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Chapter 1 - Griffin
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Nick's away. He took Ella to hang out with May and her new partner for the day. The penthouse feels empty without them. It's quiet, and it's so rarely quiet these days. I'd find it comforting, if only I weren't about to ask the most uncomfortable question I can imagine. 
Because Nick's away, but Scott isn't.

He's sitting on the couch in the next room, arm over the back cushions and feet propped on the ottoman like they always are when he watches TV, I'm sure. Even if those arms wrap around more than just Nick. Even if he wraps his arm around me, too. 
I realize I'm pacing too late. There are already marks in the floor from my bare feet tearing into the bathroom tile. Our bathroom. 
I dreamt of the day I could share a home with Scott, and now I do, and it's somewhere between bliss and agony each and every moment. Nick and Ella are the bliss. And I'd never, ever say it to his face, but Scott is, too. It's just... I'm afraid. I'm afraid things are happening too fast. I'm afraid of the letter sitting on the kitchen island. I'm afraid, though I've asked Kyra a hundred times to run the simulations and found that this—me asking right here, right now—has the highest probability for success. 
She deserves a raise. Too bad that if her calculations are wrong, I'm cut off and can't even afford to rub two dimes together. 
I need to walk into the next room. 
I need to ask him. 
The worst he can do is pummel me, though he's done that plenty of times before, and I've come out the other end. And he wouldn't here, I don't think. Not when he could risk destroying one of Nick's old wrestling trophies or any of his textbooks or the nursery. 
All replaceable. Kyra has scans and we could create exact replicas. No one shy of a psychic could ever tell the difference. 
Really, the only thing at risk here is my pride. And, well, I suppose my plan. Because if he says no, I don't know how any of this is going to go. My mother summoned me back to the Villains' Association. I'm due to be there in a week. And she's going to have questions. I've skirted under her sight for long enough to build this comfortable little home around me, and it's at risk of exploding in my face. 
I can't lose this. I can't lose them. And I think maybe above all, I can't do that to Nick. I'd spend days if someone gave me the chance talking about the look he gets in his eye when we're all sitting at the dining room table, eating and talking about our days. As he feeds Ella, he whispers to her. And I don't think he thinks we can hear him, but we can. He tells her about his family, in hushed tones. About how her family will be so much kinder than his was. When he lays her to rest in her crib, he murmurs words about how loved she is over her like a spell. 
I cannot let him get hurt. And that starts here. Now. This elaborate fucking plan.

Maybe I should fire Kyra instead of giving her a raise. 
I open the door. It seems that I've opened it a bit too dramatically, though, because Scott, ineffable superhero that he is, jumps so high that he tosses some popcorn loose from his bowl.

"Dude, what the fuck?" he asks, picking kernels from his shirt. He's in the exact position I expected, save for the arm that would have rested just above my shoulders. It's around his popcorn bowl, instead. "You scared the shit out of me."

"Sorry. Sorry, I didn't mean to."

I stand in the doorway, and he turns back to his show until he realizes I haven't moved.

"Griffin? Do you need something? Nick and Ella are at May's right now visiting. I promise I'll hit the grocery store tomorrow. And clean the bathroom like I said I would yesterday."

I shake my head.

"No, that's not... I'll send Kyra to do all of that. Or one of the other minions on the payroll. They've had it easy recently. No, it's... Sorry, this is hard."

"You're kind of making me nervous."

He sits up, which makes me nervous, too. As if I wasn't already. 
"I... Scott, can I marry Nick?"

The popcorn bowl falls from his hands, spilling across my nice clean floors. 
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Chapter 2 - Nick 
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May has Ella's toes in her mouth. I think it's supposed to be cute. It's making me nauseous. Even though it's probably fine, since I bathed her earlier. 
"Are they always like this?" I ask, turning towards Alex, who's sitting politely on the couch. I hadn't realized they'd be here today, but it was a pleasant surprise. I just can't really gauge whether or not Alex likes me or thinks I'm the annoying best friend who's oddly overbearing and inserts himself into everything. I also have issues about being loud and making noise and feeling like all of the attention is on me. Unless it's with my boys. But that is wildly different than this situation. 
And to be fair, the attention isn't on me. It's on my baby. My beautiful, sweet, adorable little bundle of joy that only giggles like this when she's in front of other people. She never giggles at anything I say or do—or her other dads, either. She loves the attention of people that aren't her dads, and I love that for her, but all it does is suggest to me that she's going to be a handful one day. 
"Only around babies and small animals, I think," Alex replies. They're sitting propped up on one elbow, and they didn't look at me to reply, which feeds my vague sense of unease. And yet, they're looking at May and Ella with pure adoration—and they seem pretty locked on, meaning it doesn't necessarily have anything to do with me. God, I hate being so insecure. Why am I vaguely jealous of how likeable my own baby, that I pushed between these hips and out of the birthing canal in my asshole? 
"It's kind of cute."

