
In These Small Spaces
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/33325930.

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences
Archive Warning: No Archive Warnings Apply
Category: F/M
Fandoms: The Avengers (Marvel Movies), Black Widow (Movie 2021), Marvel

Cinematic Universe
Relationships: Clint Barton/Natasha Romanov, Clint Barton & Natasha Romanov
Characters: Clint Barton, Natasha Romanov (Marvel), Nick Fury, Minor Characters
Additional Tags: What Happened in Budapest (Marvel), Clint Barton Made a Different

Call, Friendship, Partnership, Hurt/Comfort, Eventual Romance, Pre-
Avengers (2012), Post-Mission, Strike Team Delta (Marvel), Origin
Story, Natasha Romanov Joins SHIELD, Undercover Missions, Fluff and
Angst, Enemies to Friends to Lovers, Action & Romance, Slow Build

Language: English
Stats: Published: 2021-08-18 Completed: 2021-10-15 Words: 8,287 Chapters:

6/6

http://archiveofourown.org/
http://archiveofourown.org/works/33325930
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Teen%20And%20Up%20Audiences
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/No%20Archive%20Warnings%20Apply
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/F*s*M
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/The%20Avengers%20(Marvel%20Movies)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Black%20Widow%20(Movie%202021)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Marvel%20Cinematic%20Universe
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Clint%20Barton*s*Natasha%20Romanov
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Clint%20Barton%20*a*%20Natasha%20Romanov
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Clint%20Barton
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Natasha%20Romanov%20(Marvel)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Nick%20Fury
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Minor%20Characters
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/What%20Happened%20in%20Budapest%20(Marvel)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Clint%20Barton%20Made%20a%20Different%20Call
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Friendship
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Partnership
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Hurt*s*Comfort
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Eventual%20Romance
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Pre-Avengers%20(2012)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Post-Mission
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Strike%20Team%20Delta%20(Marvel)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Origin%20Story
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Natasha%20Romanov%20Joins%20SHIELD
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Undercover%20Missions
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Fluff%20and%20Angst
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Enemies%20to%20Friends%20to%20Lovers
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Action%20*a*%20Romance
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Slow%20Build


In These Small Spaces
by kgb_kurononekochan

Summary

It started in the underground air vents of Budapest. But it definitely did not end there.

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


Chapter 1

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

“You okay?” Clint asked the moment he had finally caught his breath.

Natasha looked at him intently, still trying to process the fact that she had just literally burned
down her past. “Why wouldn’t I be?” She replied, trying to sound as convincing as possible.
“Dreykov’s dead. I’m finally free. I couldn’t be any happier.” As she trailed off her sentence,
she slowly lifted her gaze away from him. As much as she prides herself for being an
excellent liar, she somehow knows that her lies won’t get past Clint Barton. Even though they
have only known each other for eight days, Clint could already recognize the fear, guilt,
sadness, and confusion beneath the intensity of her gaze.

He saw them as soon as he aimed those arrows at her in her safehouse, once his stormy blue-
gray eyes locked with her emerald ones.  With the first shot, he thought that the arrow missed
her because she had just dodged it effortlessly. With the second, he realized that she was not
even trying to avoid it at all. With the third, it dawned on him that he was subconsciously
trying not to get her killed. He saw in her eyes, what he once had felt himself. Without
wasting another second, he lowered down his bow, and silently cursed himself before walking
forward towards her.

“Your eyes tell me otherwise...” Clint replied, watching her carefully. “But it’s okay if you
don’t want to talk about it. Just know that I’m here if you need anything, Miss Romanoff.”

Natasha’s lips curved into a small smile. “Anything?” She teased.

Clint felt his face flush when he saw her smile for the first time. Their proximity in the small
space they were at wasn’t helping at all. Internally panicking, he hastily answered, “Yeah
anything. I brought with me a whole trove of sandwiches, potato chips, coffee, donuts—,”

“Wait, you’re telling me that huge-ass backpack of yours actually contains food and not
ammo and guns?” Natasha interrupted.

“Not just food! I also brought a first aid kit, a basic hygiene set, a blanket, and an inflatable
pillow.” He beamed.

“An inflatable pillow? Seriously Barton? You prepared not for a shootout, but for a camp?
How long are you planning for us to stay here?” Natasha exclaimed, unable to hide her
disbelief.

“Well… SHIELD will be extracting us from here in two days… Might as well get comfy.”
He replied, now a grin plastered on his face.

“What the hell. I thought we’d only be here for an hour or so to plan out how we’re going to
get past the rest of the Hungarian special forces, then return to the safehouse, where it’s



actually comfy.”

“Well, I don’t want to kill any more people than we already have, Romanoff. They’re just
men who are doing their job to keep the peace in this city. Dreykov’s agents are on the hunt,
too.  And I don’t think we’ve accurately sized up the rest of them. It’s too dangerous. I say we
just wait it out.”

Natasha couldn’t think of any argument. Clint actually has a logical and valid point. She just
stared at him, trying to come into terms with how different they really are despite of their
similarly red ledgers. She always fights head on, finishing the job as quickly as possible,
regardless of the collateral damage she may cause. He on the other hand, deals with his
battles patiently, waiting for the perfect moment to strike, and sometimes even forgoes
striking altogether, like what he did, or rather didn’t do, with her.

“You know, judging someone of your skillset, you could have finished me off with your first
shot.” Natasha stated as the archer slowly approached her. 

"And someone of your skillset could have turned the tables on me before I even let that arrow
fly. Why didn’t you?” Clint replied. 

