for his own good. He resided in a nowhere space and
for whatever God forsaken reason Bucky always kept him company. He couldn’t understand
the place Steve was, but it never stopped him. Steve knew he couldn’t keep pushing him
away, not when he wanted him so bad.

“I’m not much of a dancer,” Steve said as nonchalant as he could.

He took a breath in the astonished silence Bucky gave him.

“Or at all,” Bucky said with a smirk, “Y’know, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you dance.”

“I’d only embarrass you on the dance floor, Buck,” Steve said,

“Aw,” Bucky tipped his head back, “it can’t be that bad.”

“I don’ know, Buck,” Steve said fighting shyness, “You’ve never seen me dance.”

“How ‘bout this,” Bucky turned on his charm and a half-cocked grin, “you and me, we fin’
some place real private and then…”

Steve drank Bucky’s smooth in, “then what, Buck?”

“We see where the night takes us, pal,” Bucky said, turning back in his chair to stare at the
sprawl of dancers and taking a sip of his whiskey.

“I’m a classy guy,” Steve joked,

“What ‘m I supposed to do?” Bucky joked back, “I buy you drinks, I buy dinner, no thanks
even. These classy fellas, I swear.”

Steve threw his head back and laughed, “Alright, Alright, take me dancing, pal.”

Bucky stared at Steve with eyes so soft you’d think they’d melt in the sun if he wasn’t
careful. His soft smile made Steve dizzy in a way he didn’t hate either. Something about this
man must’ve been horribly, horribly wrong to think Steve was enough, but right now the



doubt didn’t matter. Bucky mattered. Right now Bucky wanted to dance and Steve would’ve
moved heaven and hell to make that happen. His feet would certainly slow him down, but by
God he wasn’t about to let that stop him.

Steve swallowed down the rest of his drink and let Bucky take the lead as they left through
the back door, weaving through smokers and lovers who occupied the back alley. They found
themselves somewhere closer to home than they were before outside a club they couldn’t
afford to get in, but music played loud enough to be heard from down the block and around
the corner if they wanted.

Bucky stopped and listened to the tune as it became familiar.

“Care to dance?” Steve asked,

Bucky looked at Steve with an unreadable expression on his face.

“I should be asking you,” He said as he held out his hand,

“Looks like I beat ‘ya to it,” Steve said as he took it.

Steve took a couple of awkward steps, unsure where he should move or how.

“Ah,” Bucky gasped in surprise when a shoe stepped on his foot, “Steve-Steve, stop.”

“S’ry” Steve muttered,

“Can I take the lead?” Bucky asked.

Steve took a moment to stare into Bucky’s eyes, taking in the soft gaze that stared back at
him.

He let out a resigned sigh before letting himself await to be molded into a more feminine
position.

Bucky switched his hand in Steve’s and looked into Steve’s eyes before giving a quick smile.
He guided Steve’s other hand up until it rested on his shoulder before placing his own hand
on Steve’s arm.

Bucky started with a simple sway, mindful of the song that spilled onto the street from the
club.

“Stevie, how am I supposed to admire those baby blues when they’re glued to your shoes?”
Bucky laughed,

Steve looked up to say something about his fear of stepping on Bucky’s feet again,

 

“Let’s build a stairway to the stars



And climb that stairway to the stars,” the singer’s voice echoed from the nightclub,

“Care to add to this?” Bucky asked as he added something that looked more like dancing to
their movements,

“With love beside us to fill the night with a song

We’ll hear a song of violins

 

Out yonder where the blue begins

The moon will guide us

As we go drifting along…” the singer continued.

“An’ here I thought you had two left feet,” Bucky joked,

Steve laughed, “We’re only halfway through the song.”

“Can’t we sail away?

On a lazy daisy petal

Over the rim of the hill?

Can’t we sail away

On a little dream and settle

High on the crest of a thrill?

 

“Let’s build a stairway to the stars

A lovely stairway to the stars

It would be heaven

To Climb heaven with you” the singer finished.

 

The applause could be heard from outside the club. Bucky joined the applause, clapping and
hollering from their piece of street. Steve joined too until security stepped outside and the
two made a break for it.

“Don’t let go, Buck!” Steve said as he gripped Bucky’s hand tightly,



Steve looked back to see Bucky grinning ear to ear, “Not in a million years, pal.”

Chapter End Notes

1. I hope you enjoyed reading this as much as I enjoyed making this. Feel free to leave a
comment or a kudos, I love getting them!
2. From the 20's-ish to the end of ww2 swing dance was extremely popular and had
several sub-genres of dance. During this time period one popular type of swing dance
was the Lindy Hop which originated in Harlem. I used waltz positions (which has been
around since ~13th century) because its closer and more romantic, but instead of Bucky
putting his hands around Steve's waist as the lead (traditionally the man) would usually
do he puts it on his arm. It's a small detail I couldn't not mention.
3. The song is Stairway to the Stars by Glenn Miller, which has the longest intro in a
song despite being lest than 3 minutes so it is realistic to teach someone to dance in the
time it takes for the first verse to start.
4. Whether you think Steve can dance or Bucky is just humouring him is entirely up to
you :)
5. I think there will be a chapter 3, I'm feeling ambitious. I'm hoping to have it done
before fall, but I make no promises.



