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Chapter 1 - Nick 
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I've been anticipating this moment for months. It's finally here. My heart's beating, my legs hurt, and I'm maybe the most uncomfortable I've ever been in my entire life. And yet, I'm exhilarated. This is what I wanted. All of my choices have led me here. All of the drama with Scott and Griffin, all of the long nights crying with May, all of the stressful weeks, all the times I thought it would be easier to just give up... It's finally here. I just need to give it one more big push, and then it's done. 
I'm graduating. 
I wasn't expecting to graduate with a pronounced baby bump, swollen ankles, and half a craving for a peanut butter and banana sandwich, but here we are, gown on, cap straight, honors cord hanging over my custom LibSci stole May got for me as an early graduation gift. They also bought me a LibSci onesie, which I gratefully added to the growing stock of baby supplies.  

It's pretty surprising how a bunch of college kids with no money suddenly have bottomless pockets when they can tell you're pregnant, but who am I to look a gift horse in the mouth? Even if the amount of times I get asked in a week if someone can touch my stomach is... alarming. 
I'm about seven months along now, which means that this thing won't stop kicking any time anything around me happens ever. Especially when Scott's in the room. Whenever she hears his voice, she goes nuts, kicking and squirming left and right. He insists it's because she's excited to meet her dad. I insist it's because she finds him as obnoxious as I do. She even gets the hiccups, like, all of the time now, which is simultaneously cute and annoying, especially when I'm trying to sleep. My second trimester had me feeling like this pregnancy shit was nothing. My third trimester has me thinking I'm going to trip, then fall off this stage and die. 
Of course, my superhero boyfriend wouldn't let that happen in a million years. He'd risk his whole secret identity just to make sure me and this precious little tumor are safe, and I love that about him. Mostly. 
The overbearingness has become a bit obsessive as of late, for obvious reasons, but Scott basically accompanies me  everywhere  these days. It's endearing, and also makes me want to strangle him. 
We haven't heard from Griffin in months. There have been rumors on the news and on social media. Alleged sightings of the Rabid Reaper around town, but Scott hasn't fought him, and after the thirtieth ignored text, I stopped trying to get a hold of him with baby updates. Scott told me he didn't mind, and I honestly believe that. 
Captain Icon has been busy lately anyhow, busting up a new group of supervillains that invaded town. They're some low level losers that figured they'd have a better chance at making it big if they took down one of the big dogs, but Captain Icon doesn't really count—he's not even a member of the Great Alliance of Heroes, though don't say it to his face—and they're pretty much amateurs. Still, there have been quite a few tense nights of me and May sitting on my couch biting our nails as we watch the live news coverage. 
Also, May knows about Scott being Captain Icon, because of course she does. They're May. 
Anyways. Right, left, right, left. I gather up my gown around my hips so it doesn't drag along the stage (we had to get a bigger size than I'd normally wear, considering I've put on like fifteen kilos in the last few months) and take my moment in front of the lights and the crowd. Some part of this is embarrassing, I think, though that's kind of hard for me to admit. I wanted this. I wanted this so badly, and now here I am, knocked up in college before I finished my degree like a whore. 
At least, I think that's what my parents would say. They'd deride me for being so loose-legged and tell me how embarrassing it is to see me looking so heavy and disgusting. I try and shake the thought from my head and smile at the wrinkly old man holding my diploma and his hand out. I think he's the president of the university, or something, but to be so honest, I couldn't give you his name if you held a gun to my head and demanded it. Though, I could keep my cool. I am remarkably good at keeping my cool when my life is at stake. 
I'm not even the only pregnant Bearer here. And it's not like it makes this any less important to me. I mean, I've been looking forward to this degree for years. I have an Assistant Librarian (not to be confused with a Library Assistant) position lined up for me as soon as I get off this stage. Marjorie set it up for me and we signed the paperwork and everything, even though I warned her I'd have to go on paternity leave pretty much right away. She just kind of shrugged and told me not to bring the baby in to work, but that she'd make sure I got the proper leave.  

