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One

“I’m Professor Alan Archer.” It was the start of another quarter, and another bunch of clueless undergraduate charges sat in front of Alan, awaiting college-level elucidation and edification on the birds and the bees. “This is Human Reproduction 101,” Alan announced. “Prepare to be bamboozled.” 

Alan stood tall and looked across the room. A hundred or so student faces. A few cute young omegas stood out among them, but Alan knew not to look. He had to be professional. Anyway, freshman omegas were cute to look at, but their attractiveness ended with their looks. Alan could never engage one of those twinky omegas in any serious conversation, and they’d just shy away and giggle if he ever tried to do so. Still, they were his students, and he’d have to teach them, at least for that quarter.

Teaching undergraduates was like wiping your ass: nobody liked it, but everybody had to do it. Human Reproduction 101 was Alan’s ass-wiping exercise for the year, where he’d reconnect with the undergraduate population. Undergrads were never too smart, but at least they did always fawn over him: his smarts, his academic fame, and most obviously, his looks. 

He was the famous Alan Archer. He couldn’t deny it. He enjoyed their attention. Springville State wasn’t Harvard, but so what? He didn’t always have to live up to the Archer family name.

It wasn’t just for his academic accomplishments that the university always chose Alan to appear on their admissions website. Alan could’ve moonlighted as a model, and he knew it. His looks were enough to bring starry-eyed omega students through the university’s doors. Of course they knew they had no chance at love with the actual Alan Archer. But it was enough for them just to be in his vicinity. Fangirls knew they had no chance with Justin Bieber, and they still lined up to see him and dream about him, didn’t they? As far as the world’s young omega men were concerned, Professor Alan Archer was the Justin Bieber of Springville State University. 

Sure, Alan’s parents wanted him to teach at a famous place, a more prestigious place. He’d gotten his PhD at Harvard, and he could have been teaching at Harvard had he wanted to. But he liked being a big fish in the Springville pond. And he liked Springville. Springville State, more so than any other university, made an extra effort to accommodate and support its alpha and omega students. As an alpha, Alan appreciated that.

Alan began the lecture that Monday morning and his students were about as unresponsive as always. They’d all been enthusiastic to get into Professor Archer’s human reproduction class, but once there, they seemed to have lost all interest. Every year they seemed more catatonic. The joke about being bamboozled had barely registered. Their faces were in their smartphones. A bright blue stripe defiantly shone at the top of each phone’s screen. The students’ eyes had all taken on an unnatural Facebook-blue tint. Those blue stripes definitely weren’t textbooks or scientific journals.

A hand went up. Second row, to the side, a slightly acne-ridden freshman. Glasses. A mousy male specimen, a mouse of the kind whose stem cells you’d replicate in the lab in hopes of producing some kind of bigger, stronger, hardier animal. His mouse-colored gray eyes were mouse-quickly scanning the room, then landed directly on Alan’s eyes. It was like being interrogated, by a tiny freshman mouse.

Alan pointed at the raised hand. “Yeah? And tell me your name please also.” Alan talked down, literally, from his lectern to the mouse in the plastic chair. The kid probably wanted to know if the class would get out early that day or whether he could have an extension on the first problem set or whether it was ok to drink soda in class.  Alan asked his name so he could start learning students’ names early. Normally it took Alan all quarter, and by then that class would be over.

“I’m Oswald.” The student’s lithe fingers flew up to his face to adjust the eyeglasses on his nose in front of his admittedly beautiful gray eyes. “My full name is Oswald, but I go by Os.”

“Like The Wizard of Oz?” Alan grinned. He thought it was a good joke. The students only rolled their eyes. Maybe that movie was before their time. It was before Alan’s time too, he happily reminded himself.

“No. Not really like The Wizard of Oz.” The kid shook his head. Alan hadn’t gotten the right answer. The student’s voice wasn’t at all amused. More like annoyed, the way he shook his head with reprimand at his professor. “I mean it’s not even spelled the same. My name is spelled O-S. The Wizard of Oz is — well, you know how The Wizard of Oz is spelled.”

“Right.” Alan nodded. Alan spotted an escape route from this verbal pummeling he was receiving in front of his whole class. He was desperate to take it. Humiliation in front of the undergraduates who were supposed to be fawning over him wasn’t how he wanted to spend his first day of classes. “So what’s your question, Os?”