"Why didn’t you?” Natasha shot back.

Clint has gradually closed the distance between them, and he’s now within her arms reach.
He stopped walking, dropped his bow on the floor, and grinned cheekily before saying, “I’d
like to make a different call.”

“Okay.” She just said simply, breaking the silence between them.

“Great! We can take turns keeping watch. And you don’t need to worry about bathroom
breaks, as that left turn over there actually leads to the roof of the station lavatories. I also
have an assortment of donut flavors here since I don’t know yet what you would like…”

Natasha smiled softly as Clint kept on talking excitedly about their stay in these air vents. But
suddenly, the memory of what they just did flooded her thoughts. Her smile disappeared as
she turned pale and as her breathing got faster, and Clint immediately stopped his ramblings
upon seeing her.

“Hey what’s wrong?” He asked. Natasha remained silent, lost in her own mind. Clint held her
arms, trying to get her back. “Hey. Romanoff.”

Upon hearing her name, Natasha came to. Her gaze met that of Clint’s, and being unable to
keep it to herself any longer, her words shakily came out. “His daughter… I killed her. I
killed her.” Tears rolled off her cheeks as she continued, “she was so young, she was
innocent... And I just blasted her off like she’s as guilty as her father, but she’s not.”

Clint understood her pain, and just took all of her frustrations in silently, knowing that no
words are enough to justify what happened. Natasha went on, “I’m off to get a clean slate,
but shit I started it off by staining my hands with a child’s blood. I’m never going to get a
second chance. I’ll always be the killer they made me to be. I--”



Clint cut her off by pulling her into his arms. He hugged her tightly, still without saying any
word.  Natasha was surprised at first, but then felt the tension in her body fade away. Slowly,
she moved her arms to hug him back, leaning her head against his shoulder. The safety she
felt in his arms made it hard to let go, but after a while, she started to pull away. She sat in
front of Clint, who was now handing her a handkerchief, and she suddenly felt embarrassed
for showing such vulnerability. “Sorry,” she said sheepishly, as she accepted the handkerchief
and started to wipe the tears from her face.

“I’m going to make a different call.” He repeated. “I would like to offer you a job at
SHIELD.”

Natasha, looked at him with utter confusion. “What?” It was all that she could say. 

"I’m giving you a chance to wipe off the red from your ledger. I was also given that chance
before, and I can’t explain why but I actually see what I once was in you. So I think, no, I
know, that you also would want it.”

Clint replied with such honesty that Natasha actually started to consider his offer. “How will
I know if I can trust you? Also, you probably know this already but a lifetime of atonement
could not possibly wipe off my ledger clean.”

Clint took one step further towards her. “Nope, you certainly won’t know for sure if you can
trust me or not. But you can choose to do it anyway. And I’m not promising you a clean slate,
because we can never actually erase the blood from our hands. What you can change
however, is who and what you are fighting for.”

Natasha paused for a moment. She started to walk away from him, then said, “you know, if
you just kill me now, you’d spare yourself a whole lot of trouble. My mistakes make me
deserving of death and not a second chance at life.”

Clint put on his cheeky grin again as he replied, “oh I bet I’d be more trouble for you than
you would be for me. Besides, I don’t judge people on their worst mistakes.”

“It’s okay. It doesn’t sit well with me, too. I'll probably have nightmares for at least a year.
But it wasn’t exactly because we wanted to do it, you know? That’s why it took us three
failed attempts in locating Dreykov because we hesitated about involving his daughter at
first…” Clint replied, attempting to ground Natasha back to reality. “And it’s not just on you.
It’s on both of us, Romanoff.”

Natasha didn’t know what to say back. Everything that has happened has been just too much,
but after realizing that she was no longer alone in carrying her burdens, she started to feel
more at ease. “Natasha.” She suddenly blurted out.

Clint was taken aback. “What?”

“Stop calling me Romanoff,” she continued. “You called me Natasha on the comms.  What,
you afraid that I’d beat you up if you did that in front of me?”



“Oh. Oh okay.” Clint laughed, finally realizing what she meant. “But nope, sorry I’m not
actually going to continue calling you Natasha. It’s unfair because you’d only get to call me
Clint, which is two syllables less. So it’s going to be Nat from here on out.”

Natasha rolled her eyes. “Okay Clint, are you always this big of a baby when it comes to
being fair?”

“I told you that I’d be more trouble for you than you would be for me.” He said, stifling his
laughter. “And nope, this is not yet the most baby you’d get to see me. We’d be spending two
days here Nat. We’re going to do fun things!”

“Fun things,” Natasha repeated. “Like what, Russian roulette?”

“You’ll see!” Clint almost shouted with excitement. “But first, I think I should patch up your
forehead. It’s starting to bleed again.”

Chapter End Notes

Fun fact: the title was directly lifted from one of Scarlett Johansson's interviews,
wherein the part of the Black Widow movie script that got her the most excited was "the
safehouse and the time Clint Barton and Natasha spent together in these small spaces
and what actually happened in Budapest." :)



Chapter 2

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

“This has been the most humiliating day of my life.” Clint dramatically sighed as he took out
the blanket and his prized inflatable pillow from his backpack. “All twenty of them. I lost in
all twenty tic-tac-toe games.”

Natasha teased him further. “If it will make you feel better, we can play another set of twenty
games tomorrow, so that your losses will sum up to forty.” She deadpanned, trying to sound
as serious as possible.

Clint began to puff out his pillow. “Whatever Nat. Leave me alone. I need to process my
grief.”