I shake the man's hand. Left, right, left, right. They say my name. I double back because I forgot to take my diploma out of his hand. Oh wait, it's not my diploma. It's just a holder for it. That's disappointing. Right, left, right, left. 
The lights are warm. My ankles hurt. Get me out of here. Get this thing off me. Get this thing out of me. 
I scan the crowd as I make it off the stage and find May and Scott and a couple other friends waving frantically at me. To my right, I see a middle-aged woman and her wife balancing a toddler on her knee. She raises the toddler's arms in celebration when a name is called. I wonder if they're that student's parents. I wonder what it feels like to have a parent come to something like this. Better than having May and Scott and the others? I don't know. 
I sit back down in my seat. It creaks under my weight. I'm sweating. Get this thing off me. I can't see a clock. I don't have a watch. My phone is sealed beneath this gown.  How much time is left?   

The wrinkly old man I assume is the president takes the stand and whispers out a few words, and I'm sure I see dust fly out of his mouth. His speech is generic and empty. He tells us we have our whole futures ahead of us, and that we should go forth and make the university proud.  Do I have a future ahead of me?   

A woman ushers him away from the stand and instructs us to move our tassels. I can barely reach mine because the gown is constricting me. None of my friends are graduating right now, but all the same, I'm sitting alone. I have no one to ask for help moving my tassel. I'm stubborn and do it myself. My ankles are tired. I hope I don't have to stand much longer. 
The woman instructs us to throw our caps. I see a camera flash as we do. Everything is moving so fast, and yet I feel as though I'm in slow motion. I wonder, idly, how many of these people have superpowers. How many of them will have superpowered babies? Is that what makes me extraordinary? 
I leave the stadium and enjoy the breeze on my face. I hadn't realized how stuffy it was in there. I picked my cap up off the ground before I left, taking up an entire aisle and blocking the flow of traffic because it's not so easy to bend down these days. I can't even really see my toes. I don't remember what my dick looks like. 
Scott and May and the others are waiting for me outside. Scott beams at me and hooks me into a big hug. He kisses me on the cheek and tells me how proud he is of me. That I'm going to make our kid so proud when she gets to tell everyone that her dad is a librarian. We go out to eat. I poke at a salad, because the idea of anything heavier turns my stomach. Then the baby turns in my stomach, and I feel sick anyways. I think she's resting on something right now. I've been constipated. Being pregnant sucks. Everything hurts. I'm in constant pain. 
Scott glows at dinner, telling everyone how proud he is of me. How brave of me it was to keep pushing forward with my education and how many nights I stayed up late with my books. That he's never met anyone as passionate about Library Science as me. That he wishes that he was as passionate about his major as I was about mine. 
Their voices blend to background noise. Everything blurs around me. Scott wraps his arm around me. 
Isn't this what I wanted?   
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"You okay, baby? You were awfully quiet at dinner," Scott asks, taking my jacket from my shoulders. He's also carrying both of our backpacks, my gown, and our leftovers. Normally, I'd complain about him carrying so much (though, he'd remind me that he has super strength), but being this pregnant reduces the urge to demand that he let me carry my own shit. I sink into the couch with a sigh, and Scott sits on the floor in front of me, pulling my socks off and massaging my feet, ever the gentleman. 
"Yeah, I'm okay. Just tired. It was a long day. Lot of waiting in uncomfortable chairs, and lugging this thing around all day sure as fuck doesn't make it any easier," I reply, gesturing to my remarkable stomach. Scott's hands do magic on my ankles, in spite of how extremely gingerly he works them. He really only uses his fingertips. I assume the alternative is a hospital trip. 
"Aw, I'm sorry honey. You looked really gorgeous up there in your gown, though. I'm so proud of you for making it. I know how hard you've worked for this. And I know how much you wanted it. It's just... It's really special to get to be here and share that with you. And to do it as your boyfriend. I mean, wow. I must be the luckiest man on Earth..."  

I smile, the familiar phrase springing to my lips. 
"And you were 'literally born on another planet.'"  

He
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