“I’m just wondering why you said we should prepare to be bamboozled.” Os held one finger in the air. He looked like an Oxford don, or like Professor Dumbledore. His eyes shone with fierce inquiry. He obviously wasn’t going to drop the matter.

“Human reproduction is a difficult subject,” Alan said. For mere mortals, for people not as smart as Alan, Alan wanted to add, but didn’t. Everybody had to know that genetics was difficult. And if they didn’t know how difficult it is, Alan would show them, right there in his class.

“Right, but we’re here to learn, and you have a reputation as a great teacher.” Os nodded his head and pursed his lips into a question.

“Well,” Alan bought himself a few seconds to come up with an answer. “It’s just that most freshmen — most students who come through the classroom —”

“I just don’t get why you’d say that. Why would you even joke about that? That you’d expect us to be bamboozled, when we’re supposed to learn. On the first day of class.” Os sounded completely indignant. His brows were already sweating. He sat in the second row, and was physically one of the smallest guys in the class, but in the span of a few minutes he seemed to have emerged as the class’s leader and advocate. The other students looked to Os deferentially. 

Os was mousy, but he wasn’t bad-looking. And his manner definitely wasn’t mousy. His questioning cut right to Alan’s core. 

Alan’s face flushed hot and red. The mousy kid had caught him out. “I’m. Actually, I’m sorry. My words weren’t well considered. It was a stupid joke. Thank you for calling me out on it.” 

It was the first time Alan had ever apologized to an undergraduate, or probably to any student. Os nodded offhandedly. Os’s expression looked like he’d been expecting Alan’s apology all along: like famous professors just apologized to Os all day long every day, like every day Os called out his professors in class and humiliated them. Maybe he did. A kid like that has bite. You never know.

“Alright. So, you won’t be bamboozled. You’re all intelligent men and women. You can certainly learn about human reproduction.” The class looked pleased with that. Alan felt like he was surrendering to them, with Os as their leader.

Sexual reproduction, Alan wrote on the whiteboard. At least college freshmen didn’t giggle at those words. Alan had spent a year teaching high school eighteen years back, when he himself was a college undergraduate, and he definitely did not enjoy having to settle the class down after every potentially giggle-worthy term.

“Sexual reproduction.” Alan repeated, reveling in the words, and reveling in his students’ lack of giggles. “What is required for sexual reproduction to take place? I mean the most important prerequisite?” Alan looked across the room. The same kid’s hand shot up again.

“Yes. You.” Alan looked at him. He even remembered his name. He remembered his name a little too well. “Os. Os, what’s required for sexual reproduction to take place?” Alan asked.

“Orgasm.” Os smiled slightly as the word came out. His white teeth flashed. He didn’t quiet his voice when he said the magic word. He nodded to confirm it. “Male orgasm. A cumshot.” Orgasm didn’t bring any giggles from the students, but cumshot certainly did. The expected deluge of giggles. 

“True. Very true.” Alan nodded. “Sperm is indeed necessary for sexual reproduction to take place. But at an even more basic level. What’s necessary for sexual reproduction?”

Os’s hand was up again. No other hands were. Alan had no choice. He called on Os again. 

Os cleared his throat before answering. “Are you referring to the cell level? Because you definitely need eukaryotes for sexual reproduction. And you definitely need gametes and meiosis.” Os was obviously holding back a proud smile as he spoke.

This time, Os wasn’t low-key in how he gave the answer. He gave Alan a proud half-grin that said You didn’t know I could do that, did you?. No, Alan didn’t know that Os could answer questions at that level. And Alan also didn’t know that his own professorly dick could grow hard just from looking at an undergraduate. It wasn’t unusual for a professor to be turned on by smarts. That was usually how his academic conference hookups had started: watching some gorgeous man making a brilliant point up at the lectern and falling in love with his brain.

“Good answer, Os. Good answer.” Alan’s erect dick inside his pants was pointing directly at his students. He turned sideways to try to make it less obvious. Then he realized that his cock would be even more visible in profile. 

Alan considered himself a sapiosexual. He was definitely attracted to smarts. He was openly alpha, but had never been mated. At the age of thirty-nine, his past sexual experience consisted only of rushed blowjobs with fellow professors and researchers at conferences, conventions, and other meetings. 

At home in Springville, Alan was solitary. He didn’t even dare to attend LGBTQ-AO events at Springville State or join the university’s AO meetup groups. Relationships between faculty were frowned upon. Relationships between faculty and students were even more severely frowned upon. So what would be the point of tempting himself with what he couldn’t have?