“Sending you my condolences,” Natasha was now unable to hide her laughter. “I’ll take the
first watch. Before you go to bed, I’d like to scour the perimeter once more. You can sleep
once I get back.”

“Copy that.” Clint said absentmindedly, collapsing into the now inflated pillow.

Natasha went on to survey the vents, and after crawling through fifty meters worth of
distance and making sure that the alarm detectors they planted earlier were still intact, she
returned to where Clint was waiting for her. “All clear. You can now take your nap, oh sweet
little one.”

“Good night Nat,” Clint replied without any more fuss. Within a few minutes, his breathing
has evened out, falling into a deeper sleep than Natasha could have imagined.

She couldn’t help but be amazed by the fact that he actually trusted her enough to be this
vulnerable. They had spent the past few days together at her safehouse as they carefully
planned out their mission on taking down Dreykov. They however, had slept in separate
rooms with the doors locked. Now it’s different. The vents do not provide enough room to
maintain each of their own personal spaces, and thus have literally brought them closer
together. She continued to ponder on what else would this strange partnership of theirs entail.
To pass the time, she decided to tie up her hair into a simple French braid and clean off her
weapons. While she was still lost in her thoughts, Clint began to wake up.

“Good morning,” Clint yawned. “Now get over here. Your turn to say good night.”

Natasha recalled what Clint said to her back at the safehouse. “You certainly won’t know for
sure if you can trust me or not. But you can choose to do it anyway.” After everything
they’ve been through, she had actually chosen to trust him on so many times without her
realizing it. She trusted him when she agreed to let him stay at the safehouse. She trusted him
when they teamed up to rig the bombs. She trusted him when he led them to the vents. She



trusted him when she agreed to join SHIELD. As she laid her head onto the pillow, she
knows that now, she’s choosing to trust him too. “Good night, Clint,” was all that she replied.

With Natasha finally asleep, Clint now had the time to process his own thoughts. Just like
Natasha, he was also used to working alone, but teaming up with her over their time here in
Budapest didn’t feel unnatural at all. Sure, there were the typical banters and arguments here
and there, but they were still able to pull off everything like they’ve been partners for a very
long time. At first, he just thought that it was him who’s changing Natasha’s life, when in fact
Natasha is also slowly changing his too. Then his mind wandered off to how Natasha’s smile
actually made him feel something. There’s no denying that Natasha is breathtakingly
beautiful, but Clint was more drawn to who she truly is as a person, as her own self. Not as
the Black Widow, but as Natasha Romanoff. Natasha. Nat. He sighed as he watched her sleep
peacefully, got himself a flask with coffee which was now lukewarm, and checked in with
SHIELD to report their status and confirm their extraction plan. It took another hour or so
before Natasha finally woke up.

“Hey.” Clint said softly.

“Hi.” Natasha replied, as she slowly got up.

“Sleep well? Extraction will be here in fourteen hours.” Clint handed her the flask with half
of the coffee remaining.

“Oh, I didn’t realize our vacation is ending so soon, such a shame,” she said yawningly as she
accepted the flask and drank the remaining coffee without question.

“I know right. Of all the scenic places here in Budapest, the station air vents have been the
absolute best choice,” Clint replied, as he glanced up admiringly at the roofing and the giant
fans. “Seriously though, I’ve always loved these small spaces ever since I was a kid. They
make me feel safe.”

Natasha looked at Clint thoughtfully. His tone feels like there’s something more to what he’s
saying. “What made the outside world unsafe?” She said carefully.

Clint turned his head to face Natasha. “Wow, she could actually see through me too,” he
thought. “Oh um… well… my father wasn’t exactly the definition of what a father is… he
would beat the hell out of me and my brother. We were part of a travelling circus, and there’s
this stopover that we had which was also near a train station. When archery training got too
much and he was about to beat us up for missing our targets, we ran off to the station where
we discovered these air vents. That was the very start. As I grew up and became a marksman,
vents all over the world also became my safe space.”

They spent the next hours sharing bits and pieces of their past with more of Clint’s planned
out games and packed up meals in between. They were halfway through guessing a word in
hangman when Clint received a message from Fury, saying that their extraction would be in
five minutes, an hour earlier than expected.

“Well, I guess we better get ready. Oh, and heads up, SHIELD will need to evaluate you for a
month in isolation. Medical, psych, and all that. They’ll take us on different cars and different



jets, as you would be brought to a separate facility. Meanwhile I get to go to the Triskelion,
where Fury will probably punish me with a mountain of paperwork. Sorry if it seems rude,
but you know, they want to be sure that they can fully trust you before putting you in the field
with the other agents,” Clint said as he closed up his backpack.

“Oh okay. Also, not a problem. I’ve had much worse,” Natasha paused for a moment, then
continued, “but it means I won’t get to see you for a month huh.”

“Aww you’re going to miss me. I’m going to miss you too, Nat.” Clint said, trying to sound
cheerful. “I guess this is goodbye for now.”

“Thank you, Clint…” Natasha started. Clint’s phone alerted them that their car rides are a
minute away.

“For what? For the strawberry donuts? For letting you beat me at tic-tac-toe? For—”

Clint didn’t get to finish his sentences as Natasha suddenly grabbed on his shirt, then brushed
her lips against his for what seemed like forever before fully closing them on into a kiss. It
was so slow and so gentle, but Clint could feel the intensity of the past ten days in Budapest
rush in to this single moment. He started to pull Natasha in closer when his phone blared
again, cars now waiting above the subway. They touched their foreheads lightly before letting
each other go.

