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Tony Stark is in love. He’s in love and God, he’s getting attached to actual people. He’s 

starting to care for his team, even Fury to an extent. Which is probably why he’s sitting in a car in his 

garage, clutching at his heart and fighting off a panic attack. Because these are people who have only 

been in his life for a few months and have been nothing but a pain in his neck, and he’s looking at 

them fondly and bantering in a way that is only just barely hostile. His heart swells and feels whole 

and he’s happy and healthy. 
His panic attack came suddenly and without warning. He was supposed to be inventing a way 

for Clint to be able to have more protection without jeopardizing his movements or speed. He was 

also thinking up a sort of parody of his own repulsor boots because the guy always perches in the 

highest and most dangerous spots just to give him a heart attack. 
And that’s when it hit him: this odd assortment of people, this team of his, matter. Tony stood 

up then and wandered away and into his garage. He sat in his favorite car, threaded his fingers under 

his chin, and he thought. Tony thought of how incredibly idiotic and reckless and obnoxious and 

terrifying they all were and he felt his heart ache. He wants nothing to do with them and yet all to do 

with them. 
And then the panic attack starts. Sure, Thor and Bruce were capable of protecting themselves 

but Natasha and Clint didn’t have any superpowers and Steve, oh Steve, is just so kind and caring 

and earnest and willing to believe in the good in people. And sweet, sweet Pepper. His Pepper. He 

loves Pepper so much that his heart soars and his head spins and he’s so scared. He’s never 

experienced anything like this, this sort of commitment. He finds himself reaching out to her, trying 

anything and everything and then some to make her happy. All he wants to do is protect her, to 

protect them all. 
But he can’t because he’s Iron Man and there are so many people out there who just want to 

hurt him and will use any means possible to get to him. And it’s happened before with Rhodey and 

Pepper, but now there are so many more of them. So many more factors. 
And he stays in his garage for the rest of the day and the next day too because he needs to 

isolate himself because he can’t let himself have that sort of weakness. They’re walking targets and 

he can’t have that. He won’t be able to live with himself if anything were to happen to them because 

he was selfish to think he could put their lives at risk so that he can be happy. He doesn’t deserve 

that. 
When he finally leaves the garage, Pepper is waiting for him in his workshop. She doesn’t say 

anything, just places a soft kiss on the corner of his lips. She hands him a plate with a BLT on it and 

replaces his tumbler of whisky with a bottle of water. Then, with a smile and a wordless “I love you”, 

she leaves. 
Steve visits him an hour later, a sketchbook in one hand and a broken cell phone in the other. 

He sheepishly asks Tony to help fix it and together they put it back together. Tony doesn’t comment 

on the fact that it’s obvious that Steve crushed it on purpose based on the cracking pattern. Once the 

screen is replaced and reinforced, Steve sits quietly on a bench, drawing in his book. Loud rock 

music echoes over them and in no time they’re both singing along until they’re near hoarse and 

crying with laughter. 
Steve stays the day and the next day Clint forces his way into Tony’s workshop. Normally, 

he’s not allowed down there but he gets along with Dummy and likes to help test run the newest Iron 

Man suit upgrades. Today Tony lets Clint try on his repulsor boots, attempting to train him to balance 

and maneuver without hand repulsors to stabilize. Dummy is not happy with the fire they start. But 



by the end of the day, Clint is zooming around the Mansion and wrecking havoc. Tony wouldn’t 

have it any other way. 
Natasha slinks in without any sort of excuse. She straight up tells him she’s worried he’s 

trying to shut them out and she is having none of that. Tony laughs his throaty and sincere laugh 

then, telling her to teach him Latin or Russian. She refuses but she does humor him with a few swear 

words, which is all he really wanted to know anyways. They sit cross legged on the floor in the living 

room, playing poker where she beats him three times and wins two bottles of vodka and a new pair of 

shoes. Not that he wouldn’t have just given them to her anyways this way is just more fun. 
Thor is loud and one hundred percent not allowed in Tony’s workshop. Instead, Thor invites 

him out of the city, to participate in a Midgardian ritual he has heard much appraisal of. They go 

apple picking in a town just barely in Massachusetts. It’s nice because Tony’s never done anything 

like that and Thor is always exciting to be with. It’s late in the season, so there aren’t many apples 

left and Thor complains. Oh God does he complain. He demands to know who is in charge of the 

fruit. In Asgard the fruit fields are infinite so that the people never go hungry, even in the winter. 

Tony is interested in how that works for about two minutes before he realizes it’s because of magic. 

He hates magic. 
Bruce is the last to visit, shy and uncertain. He invites Tony into his lab, showing him his 

improvements in some neurology based research. It’s amazing and completely enthralling and they 

forget to eat. When they emerge from the lab, Tony asks what year it is in an awed and confused 

voice. Which of course causes him and Bruce to spend the rest of the day pretending to be time 

travelers out of their time. Steve is not amused and puts on his kicked-puppy-dog pout until they 

stop. At least, they stop around Steve. 
That evening they all squish onto one couch until Thor farts so they have to clear the room. 

They re-assemble in the 4th floor living room once they’re sure Thor isn’t going to be dropping 

anymore nuclear bombs. Limbs tangling and popcorn flying, they finally settle. Tony commands 

Jarvis, with a please, to start the movie. They’re watching West Side Story because it’s a Natasha’s 

turn to pick and she has a soft spot for musicals. 
Tony goes to bed that night with Pepper in his arms and a smile on his face because 

he realizes that yeah, he loves and cares for these people, and yeah, that might be a liability but he 

doesn’t care. He’ll fight tooth and nail for his team because they’re worth it. 
 