He’d been tempted a few times before by a few of his brilliant graduate research students who were openly omega. But he knew not to get too close. One complaint to the dean, one Facebook post, one article in the Springville State Reporter, and his career, his reputation, everything, would be gone.

“Is class dismissed?” a burly jock yelled from the front row. The other students laughed. “You just went narcoleptic there for a minute, Professor Archer.”

“Class is not dismissed.” Alan took a deep breath. He didn’t have much else to tell his students. The more he tried not to look at Os, the more his eyes were drawn to him: the slim, sensitive face, with brown bangs gently falling on his forehead, the tortoise-shell-frame eyeglasses, and the mouth that held the power to destroy.

Alan could tell Os to see him in his office after class. But he didn’t have anything to tell him, nor ask him, other than well done on knowing eukaryotes, well done also on calling Alan on his poorly executed opening joke. Other than that, he had nothing to say to him. And after catching a whiff of the unmistakable omega smell permeating the room, together with taking in the sight of Os’s mischievous grin, Alan was the one feeling bamboozled. He had nothing else to say to the students.

“Um, class is dismissed,” Alan said. He exhaled and sighed. Alan left the classroom before his students could. Os looked at Alan as a victor looked at a vanquished enemy: with triumph and, Alan could only hope, with a little bit of pity.
​Two

Professor Archer’s office was on the fourth floor. Ancient, dusty signs pointed to some likely ancient, creaky elevator in some dusty corner of the building. But according to Buzzfeed, stair-climbing was the second-best exercise for shaping a young omega’s fertile ass. Os could definitely fit in some stair-climbing while visiting Professor Archer. He wiped sweat from his brow and started the climb up the dark, dusty stairs. He could only hope that Archer would already be in his office, ten minutes after the end of class.

As for that list’s absolute best exercise for ass-shaping, Os had no delusions. There was no way he could Professor Archer to pound his ass. But maybe Os could at least make the old man all loopy eyed. Or, if nothing else, he could ask Archer a question about the class. He could stand up for himself and demand that the class cover male pregnancy, and then demand that omegas be discussed with respect, not with sneers. That would be a step on his way to becoming comfortable in his own self, adulthood and omegahood.

Even thinking about Archer as an alpha felt like forbidden fruit. He was too far out of reach. Archer was the professor every omega man and every straight woman on campus was after. People joked that Archer’s looks and striking manner were the result of an advanced genetic engineering experiment. His tight-cropped blond hair crowned his perfectly chiseled face, six and a half feet off the ground. Blue eyes shone from Archer’s face like headlights.

Archer’s online CV said he graduated from Harvard in 2000, which meant he was almost forty. He looked more like twenty-eight. He could have been featured on a Facebook handsome-alpha-of-the-day page. As Os trudged up the stairs, he only hoped that his own exercise and diet regimen would let him stay that vivacious and young-looking when he was Archer’s age — even though unlike Archer, Os was an omega, an omega who very much wanted to use his genetic gift, and bear a child.

Being an omega was a gift, Os’s parents and teachers had told him. He’d worked hard trying to throw off the mental stigma of having been Omega Os all his life, of classmates and even relatives thinking he was nothing more than some alpha’s future fuckhole. At Springville State was where Os hoped to come into his own. Only one last flight of stairs to go.

Os could at least try to overcome his insecurity about having been born an omega. Showing Professor Archer his mettle as a biology student would help. Archer was not just an alpha, but the alpha of alphas, the one everybody wanted: academically, socially, and of course, sexually. Even a glance from Archer was enough to boost anybody’s confidence. After that morning’s in-class discussion, Os felt already well on his way to getting some step in his groove. “Own being omega,” Os’s dad always told him. 

So far, that day, Os was more than owning being omega. He was absolutely dominating it. His dad would be proud, his beta and alpha brothers would be proud, even his high school PE teacher who’d called him “that pathetic little omega” might be proud. 

Omega stigma dogged Os since high school. It wrecked his confidence. Springville State wasn’t the most academically prestigious college he’d gotten into. It didn’t have the most beautiful campus, nor the most comfortable dorms. But Springville State, just down the street from world-famous MPreg Hospital, was where omegas could be themselves. That was what everybody told Os, anyway. 

Omega stigma was what he’d have to battle when visiting Professor Archer. The well-weathered sign on Archer’s office door said You don’t need to knock. I’m not scared of you.

