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Class is almost over, and I'm excited. So excited I'm tapping my shoes against the concrete, feeling my toes slip ever so slightly off of my sandals and onto the cold floor. It's embarrassing to admit, but it's like this every Thursday. I'm excited. I'm pumped. Once this professor finishes going over all of the assignments due next week, there's nothing standing between me and slipping these sandals off. 

In their place, I'll put on the most uncomfortable shoes anyone has ever worn, and I'll roll a button-up over my pecs and past my biceps, and I'll put on the tacky little uniform bow tie, and I'll go to the best place on this entire fucking campus, not that it has significant competition. This classroom sure as fuck isn't competition for it, anyhow. It's bland and its cold, and I really wish I could find myself giving a shit about Anthropology, but the professor is old and weird, and his beard reaches halfway down his chest, and the topics bore me. It's an easy A, though, and I'll take that. My GPA could use the bump—outside of the classes for my major, I'm kind of ass when it comes to school.

When I was younger, that was a way to tell my parents to fuck off. Now, it's just a way to cope with how much homework this damn university offers. That, and the amount of threats we face on a weekly basis, which happen with about the same frequency as a miserable little toddler throwing a temper tantrum over not getting the toy they want after a day of shopping. It's my senior year now, but when I was a sophomore I was close with a couple of seniors. They told me the campus had been a lot safer before my year. Some of them even suggested it was my fault that this campus had gone to such shit. 

That's obviously bullshit, but it was kind of cute at the time to think that there could be something about me that's so significant that I keep drawing aliens or evil despots or creepy doctors here to threaten to destroy this campus and everything on it as revenge or for the imaginary gold buried beneath the student center or whatever. It stopped being cute when it started being at least kind of true. That was after all those guys had graduated, though. 

And, for the record, it's not me. It's him. It's Captain Icon. The rumor is that he goes here, and if I'm half as smart as I pretend to be in my major classes, he definitely does. Like, definitely. And he also definitely has the hots for me. And maybe... Maybe I have the hots for him. 

I find myself doodling his visage across the top of my neglected notebook—the cape, the jawline, the curls, the tights... He could make a guy get himself in trouble on purpose just for a rescue. It's so easy to let myself sink into the fantasy of him saving me again, though I would kind of prefer it if we could stick to the relieved kissing and have me dangling precariously a little less. I'm drawn from my doodling when the professor dismisses us—I took enough notes to know what's due next week, and it all looks searchable. Especially when you have skills like mine. I pack everything into my backpack—my water bottle, my notebook, and my fantasies of having those thick arms wrapped around my waist again, and I start to head towards my favorite place. The sun shines above, and it warms my bones just as that smile crosses my lips. 

I can't really help it. I'm a library nerd.

It's not what anyone would really expect of me, true enough. Especially not anyone who knew me in high school. Luckily, nobody here knows me from high school. Nobody but May, and they're the one who helped me come out, and I'm hardly worried about them judging me. Back then I was a musclehead who no one expected to amount to much. A closeted musclehead who no one expected to amount to much. Who goes to college for wrestling? Well, I didn't. I went to college for library science. And the second the smell of old paper and ink hits my nose, relief sinks into my bones. It's almost erotic, how full of life this place makes me.

It makes me feel even more electric than being dangled off the roof of a building while a villain monologues to Captain Icon about how the world will soon be theirs. 

I think that's why he and I would never work. I'm not for that busy life. Not like he is, any way. Or, like he must be, I guess. 

I wave hello to Beth, today's front desk worker, and I step inside without showing my ID. Any other student entering has to show theirs—and I'm pretty sure I get a couple of dirty looks as I just slide right in—but I intern here. That, and I spent so many of my days plundering the magnificent depths of this place that they all knew me by name before I got the internship. In fact, they knew me by name before half the campus did. 

Fucking campus newspaper. Don't even get me started on them. 

I stuff my feet into my socks and then into my pointy, cramped little dress shoes, then I roll the rest of my uniform on. North Grey University button down, matching bow tie, and my little magnetic name tag, cold metal brushing the tip of my nipple. I shiver and step outside, ready to get back to the best part of my week. I wish I had more days here. 

I used to spend a lot more time here before the whole "superhero's beau" thing happened. People tend to not want you around when your presence causes tens of thousands in property damages at least twice a month. The University set up some deal with the Villain's Association, though—they promised to avoid the library during the hours that I'm working my internship (Mondays, Tuesdays, and Thursdays from 2PM-8PM, including during school breaks), so long as they have full right to kidnap me (with minimal property damage) to get back at Captain Icon on any other given day or time of the week. 