Natasha began to slide open the floor of the air vent when she turned to Clint again, smiled
then said, “I’ll tell you what that was for after a month,” before jumping down and rushing to
her designated car.

Chapter End Notes

Hi! Thanks for reading!

I'm 9 years into this ship but this is my very first fic. I interwove the Easter eggs from
the Black Widow movie to come up with Nat and Clint's history in Budapest, but I'm
still trying to figure out if I should continue this into more storylines or not.

Shoutout to ze best friend for the beta read. <3

UPDATE: Yes to continue it is! This is now an ongoing fic. Chapter 3 has been posted.
Much love.

Reviews are highly appreciated!



Chapter 3

Chapter Notes

Hi! Thank you so much to everyone who read the first 2 chapters! Big shoutout to those
who encouraged me to continue writing (my friends and those who were so kind to
leave a comment), this one's for you all. More to come. <3

Also, please don't hate me for the ending of this chapter hehe. Sending you all love.

Natasha slumped down on her tiny bed, feeling the weight of the past month rushing in with
the end of its last day. She was evaluated if she was indeed fit to be called a SHIELD agent,
and although her skills are of no question, her loyalty is, so they had her undergo extreme
mission simulations in a remote SHIELD facility to assess her physically, psychologically,
and emotionally. Any other person would have broken down from the feat, but years of
harder training in the Red Room combined with the hope of gaining another shot at life got
her through. Now she’s finally free to leave the facility and her cell which only provisioned a
narrow bed, a small bathroom with her essential needs, and a few SHIELD-issued clothes.
Glancing at the clock, it read 6:58pm. She was told that someone would pick her up at 7pm,
so after a minute more of lying flat in exhaustion, she started to get up.

Right on the clock, the metal door slid open and a young female agent politely gestured for
Natasha to follow her. She felt a little disappointed that it wasn’t Clint who came to get her,
and she laughed at herself internally with the thought of her actually expecting him. It had
been a month since she last saw him. It had been a month since Budapest. She stood up and
followed the unknown agent. They walked silently towards the elevator, which brought them
to the rooftop, a hangar, with a lone very unusual-looking jet waiting for her.

“Ma’am this would be the quinjet that will take you to SHIELD’s headquarters. I’ll go back
inside now, have a safe flight,” the agent said.

“Thanks, but is there a pilot in there? I’m not sure if I can fly this thing—” Natasha replied.

“At your service ma’am, I will be your birdman,” a very familiar voice came from behind
her.

Natasha turned, and there he was, with his signature cheeky grin plastered on his face. “I’m
sorry, I thought I’d be taken on a jet. Flying hawks aren’t exactly safe for passenger use, you
know?” Natasha teased, trying to sound as serious as she could.

“Oh that sarcasm, I’m glad to know that you’re still you,” Clint replied with a snicker. “Come
on, I’ll introduce you to this baby.”



They entered the quinjet, with Clint heading straight for the pilot’s seat. Natasha followed
him and took the co-pilot’s seat beside him. Clint started pointing at the different controls and
explaining how they work, with emphasis on their differences with those of standard jets.

“I’ll be the one to fly it for now though. You can start giving it a try on our next flight, once
you’ve had enough rest…” he said, as he started to turn on the engine.

“Do I look that tired?” Natasha asked with a sigh, slouching back into her chair.

“Not really, but I bet you are. I’ve also gone through an intense eval when I first joined
SHIELD, so trust me when I say that to some extent, I know how it feels.” Clint replied with
a serious tone.

“Okay,” Natasha said simply.

Clint gave her a quick glance, then said, “hey if you want, you can take a nap. There’s a
sleeping area back there. It will be an hour or so before we reach our destination. We can get
dinner when we land, too. Fury’s not expecting us to report until tomorrow morning.”

“Okay,” Natasha repeated without saying anything more, and walked towards the back once
the jet has been stable enough to fly straight horizontally.

Clint checked on her after a few minutes, leaving the jet temporarily on autopilot. Once he
confirmed that she was peacefully asleep, he slowly returned to the pilot’s chair. His thoughts
once again drifted back to Budapest, to Natasha’s statement before they parted ways. “I’ll tell
you what that was for after a month.” That. That kiss. What was it for really? Was it
something that people would usually brand as love? What does love even mean? He had
wondered endlessly for the whole time they were apart. And now that they’re back together,
he’s not so sure if he should bring it up first, or wait for her to open up about it. With a sigh,
he tried to get it off of his mind, and gazed outside the dark skies decorated by cumulus
clouds which were gently illuminated by the full moon above him. As much as he feels safe
in the air vents, heights were his real comfort zone, and being high up in the sky was literally
the peak of it.

With the hour almost gone, Natasha woke up on cue and joined Clint back at the front.

“Hey, perfect timing, I was about to wake you up. We’ll start descending in 2 minutes,” Clint
said.

“Thanks. That nap was more restful than all the nights from the past month,” Natasha replied,
still with a yawn but truly looking more rested than before.

“Nightmares?”

“Yeah.”