Os did as the sign instructed. Without knocking or announcing himself, he simply pushed the door open. He swung it wide open. He held his breath, in case Archer’s pheromones would be too much.

Archer was deeply reclining in an office chair. He’d sprawled his legs on his desk. His head was down, looking toward his crotch. The professor at his desk didn’t even notice Os come in. He looked ready to take a nap, or read a book, or maybe jerk off. 

Os allowed himself to breathe, and Archer’s alpha smell was unmistakable. Os tried not to notice it. He knew that going around smelling alphas at college could very well lead him astray. 

“Professor Archer?” Os said, quietly but confidently. He allowed himself one more sniff of the alpha scent permeating Archer’s office.

Archer gasped, then tensed up his whole body so hard that he tumbled over onto the floor. Archer’s huge manly body thudded down onto the floor, while the office chair clanged down. Pens and staplers and paper clips and books went flying.

Os’s first impulse was to try to help Archer up. Os stepped to Archer and extended his hand down to help him. Archer waved him away and shook his head no, then stood up on his own. He dusted off his pants and looked like a cat trying to look like his fall had all been intentional. Os played along.

Archer probably didn’t want to feel like an old man who’d just fallen out of his chair. Thirty-nine was around the age guys started worrying about these things. Os had learned that much from talking to alphas online. Archer sat back down in his chair, this time not leaning it back quite so far. Instead of leaning his chair far back, Archer raised his legs high up in the air. The way Archer held his legs up, Os couldn’t help but think of a man begging to be fucked.

Was thirty-nine old? Kind of. Compared to Os’s nineteen years, thirty-nine was old. Maybe. Archer’s obvious compunction about his age only brought him down to size, made him more like a fallible human to Os. Maybe Os could just — well, just talk to him.

“Yeah, Oswald. Os.” Archer nodded from behind his desk, acting as if his spectacular fall to the ground had never happened. He looked as if he was just waking from a professorly nap. Maybe he was. He brushed some blond hair from the bridge of his glasses. “Os, not like The Wizard of Oz. What can I do with — what can I do for you?” 

Archer's close-up voice was that much more intimate when he spoke to Os directly, speaking up to Os from behind his desk, his legs still up in the air. It was nothing like how Archer’s voice had sounded in the lecture hall. In his small office, Archer sounded a little bit gruff, a little bit worn, a little bit intimate — and all manly. He no longer seemed like a public performer up on a stage, but like a very gorgeous, very imposing older man sitting right in front of Os.

“I’d like to discuss human reproduction, Professor Archer.” Even Os was surprised with his forwardness. He hadn’t intended to sound so forward. But he’d said it. And he’d have to own it. Anyway Archer wasn’t stupid. He must’ve already smelled Os’s omega pheromones loud and clear.

“Yes, what about human reproduction?” Archer folded his hands behind his head. Musky sweat aroma drifted from Archer’s armpits. It smelled like pure alpha man sex, even if it was muted by soap and deodorant smells. Oscar inhaled it deeply. He allowed himself two deep breaths before he answered Archer’s question.

“I just wondered how up-to-date the information in this class would be. Whether you’re aware of the latest developments in human reproduction.” Os folded his arms across his chest and allowed himself two more deep inhalations of Archer’s musk. Os’s erect cock pointed directly at Archer. Os could only hope that his tight-fit jeans would conceal his erection from Archer’s view. Or not.

“And I’m being asked this by an undergraduate?” Archer chuckled and shook his head. Even his breath was full of alpha pheromones. “Was there some, um,” Archer snickered again, making sure to show the full extent of his condescension to Os, “was there some area of human reproduction research that you, as a freshman undergraduate, would like to inform me about?”

Os wanted to blurt out everything: that he was an omega, that he wanted to make sure the class included male pregnancy, that he wanted to be represented in the curriculum, that the textbook didn’t make any mention of male pregnancy, that he didn’t want to be invisible. Instead, he choked up. “Well, Professor Archer—” 

Standing there in Archer’s office, Os was surrounded by books, articles, plaques, trophies, diplomas, commendations, awards. All the prizes had Archer’s name on them, not Os’s. Even some of the books had Archer’s name on them. And not even one diploma or plaque or book in that office had Os’s name. Os was just a weak prissy omega, and a freshman at that. He was in no place to make demands.