I wasn't there for the litigation on that one, but I wouldn't have really been able to afford a lawyer, and May told me they probably made sure I didn't hear about it until afterwards because it's a huge liability to allow a student to speak during litigation involving their right to be kidnapped from a school setting. 

It was kind of funny to me—and still is, honestly—that the Villain's Association would probably be more amenable to adjusting the schedule to let me spend more time here than the University that fucks me every semester. Their administration didn't personally request that I abide the guidelines and otherwise avoid the university library and all other university property under threat of expulsion. 

And again, it's really not even my fault. I didn't ask to be this gorgeous, nor did I ask to catch the eye of the east coast's most popular rising-star superhero. It all just fell into my lap. If they want to blame anyone, they should blame May for convincing me to a) start hitting the library to avoid all of the homophobic taunting in high school, and b) that North Grey University has a great library science program and I should apply with her to come here. 

I'm putting more books away, just kind of basking in the peace and quiet of getting my early tasks done when I'm tapped on the shoulder. It's a familiar tap. I know exactly who it came from. And I shouldn't be as irritated by it as I am, but I find myself rolling my eyes before I turn around. 

On the other end of the tap is Scott Knight in his blonde, curly-haired, blue-eyed, radiant-smiling glory. He's a few inches shorter than me. In height, at least. And he knows how much I like this job, because we're roommates, and I've told him a hundred times that sucking his dick doesn't mean I want him to come bother me at work. I barely get to spend time here as it is without him mucking about and distracting me. 

He opens his mouth to speak, but I put a finger up in front of his lips and he holds his breath, rocked forward and ready to launch out whatever too-loud-for-the-library diatribe he was about to damn me with because I realize that he distracted me into putting a Raban next to the Radcliffes. I pull it loose and put it back on the cart before I make another silly mistake like that. Frankly, I should go take a flogging for that embarrassment, but no one saw but Scott, and they only watch the cameras when they're concerned the Stephen King fans are around. 

Plus, a flogging from Barbara, my boss here, wouldn't be the kind of flogging that I'd prefer. Annnndddd that thought reminds me that Scott is still on his tiptoes, chest puffed and ready to say something. He's so weird, and his enthusiasm is boundless. For me, and for everything on the planet, basically. It's probably the cutest part about him. 

His sense of boundaries, though? Not the cutest. I silently wave my hand and indicate that he may speak. 

He doesn't breathe before letting it all out. 

"Hey, Nicky! I'm really glad to see you! I figured you'd like some company at work and my class let out early, so I came over. I wanna watch you put all the books away real sexy like. Watch those arms as they go up and stuff the books on the shelves. Which wouldn't be all that different from how I stuffed you last—"

I shush him, because we've started to draw eyes from some of the freshman, looking mortified at the collaboration tables. Frankly, the only reason I don't shut him up period is because we're on the collab floor. Technically, moderate speech volume is allowed and encouraged here. If we took the escalators up just one floor, though, I'd make sure he was dead silent. I think the early edition Austens can sense the noise. 

"Dude, not in public, geez. I told you we weren't gonna talk about any of that outside of the apartment, right?"

Scott shrugs.

"I mean, yeah, but what's the point of having a boyfriend if I can't tease him a little, you know?"

I swallow. We've been over this half a dozen times, but he still doesn't seem to grasp it. It's endearing, and it makes me want to kiss him after throwing him down the stairs. And, again, if I'm half as smart as my LibSci profs think I am, he'd be perfectly fine. 

"You're not my boyfriend, Scott."

"Right. I'm just the guy you sleep with, study with, cook dinner with, go out with, and cuddle with after you've had a bad day. That's a boyfriend, right?"

"I'm so glad you came to pester me at work today, Scott. I'll see you when I get home tonight, cool? We can have the 'what are we' chat after the next time I get kidnapped."

Scott raises an eyebrow mysteriously. It hides behind a stray curl, and I have to wrap my fingers around a Robinson to avoid tucking it behind his ear. 

"I don't know what the correlation is there, but sure. Fine."

"Can you go? I need to get the rest of these put back and then I have, like, eight hundred other tasks I need to get done today."

"Will you help me 'study' tonight?" He puts the word "study" in very dramatic and obvious air quotes, equipped with
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