After stabilizing the jet, Clint placed a knowing hand on her shoulder without saying
anything back. Natasha brought her opposite hand to hold on to his, and tilted her head to
lean on their joined hands. They were silent for the rest of the descent and landing. With the



jet stopping, it was only then that they let each other’s hands go. They walked out of the jet
and headed for SHIELD’s cafeteria to have a quick decent meal. Wordlessly they ate, and as
soon as they finished, they stood up with Clint leading the way towards the sleeping quarters.
Other agents were eyeing them and whispering to each other, but they did not let that bother
them, or at least they tried not to show it. They entered the elevator which brought them to
the 41st floor, which was actually a hallway with rooms on either side. They stopped at the
last one, and Clint finally broke the silence, saying, “this will be your room Nat. Just use the
retinal scan and fingerprint reader to open the door. Um SHIELD has provided a set of
clothes for you in there, but you can go shopping for real ones tomorrow. They’ll also issue
your badge and give you a phone after the briefing with Fury. For now, get some rest.”

Natasha opened the door just as she was told, turned on the light and stepped forward. She
was pleasantly surprised to see a more spacious room, with a comfortable-looking bed, a
small sofa, a coffee table, a closet, a refrigerator, a kitchenette, and a bathroom. “Nice,” she
started, then paused before asking, “where’s your room?”

“That one, just in front of yours. I’m one knock away in case you need anything,” Clint
replied, as he stepped inside, now catching himself with a yawn. “So I guess I’ll see you
tomorrow,” he started to turn back toward the door, which had now automatically closed
behind them.

“Can you please open the door again Nat, it only recognizes you—” Clint started to say but
was interrupted once more with Natasha pulling his arm and slamming her lips against his.
Just like Budapest all over again, he thought to himself. But this was actually different, with
Natasha acting more aggressively. Sensing that something was wrong, he grabbed her arms
and pushed her away. “Woah wait, I know that you missed me, but what the hell is actually
going on? You still owe me an explanation for last time you know.”

“I said back then that I’d tell you what that was for when we see each other again. But I
realized it deserves more than a kiss. So… I will try to meet up with its value,” Natasha
replied, her voice deeper as she started to take off her jacket.

“Hold on. What’s it? What value are you talking about?”

“You saving my life. It’s now a red on my ledger, and I owe you a debt. I paid you back, but
after thinking about it, I believe it wasn’t enough, so let’s get this over with, shall we?”

“Red on your what? A debt? No Natasha, it doesn’t work like that for me. I told you that I
saw myself in you. I fell… I felt that you also deserved the second chance that I got. That’s it.
I’m not expecting any payback.”

“It doesn’t work like this for you, but it certainly does for me. Come on Clint, we’re friends,
right? Think of this as a gift from me,” she started to pull on the hem of her shirt.

“Wait,” Clint said, putting his hand on hers to prevent her from lifting her shirt up further.
“There’s actually one more reason why I can’t do this with you.”

“Oh?” Natasha replied, raising an eyebrow. Clint paused for a few tense moments.



“Nat,” he began, looking straight into her eyes, “I’m married and I have kids.”



Chapter 4
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Natasha took a deep breath and threw one last punch.

She had been beating the life out of a punching bag in the training area, hoping that it can
help clear her mind and prevent her from doing it on someone else entirely, particularly a
certain someone named Clint Barton.

The night prior, he told her that he was married and even had kids. Of all the things that she
could have guessed about him, this was definitely not one of them. How on earth did he even
find the time to build a family, given the nature of his job as a SHIELD agent? Do his kids
know that their father kills people for a living? When does he even come to see them, with all
the time that he’s gone for missions? She could have asked him all of these questions last
night, but as much as she hates to admit it, she was too fazed and embarrassed to even say
anything in return. She opened her door and told Clint to get out before he could see through
her.

She was already confused by how she truly feels about him, and even the thought of finally
being free to feel anything at all was just too much. All her life, she was bound to the orders
of the Red Room. Every emotion shown was to maintain a cover, while those that she
honestly felt were suppressed in order to survive. Little by little, emptiness took over until
she lost sight of her sense of identity.

But then Clint suddenly came along and made her realize that she still had the parts of herself
that she thought was lost. He saw her for who she truly was, and his actions were more than
enough to tell her that her life was worth saving at the cost of his own. He disobeyed a direct
kill order from the director of SHIELD. He risked his own safety to help her eliminate the
spymaster of the Red Room. He took a gamble with her, the infamous Black Widow, who
could have killed him without any hesitation.

Everything that he did for her was too extreme to be just regarded as acts of kindness.
Natasha still wasn’t convinced by how he said that he merely saw himself in her, so she
thought that a form of payback would relieve her of her dilemma. But nope, Clint never
failed to surprise her. Not only did he refuse her offer, but he even added a bonus revelation
that messed up her thoughts even more. “Why the hell am I so unnerved about it?” Natasha
thought to herself endlessly, losing the sleep that she thought she would finally have. With a
long and restless night, she decided to walk around HQ, and luckily found the training room,
which was as empty as you can expect at 4am.

After a series of knife throwing and boxing drills, Natasha decided to return to her room for a
shower and a change of clothes to prepare for the meeting with Director Fury. Clint would be
there too, but she tried to ignore the thought on how to face him again after pushing him
away. Freshened up, she stopped by the cafeteria for a quick breakfast, then headed towards



the director’s office. As she took the last turn in the hallway, she bumped into no one else but
Clint.

“Hi,” Clint greeted.

“Hi.” Natasha replied dryly.

They continued walking in silence until they reached Fury’s office. The door opened for them
to enter, with Fury already waiting behind his desk. Without wasting any time, he officially
welcomed Natasha by giving her a run-through of SHIELD’s history, operations, rules, and
morals. Then came the main agenda: Natasha’s very first assignment. She was to be sent with
Barton for an undercover mission in Spain, with a goal of taking down a group of
professional robbers while disguised as an about-to-be-wed couple on vacation.