Archer took his long legs down from the desk and rested them on the floor. He sat with his knees apart. Os wasn’t sure whether it was his imagination, but he definitely smelled alpha precum from Archer’s crotch, even through Archer’s pants and across the room. That only made Os choke up more.

“Professor Archer, you’re right. I don’t have any more questions. Thanks.” Os turned a hundred eighty degrees and made one very forceful step out of Archer’s office, through the still-open door. On the dusty institutional linoleum floor just outside Professor Archer’s office door, Os skated. He slid on one foot, then the other. His loafers were no match for the dusty, slippery linoleum, and he went careening into the staircase railing in front of Archer’s office. The railing hit him right in his delivery flap. Good thing he wasn’t pregnant, as much as he’d dreamed about it, and as much as he’d wanted Archer’s class to cover male pregnancy.

Os turned back to Archer. Archer was still reclining in his chair, looking with a smirk at the post-careening Os.

“Thank you, Professor Archer. Nice to meet you.” Os called out, looking back over his shoulder, trying to look and sound perfectly normal after having steadied himself on his feet.

“Thanks for coming by my office,” Archer answered, with an even more obvious smirk.

“You too!” Os answered, then scurried back down the stairs. That was a stupid thing to say. He held the railing on his way running down so that he wouldn’t go skating again. His face burned red with embarrassment at having humiliated himself in front of a professor.

At least his dorm room was a single. Springville State put all unmated alpha and omega students in single rooms. That was another reason Os had chosen the school. He could retreat into his omegacave, as he called it — or “the land of Os,” as he started thinking of it after Archer’s dumb comment about The Wizard of Oz. 

Back in the land of Os, Os could lie in his bed and daydream his favorite daydream: fatherhood. Becoming an omega father. That was the whole reason he was taking Archer’s class: wanting to study omega fatherhood up close. Maybe Archer wouldn’t let him study that. Os had to content himself with lying back on his bed and watching YouTube videos about male pregnancies and deliveries. 

And with Archer, he’d live to fight another day — he could approach that topic another time. He had a whole quarter left in the class. Or a whole two decades left in his omega fertility.


​Three

Oswald came back. He wanted more, maybe. The linoleum-skating freshman once again graced Alan’s office doorway. He stood there with a dumb grin on his face, only a week after having flustered himself to sprint out of that same office. Maybe this time Os would at least be more careful about how he ran away, or wear shoes with better traction.

“Oswald. What can I do for you?” It was a neutral enough opening. Keeping office hours for undergraduates was an obligation of professorship. And Alan was sitting securely behind his desk, to hide the tenting that would inevitably happen in Alan’s professorial slacks after a few looks and smells of this gorgeous young omega.

“I’m sorry for bothering you again, Professor Archer.” The kid seemed to shrink down when one-on-one in the office, nothing like his imperturbable high-and-mighty crusader vibe in the classroom. “Am I, am I bothering you, Professor?”

Maybe Os was intimidated by good looks, academic publications, a fit body more befitting a twentysomething athlete than a fortyish professor — among other excellent traits of Alan’s. Or maybe Os just hadn’t had enough alpha attention to give him a cocky attitude. 

The kid was gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous, and his omega smell was clear as day. Alan had fallen clear out of his chair that first time Os came to see him. That strong-willed little freshman’s pheromones combined with his looks were that strong. There had to be a lean and muscular body under those hoodies, even if Os wasn’t one to show it off. Os was mousy but masculine, demure but assertive, the kind of omega that Alan would always dream of.

“Nope. You’re not bothering me at all. When I’m in this office, I’m basically your bitch.” Alan shot Os a knowing grin when he said it, even if Alan himself had no idea exactly what he was trying to imply. He shocked himself by calling himself anybody’s bitch. Much less a freshman’s bitch. But there it was.

“I just wanted to follow up,” the kid said. He seemed still furtive and almost ashamed. At least he wasn’t as flat-out terrified as he’d been the previous time he’d visited Alan’s office. 

“Sit. Make yourself comfortable.” Alan didn’t know why he said that. He normally didn’t tell his students to make themselves comfortable in his office. But with Os, his mind was somewhere else. Os stepped toward the soft chair in front of the desk, then put his hand to his crotch and adjusted something before sitting down. There must have been a monster omega cock in there. “You’re certainly well-end— well aware that you’re the biggest— I mean best. The best student in the class. I’m happy about that.”