Chapter 3

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Steve and Bucky eventually found their way home somewhere in the small hours of the
morning. Somewhere between being chased off the street by club bouncers and climbing the
steps of their building Bucky had kept watch over Steve as he caught his breath in a back
alley before they laughed about it like it was an old story as they wandered home

In the apartment hall they laughed in poorly hushed whispers before bursting into laughter
behind the weighty door of their apartment. The neighbours would no doubt hold contempt,
but that was a problem for the morning.

“…An’ his face!” Steve exclaimed in half understood words,

Bucky made a face halfway between surprised and lost before dissolving into laughter. Steve
joined in until his ribs hurt.

When the laughter died down Steve let out a sigh.

“I gotta say,” he started, “you were right. I needed a night out.”

“Wha?” Bucky said from where he was crouched at the entrance against the wall,

“’M not saying it again,” Steve said as he shrugged off his jacket,

“C’mon, Stevie,” Bucky said, “I didn’ quite hear you there.”

Steve only shook his head before placing his jacket back on the chair where it was earlier in
the evening.

“It almost sounded like you said I was right,” Bucky said with a cocky grin, just the way he
knew Steve couldn’t resist.

“Almost, Buck.” He said.

“If you try it again you might actually say it!” Bucky insisted as he struggled to shrug off his
jacket, “C’mon, y’never know.”

“’M too tired to try again,” Steve retorted,

“You an’ me both, pal,” Bucky agreed,

Steve stared at him and felt the atmosphere change.

“C’mere,” he said as Bucky stepped closer.



Steve closed the rest of the distance himself before he could second guess himself. He could
feel the hitch in Bucky’s breath in the cool huff of air between them.

And then he brought his lips to Bucky’s.

It was soft and chaste, but it meant world to him.

When he parted he stepped out of Bucky’s space and turned toward the bathroom, leaving a
dumbfounded Bucky in the middle of the room between their shabby sofa and beat up dining
table. He could feel his cheeks burning and avoided even looking at himself in the bathroom
mirror for fear of discovering a new shade of red.

When he finally opened the bathroom door Bucky stood outside in his undershirt, obviously
uncomfortable with where or how to stand as he waited for Steve to come out.

“Hi,” Steve said,

“So,” Bucky said as he was visibly wracking his brain to find something to say, “I, uh, don’t
think we did that right.”

“No?” Steve felt his face go warm again.

It was just like him to mess up.

“Nah,” Bucky said, “we’re gonna hav’ta redo it.”

Steve dropped his worry and let out a smirk.

“Yeah?” He looked up at Bucky,

“Yeah,” Bucky said as he leaned down for him.

Steve leaned closer and let Bucky kiss him this time.

“Nah,” Bucky said as he broke from the kiss, “That wasn’t righ’ either. We gotta get this
right.”

Steve smiled big before stepping out of the bathroom, “Not tonight.”

“Tomorrow then?” Bucky asked as he followed Steve to the bedroom,

“Maybe,” Steve shrugged,

“You’re my best guy, Stevie,” Bucky explained, “I gotta make sure we do this right.”

Steve smiled and climbed into bed.

“Good night, Buck,” He said as he huddled himself up in the blankets.

Buck took the hint and padded over to the bathroom. Steve listened to the sounds of Bucky
getting ready for bed; the sound of him turning the bathroom tap on and off, brushing his



teeth, and washing up before he returned to their bed and climbed in.

“G’night, Steve,” Bucky responded,

Steve turned over and place one last kiss on Bucky’s lips and felt him smile through the
contact.

“That one felt close,” Bucky said, “But not quite.”

“Good night, Buck,” Steve said slightly more forcefully.

“Good night, Steve.” Bucky returned.

Steve placed an arm around Bucky before drifting off to sleep. He deserved happiness, and
how could it get any closer to happiness than this?

Chapter End Notes

I completed my first multi-chapter story on AO3! Thank you all for the wonderful
comments and kudos. I love them, I live off them, I thrive because of them. Please enjoy
this last chapter and maybe expect more trans works in the future? Don't get your hopes
up, but just know, I am thinking about it.

Once again, thank you all. I really do appreciate you taking the time to read my work
and it really keeps me going.

All the best,

Spinachmachine



End Notes

1. I know absolutely nothing about NYC. I google maps-ed Brooklyn and threw imaginary
darts.
2. The time in kinda loose, I was thinking 1939-1941, prior to the United States involvement
in WW2 but post-Great Depression or on the very tail-end of it. Also, this time in America is
NOT my area of expertise so things are probably so wrong. To history buffs, I know, I am
sorry.
3. Rating is subject to change
4. This is a super work in progress. I originally wanted to see how far I could make a story
progress through dialogue alone before my eyes rolled out of my head but it started to turn
into something. I wasn't gonna post it, but its TDOV and I've been going through my own
gender journey I thought it would be fun to share as a treat. A treat for whom? Me. Probably.
Anyways, enjoy. Part 2 (and possibly 3 will be up whenever, idk.)

 

06-08-2021
Updated this chapter as I work on the next one which may be the last? The dialogue felt a
little monotonous, but I am terrified if I go overboard with "he" the dialogue will get hard to
follow.

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/30394584/comments/new
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