“I’ll be assigning Agent Phil Coulson as your handler and he’ll orient you on the rest of the
details later,” Fury stated. Then he turned to look at Natasha. “Just to be clear, you weren’t
paired up simply because Barton is the only one who’s not afraid of you for now. This is still
to monitor you on how you’ll actually play out in the field. And if your dynamic works out
again, as it brilliantly did in Budapest, you can expect that you’ll be partnered up as an
official team. Any objections?”

“None from me, sir,” Natasha replied with a professional tone. She paused for a moment,
then continued, “but I think Agent Barton has a pressing concern that he might want to get
addressed as early as now.”

“What? What on earth are you talking about?” Clint replied, obviously surprised.

Fury did not say anything, but instead raised his eyebrow in impatience.

“Sir, I don’t mean to question your judgment, but is this partnership really feasible for Agent
Barton? I know that he will try his best to act when needed, but as a married man, don’t you
think that he might compromise an undercover mission one way or another?” Natasha stated
bluntly.

“Excuse me? As a what?” Fury almost shouted back.

“Natasha, wait,” Clint interjected, panic beginning to creep out of his voice.

“And if we were to become partners, what would his wife think? Her husband spending
months on missions with another woman, with them acting like a couple while she waits for
him to come home—”

“NAT STOP!” Clint yelled. He cleared his throat then turned to Fury, “sir, are there any more
things to discuss?”

“Nothing more that I’m involved in apparently,” Fury replied, now with a chuckle, “so you’re
married, huh? Tell that to my ass. I don’t know what you two had been up to, but she hasn’t
even officially started and you’ve already given her this nonsense. Get out of here and patch
this mess up before your mission begins.”



“Thank you, sir,” Clint replied, then grabbed Natasha by the arm and led her out of the office.

“What the hell, let me go you idiot,” Natasha began to protest.

Clint didn’t say anything back and just kept a firm grip on Natasha’s arm. They walked
straight to his room, and once the door was closed, Clint finally let her go.

“Nat,” he began, “I… well… I’m not… actually… married.”

Natasha simply raised one eyebrow in response.

“I almost said that I fell in love with you but it sounded stupid so I came up with something
even more stupid to cover it up,” Clint thought of saying, but he stopped himself, sensing that
he was one crappy statement away before Natasha would actually beat him up.

“I’m so sorry for lying but I didn’t think that you’d actually believe me. Um, and I only
blurted that out because I didn’t know how else to stop you last night…” he carefully worded.
“Here’s the thing, I understand that you’ve been trained to use your body as a tool, and it will
be hard for you to unlearn it and everything else that the Red Room has messed up your mind
with. But I’d like to help you slowly overcome all that, if it’s okay with you…” his voice
started to trail off, but he kept his gaze on Natasha.

She was staring straight back into his eyes, taking all in what he had just said. Then, before
she knew it, tears started streaming down her face.

“Sorry, I…” she began, but she couldn’t think of what to say next.

Clint gently pulled her into his arms. He held her in silence as she finally released her pent-up
frustrations through her tears. Upon calming down enough, she wrapped her arms around his
waist and rested her head on his chest. Without letting go, she said to him at last, “…okay.”

Chapter End Notes

So nope, Clint is not married ahahaha I wouldn't want to break any more hearts than the
MCU already had. I might try in the future though :)

Thank you all for the patience in waiting for updates. Mission coming up next ❤
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“I don’t like this,” Natasha murmured, sipping into her tea.

“Would you like to order something else, honey? Coffee is definitely superior to tea you
know,” Clint replied as he took off his sunglasses.

“Not the tea. This. What we’re doing. It’s odd. I want to punch someone’s face.”  

“Enjoying the scenery while the others are getting all the action does sound weird, especially
when we’re more awesome than they are,” Clint said with a wink. “But it’s just like what Phil
has said, we’re starting slow and simple. Who would have thought that our first time together
would be drinking tea on a cliff-by-the-sea café, right? Anyway, I don’t think we’re getting
more of this in the future. Might as well bask in the sunshine and sea breeze.”

Natasha managed a small smile in return, with how she and Clint are able to keep their words
cryptic while conveying what they mean to each other clearly. Then her gaze shifted to the
road in the distance.

“It’s here,” she quietly stated.

“Wow you actually beat me to it. I have to rethink if I’m still worthy of my name,” Clint
laughed.

“You were just distracted, dear,” Natasha said, batting her eyelashes and flipping her sunlit
flaming red hair. Seeing that the 3 tourists they were suspecting had started to get up on cue,
she casually pulled out a beeper from the pocket of her green sundress to alert their fellow
SHIELD agents who were escorting the convoy. She and Clint have been assigned the most
basic task of monitoring the area for the robbers hired to hijack and steal its classified
package. They agreed that this little café was the most logical point of surveillance and
assault for the robbers, because it had the best vantage point to spot the vehicles from afar
and away enough from the main city to perform a covert heist.

“Well, you’re not wrong,” Clint coolly said as he slouched back into his chair while keeping
an eye on their surroundings. “Shit, there’s one more person by the entrance. He must have
seen—”

“Us flirting? I don’t see a problem with that, we’ve been together for 5 years now you know,”
Natasha interrupted with a soft purr in her voice. She quickly returned the beeper in her
pocket, leaned forward and pulled on Clint’s shirt. She then whispered into his ear, “the
woman behind you is also one of them. I know you said that we should avoid this as much as
we can, but the situation calls for it so just play along.”