“Thanks, Professor Archer.” Os’s smile was innocent but knowing. At nineteen years old he was certainly a master of the arts of seduction. Or maybe it was all just Alan’s alpha instincts taking over. “Professor Archer, I just wanted to bring up a concern about the class.”

“Sure.” Alan rolled his chair over to the computer and randomly clicked the mouse and tapped on the keyboard. That way he wouldn’t seem totally preoccupied with Os in his office. It would be just another professor-student meeting, and Professor Alan Archer would be tending to his very important professor-business while this freshman peon would be rattling on to him. Or that at least was how Alan wanted to make it seem. “So what’s your concern about the class?” Alan absentmindedly tapped the O key as he looked at Oswald. 

“I just noticed our textbook doesn’t mention male pregnancy.” The way Oswald said those last two words, slowly and deliberately, it sounded like he wanted to be mounted, fucked, and impregnated right then and there. Or maybe that was just how his pheromones told it to Alan’s nose.

“Oh yeah, textbooks aren’t perfect.” Alan wanted to seem offhand about it. The truth was that Alan preferred not to discuss male pregnancy in his classroom because the subject was a little too personal to him. He might lose his cool if he was forced to stand up in front of a room of horny college omegas and talk about alpha-omega man-lust.

He knew he was an alpha. He badly wanted to make an omega pregnant, but he’d never found an omega who could keep up with him intellectually, not only sexually. And teaching about alpha-omega relationships in the classroom would just dredge up all those unfulfilled desires of Alan’s. Better to just teach old-fashioned male-female pregnancy and then let the students find the rest on their own if they needed to. At least until he finally got tenure. If and when the university finally gave him tenure — somewhat controversial for an unmated alpha — he could do whatever the hell he wanted. Until then, he had to tread lightly on the topic of alpha-omega relationships.

“It’s a pretty big thing to leave out, don’t you think?” As Os said the words pretty big thing, Alan stared into Os’s crotch. There was a definite cylindrical outline there. It was like a miniature baseball bat in there. Omegas weren’t supposed to have big dicks, but there was definitely something big inside Os’s jeans.

“Yeah. If you want, you can research male pregnancy on your own.” Alan shrugged. From all the staring he was doing at Os, Alan’s own dick was almost ready to break through his slacks. Good thing the desk was hiding it. He could smell his own precum. Os could probably smell it too.

“No.” Os said it emphatically, with a voice slightly raised. This omega couldn’t be pushed around. Alan was taken aback. “No. I’m not going to settle for that. I’m here for a college education. And I’m in your class to learn about human reproduction.” Os was breathing quickly, and his face was flushed. He was gesturing with his hands. “Professor Archer, you’re supposed to teach human reproduction, not tell your students to go learn it by themselves. If I wanted to learn things by myself, I wouldn’t be here at Springville State.” 

Yet again the kid made a perfect argument. And yet again, the kid humiliated Alan. This time the humiliation venue was Alan’s own office, rather than in his classroom. This Os kid was no submissive bimbo omega. As far as Alan officially knew, this kid wasn’t even an omega — he’d never mentioned it to Alan directly, but of course Alan could smell him from across the classroom, and knew their obvious sexual attraction.

“Is male pregnancy an interest of yours?” Alan leaned back and folded his arms across his chest. “Do you — do you want to — are you —”

“I’m an omega, Professor Archer.” Os had definitely built up more confidence. He was speaking emphatically, as if giving orders to Alan. “Which you already knew, of course. But yes, I’m an omega. I want to have a baby. And I want to learn about omega reproduction. Not just about male-female reproduction. Especially here in Springville.”

“Oh, looks like you’re another Doctor Albright, huh?” Alan laughed slightly. Doctor Albright was a pioneer in male pregnancy knowledge. Unlike this freshman kid.

“Even Doctor Albright had to start somewhere, didn’t he?” Os raised his eyebrows. They were trimmed, close-cropped, perfectly shaped, like caret marks above his deep gray eyes.  “He also had to learn about human reproduction. Somehow.” The edges of Os’s mouth barely, just barely cracked into a smile. It was the kind of smile that they could both pretend didn’t exist. But it was definitely there.

“So your interest is — you want to be pregnant yourself?” Alan asked. College-age omegas always wanted to have babies just like little girls always wanted ponies. They didn’t understand that pregnancy was nine months of pain, nor that raising a child was a lifelong commitment. Those omegas just liked cute babies.