"I can hear you talking about me," May says between mouthfuls of toe and bubbly baby talk. "And you're welcome to keep doing it, because I love being called cute."

"You're also," Alex says. "A giant dork."

"Guilty. What are you going to do about it?"

"Probably wait until Nick and Ella leave and kiss you about it. What then?"

"I might just fall harder for you, darling."

I scoff.

"You know, for all of the shit you gave me about Scott—" I start.

"You do not get to say one damn word," May says, giving me a fearsome parental eyeballing, Ella wriggling toes curling just beneath her nose. "One damn word about me being in a happy relationship and you do not get to even try to be exasperated about anything until you have to put up with the 'will they won't they' drama for five whole fucking years. Do you hear me, Nicholas? I'll kill you."

That elicits a giggle from Ella. A big, sweet belly laugh. 
"Yes, I'll kill him!" May says in a baby voice down to her. "Yes, I will. Yes, I will! I'll kill your daddy! Don't worry though, because you have two more and—"

"May, sweetie," Alex says. "Don't be weird."

"Right. Sorry."

"So, Alex," I say, turning towards them. I get another good look. They're covered in piercings and faded tattoos, like they started extra young. There's something so effortlessly confident about them that makes it easy to watch every mannerism of theirs like it's something new to take in. "Where are you from? I feel like we don't know much about each other."

"I'm from pretty far away," they reply. 
May mouths something to me that I can't understand. 
"Huh?"

"Bad home life," May hisses, though it's loud enough that Alex heard it and I failed the best friend telepathy game. Oh, well. 
"Oh, uh, sorry. Didn't mean to pry or anything."

"Don't worry. You didn't."

"Okay. Yeah." 
I realize that their confidence is a little more intimidating than I'd thought. I feel like a little kid with my parents' eyes on me after I broke a jar, or something. The panic of being seen as something like a nuisance sets in, but Alex just keeps their face flat. They don't yell or scream. They don't even seem to care, really. I turn to Ella, my beautiful sweet girl, and let the thought of being kinder to her overtake the anxiety. 
"So, Nick. Since you've been depriving me of all of the sweet tea that I deserve, now's your time to make up for it. You moved in with the bad guy, right? What's the deal with that? Are you guys together? What happened with Scott? Or are you—oh my God, are you all three together?"

She keeps on playing with Ella, scooping her up into a little bouncy rhythm. Alex shifts in their seat, and I pointedly avoid making it clear that I noticed how stiff they got when May said "the bad guy."

"It's... complicated."

"How complicated?"

"We're not not together?"
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Chapter 3 - Scott
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It's been some time since I've had to sit still for so long, but, believe it or not, the Great Alliance of Heroes has semi annual trainings to make sure we're following all of the proper procedures. Some of the senior members, like Bravada and Sunbeam and Jupiter get to sit out, but the rest of us newer folk have to make sure we're following along with the lectures put on by the group's HR department. I'd rather not think about where the funding for an HR department comes from. I already do my best to avoid thinking about where the money for rent of our underwater base comes from—probably taxpayers—and I'd rather not add another notch to my guilt-belt. 
Besides. These trainings are all about how to deal with the press and the cops. Those are things I've been doing for over a decade now. I might be new to the team, but I'm far from a rookie. 
So, like a high schooler thinking about his prom date, my thoughts drift to Nick, as they so often do. He's so easy to fantasize about—his beautiful smile, his soft hair, the way he looks when I've said something particularly foolish... And the way he looks when he's rocking Ella to sleep creates feelings in me that I didn't know were possible. He's all I've ever dreamed of, and were we not already together, I think I'd find myself scribbling our names together in my notebook.

It doesn't take much longer for my thought to turn less than clean, either. Pulling his hair, choking him on my cock, giving him another baby. We've been hitting it raw in the weeks since he told us to play nice, and I have to say—I don't really want to go back to using condoms if we don't have to. 
These thoughts, though, get invaded by thoughts of Griffin as they often do these days. Even more so since he popped the question to me a few days ago. 
Can he marry Nick?

I didn't answer him then, and I still don't know my answer now. I used to think I wanted Nick all to myself. But watching the two of them together... Griffin supports Nick and Ella in ways I know I can't. Fuck, lately, he's been supporting me, too. There's something about the four of us together that just feels right, and I wasn't ready to say it out loud, but being with Griffin—back with him, I mean—and doing it at the same time as being with Nick feels right. The three of us together in some superhuman polycule, raising our daughter together. 
My planet doesn't have notions of couples like Earth does, so it's not a huge bother to me, but... we haven't even really talked about it, the three of us, to make sure that's what we really are. Even if we've been acting that way since Ella was born. Would Griffin even want that
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