With that Clint understood, and he smiled teasingly in return. The drill that they had agreed
on was to use kissing as their last card when their identities would about to be compromised.
Clint slowly hovered near Natasha’s face, their lips a moment away from meeting.

But Natasha was in for a shock when Clint suddenly pulled away, stood from his chair,
walked over to her, and got on his knees.

“What in the hell?”  Natasha muttered to herself.

“You know what, you’re right. We’ve been together for 5 years now, and I think this has been
long overdue.” Clint was talking loud enough for the whole place to hear, and the customers
have all turned to look towards them, and even the presumed robbers have stopped on their
tracks. He suddenly pulled a small box from his pocket, and opened it to reveal a simple yet
beautiful silver ring.

“So Erika, my one true love, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

Natasha couldn’t keep the look of surprise from her face. She panicked internally, but she
tried to quickly ground herself back to reality. “I guess I’m the one who should play along,”
she thought to herself.

“Are you kidding me?” she replied, also loud enough for everyone to hear. “It took you 5
years to ask me this? Of course I’ll be your wife you idiot.” She forced herself to cry with
tears of happiness, and Clint did the same. He slid the ring into her finger, got up, and
embraced his future bride. Everyone was cheering for them, except for the robbers who took
the commotion as a chance to slip out. “Confirmed, our suspects are now on their way to the
convoy,” Clint whispered.

“Copy that,” Natasha whispered back. “We’ll stay in surveillance for a while in case
SHIELD’S op goes sideways?”

“I really don’t think that they would need back-up, but okay. While we’re on it, we can eat
the free dessert.” Clint replied with a grin, breaking their embrace. “This place gives away
cheesecakes for engagements you know.”

Natasha couldn’t help but laugh at him. Clint’s little surprise act had actually achieved more
than just maintaining their covers. They were able to confirm the movement of their suspects,
and best of all he had managed to get free dessert. “Whatever you say, Mr. Zachary Turner.”

“After you, soon-to-be Mrs. Erika Turner.”

 

 

“Shit,” Clint swore as he scrambled to retrieve the gun hidden behind his shirt.

He wasn’t sure if he had overestimated the abilities of their fellow SHIELD agents or if the
robbers were just overqualified for their job. He and Natasha were instructed not to engage if



they could help it because it was supposedly just a clean defend-the-package mission, but the
amount of gunfire heard as Clint was about to take a huge bite off his lemon cheesecake was
too much to ignore. They covertly sped down the cliff with their grappling hooks and hid
behind the large boulders at the side of the road to assess the situation. Multiple agents are
down, while the meager few left have engaged the enemies in a brutal combat to protect the
package which was seemingly still locked up in one of the armed vehicles.

“These people aren’t just professional thieves Clint, they’re really out for blood,” Natasha
began, cocking her own gun. “We have to take them out.”

“You’re right. But let me try something first,” Clint took out a canister which was holstered
into his thigh, pulled on its string and threw it on the road, landing perfectly amidst the fight.
“Hold your breath.”

The canister diffusely released a white gas, and within seconds everyone dropped down on
the road, including their comrades.

“It’s sleeping gas, they’ll be out for 10 minutes tops. No one’s dying on our team anymore,
not on our watch. In the meantime, we can secure the package and decide on what to do with
those assholes.” Clint said as soon as the gas dissipated.

Natasha nodded. After confirming that all of the 5 robbers they have previously identified are
down, they carefully got out from their hiding place. They surveyed the trucks for the
package, locating it in the last one, enclosed in a giant metal box. “We can drive this to its
destination,” Natasha said. “I have already called for back-up. We need a medical team for
the injured. And people who can clean up with what we’re about to do to the robbers.”

“What’s the plan Nat?”

“Killing them would be the easiest way out, but I realized that this is actually a chance for us
to capture them alive and interrogate the hell out of them to know who they’re working for. I
say we disarm and incapacitate them by tying them up and shooting their thighs. Just avoid
the femoral arteries.”

“Love it, although you lost me at femoral arteries,” Clint replied, scratching his head.

Natasha gave him a flat disappointed look.

“Hey I’m kidding,” Clint hurriedly said. “You should know that I love anatomy as much as I
love archery.”

Natasha rolled her eyes. “Whatever. I’ll take care of the robbers, you try to stabilize
whoever’s alive on our team first then back me up, is that ok?”

“Copy that.”

They swiftly set to work on each of their tasks. As Clint finished splinting the broken leg of
one of their comrades, he heard Natasha yell, “Clint there’s one enemy missing!” The sound
of a gunshot followed, and his vision suddenly went dark.  



Chapter End Notes
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reading up to this point! 💜
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“Ow,” Clint muttered as his face slammed against the ground. He tried to get up quickly but
the searing pain on his chest held him back. Giving it another attempt, he was able to sit on
his knees. Trying to clear his vision, he scanned his surroundings for Natasha, who was now
running towards him.

“Can you stand?” She hastily said, holding a hand out to Clint which he immediately took.
He grunted in pain as Natasha helped him get up. “We’ll assess your injury later. We have to
get going. Screw the package, those suicidal maniacs have planted five timebombs and
they’ll blow off in 15 seconds or so. Get in the truck behind you now!”

They scrambled to get in the vehicle, with Natasha taking the driver’s seat. Starting the
engine and slamming on the gas pedals, she sped the truck off to only about a hundred meters
worth of distance when a huge tower of blinding flames suddenly burst behind them. She
continued to drive away when she noticed from the side mirror that one of the remaining
trucks is emerging from the explosion, and gunfire was suddenly upon them.

“It’s him again,” Natasha stated through gritted teeth. “I thought he’s going to get himself
occupied with the package but apparently we’re still on his priority list.”

“He’s after the package alright,” Clint replied as he took out his gun.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

Clint managed a small smile, and from his pocket, he pulled out a flash drive. “This tiny dude
here is what’s actually all the commotion about. That giant metal box was a decoy.”

Natasha gave him a skeptic glance as she drove the truck faster. “Please tell me the details of
how you got that later. For now, we have to get rid of the stray on our tails-”

“Do you trust me?” Clint suddenly interrupted.

Natasha gave him another quick glance. After a moment, she nodded in response.

Clint flashed a bigger smile this time and he flung the flash drive out of the window. Taking
advantage of the sudden cessation of the gunfire, he swiftly positioned his upper body against



the window frame and fired his own gun. With a single shot, the truck behind them swerved
back and forth before it finally crashed against a boulder on the side of the road.

 

 

“Stay there. I’ll get the first aid kit.” Natasha ordered.

Clint sat on the lone bed of their safehouse and slowly lifted his shirt up, grunting with pain
after the adrenaline had gone down.

“Let me help you with that,” Natasha said as she returned, carrying the medical supplies. She
placed them on the bed and she assisted him in completely pulling his shirt off.

“So, mild injury huh? You’re lucky that the bullet had bounced off of your ribs but this is far
from mild.” Natasha handed him an analgesic pill. She then began to pour an antiseptic
solution on a gauze pad and lightly wiped it onto Clint’s wounds.

“You don’t have to do this, Nat. I can patch myself up,” Clint tried to protest as he placed his
hand on hers. Natasha looked up to meet his eyes. This time, she saw chaos reflected in their
stormy blue-gray colors.

“It’s okay…” she said softly.

“No it’s not.” Clint snapped. “Nothing is okay, Nat. This mission was a failure. Sure, our
enemies were eliminated. Our back up was able to retrieve the package and deliver it to its
destination, but it was all at the cost of everyone else’s life. You want to know where I got it?
The agent whose leg I tried to fix handed it to me just before I boarded that truck. Yet we
couldn’t even take him with us because he could no longer stand. We left him there to die.
We left all of them there to die.” He was sobbing uncontrollably, and Natasha was at a loss
for words.

She attempted to do what Clint usually did for her when her own walls would fall part.
Slowly, she pulled him closer to her until his head rested on her shoulder. He did not push her
away, and she took it as a sign that he’s okay with this and wrapped her arms around him.
The guilt of surviving began to creep into her mind as well, but she tried to steel herself for
Clint’s sake. “I know,” she finally managed to say. “I’m so sorry, Clint.”

After he had exhausted all of his tears, Clint began to pull away. But then he suddenly held
on to Natasha again and gently placed his forehead on hers. He felt her tense up but shortly
after, he heard her sigh in reassurance. “Thank you,” he whispered as he closed his eyes, “you
saved my life.”

“Well, we still have a wedding to plan and I couldn’t possibly do that on my own, could I?”
Natasha replied with a playful grin. She began to move her head away and gave him another
intent look. Realizing that they were still interlocked in each other's arms, she cleared her



throat and continued, “let’s finish patching you up.” She moved aside and immediately
started to prepare the bandages.

“Nat?” Clint softly called out to her. “I really am grateful, but promise me that you won’t do
that again.”

“What?”

“You prioritized me over the mission.”

Natasha froze as Clint’s words started to make sense. After discovering the bombs, she
instinctively went to find him instead of securing the package, which was supposedly the
whole point of the mission itself. She could have even made a run for her life but she
unknowingly chose to risk it for his own.

“I, um…” Natasha stammered. She locked her eyes once again with his, and the sincerity in
his gaze reminded her of when she first allowed herself to be vulnerable with him back in
Budapest. She managed a small smile then said, “I guess I’ve been compromised.”

Clint was taken aback by her response. He expected an apology, an affirmation, or even a
joke in return, but instead Natasha honestly expressed herself, close enough to admitting how
she truly felt about him.  

He placed a gentle hand on her cheek, and before he knew it, he had closed the distance
between them and their lips met. This time, there was no longer any confusion. It wasn’t
about wiping off a red ledger clean or an act to maintain a cover anymore. It was just about
them and whatever this is they had.

Natasha placed one hand behind his head to pull him closer, and the other found its way on
his chest, clutching on to feel his heartbeat which was now in rhythm with her own.

Reluctantly, they broke the kiss to catch their breaths.

“You know, I just told you not to risk your life or a mission for me, but it’s actually stupid
because I did the exact same thing back in Budapest.”

“But you made that call to give me a shot at making amends for my mistakes, right?”

“Yeah, that. And because like you,” Clint paused for a moment, entwined his hands with hers,
then finally said, “I’ve also been compromised.”

Chapter End Notes

Ahhhhh this marks the end of my very first fic! Thank you endlessly again to all of you.
❤ Writing this had been an incredible experience and having you guys read it made it
even more amazing. 💜



I hope that this can help bring closure or even more fire to the Clintasha stan in you,
whatever it is that you need (it's actually closure for me haha). 😉

As always, I'm open to feedback on how I can improve my writing. 😸 Prompts are also
welcome ahahaha, although right now I'm just waiting for the Hawkeye series to see if
something there can inspire me to write again like the Budapest air vents from the Black
Widow movie did. 😊

Sending you all love! Bye for now. 💜❤



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