“Your class should teach it, but it doesn’t. We omegas have a biological drive to become pregnant.” Os shook his head and ever-so-slightly rolled his eyes. His cheeky insouciance was sexy. All of him was sexy. Especially when he was talking back to his alpha professor. “And I’m an omega. So, as an esteemed professor, you should know that yes, I not only want to become pregnant, with all the nine months of hell that it entails, but I need to become pregnant and raise a child. Biological drive.”

“Being a father is something you want pretty badly, isn’t it?” Alan gulped, then wiped sweat off his forehead as he spoke. Oswald’s pheromone smell was like an invisible cloud in the office, a cloud that Alan was drowning in. He was at peak arousal, and this was a student in front of him.

“It’s my biological imperative. It’s more than a want. It’s more than a need. It’s a must.” Os looked dead serious, and dead demanding. It was like he was asking to get pregnant. That was a wish Alan could certainly fulfill, but—

“You know, Os, I normally don’t talk about personal matters to my students, but I thought you might be interested to know—”

“That you’re a strong, fertile, unmated alpha full of fully functional sperm, ready to make me pregnant?” Os did his cheeky, half-innocent grin when he said it. Alan gasped. He might have almost fainted from Os’s directness.

“I — yes — if you —” Alan was still dumbfounded.

“Maybe you’re not used to an omega being so assertive? I’m not the pipsqueak submissive omega you might see on TV or in the movies. Not that kind of omega.” Os shook his head emphatically. His face was gorgeous from every angle.

“Yeah, I’m an alpha. And I’ve never seen any kind of omega, any kind of student omega especially, who could stand up to me.” Even Alan’s colleagues were intimidated by his academic stature, his model-like looks, and his booming, authoritative voice. This omega freshman clearly wasn’t intimidated by Alan. Not at all.

“I knew you were an alpha right when I saw you on the first day of class. That’s why I was surprised your class wasn’t teaching male pregnancy. That’s also why I wanted to come to your office.” Os smiled, showing his twin rows of perfect white teeth. Maybe he’d emphasized the word come a bit too much. “I can’t help but be drawn to you. I know, it’s probably me and every other omega on campus, but I have to say I’m drawn to you.”

“Maybe it’s just my pheromones. I can’t control that” Alan liked to feign modesty. Of course he knew every omega on campus was drawn to him. So were the gay beta men. So were the hetero women. Even other alphas wanted Alan Archer.

“I don’t think it’s just pheromones. But you already know that.” Os smiled and nodded. “False modesty, right? You already know how accomplished you are, how confident you are, how handsome you are. The pheromone and precum smell doesn’t hurt either.” Os clicked his tongue and pushed a lock of his brown hair off his forehead. He was the perfect cheeky, mischievous omega.

“And you’re the first omega, and the first student, who stood up to me, could keep pace with me. I’m drawn to you too. Badly. Even though you’re a student. And you’re only what — nineteen?”

“Nineteen. And a virgin.” Os smiled. Of course that last bit of information wasn’t necessary. But Os obviously reveled in it. 

“But you’re sure you want to be pregnant?” Alan shook his head slightly. Young omegas always wanted to be pregnant, sometimes way too young. 

“Maybe I can make a clearer decision on that matter after I see your alpha dick, Professor Archer?” Os smiled. Hungrily.

Alan’s jaw dropped in shock. Maybe he’d misheard. “After you see how my brain ticks, did you say?”

“No. After I see your alpha dick, I said.” Os smiled. “The alpha dick of yours that more than half the campus population dreams about.”

“I — I don’t know if it would be appropriate.” That was the understatement of the century. Of course it would be extremely inappropriate. Alan knew it full well. And he still wanted to show his alpha dick to this hot little omega. It could at least be the end of Alan’s humiliation. He could at least be admired for something by this freshman who had been only embarrassing him. When the freshman saw the alpha dick, he’d finally give Alan the respect he deserved. 

“You don’t know that it would be inappropriate? Were you sleeping in  your faculty ethics seminar?” Os grinned and demonstratively licked his lips.

“No. I mean yes.” Alan had never been tongue-tied like this. Not even with other professors. Not even when he did research work with Adam Albright. But now, with this puny little omega freshman, Alan was overwhelmed.

“Stand up,” Os said impatiently. Alan followed instructions. He stood up, then walked a few steps to where Os was sitting. Why did he walk over to him like that? He didn’t know himself. It was like magnetic attraction drawing him to Os. That and Os was assertive enough, cheeky enough, bitchy enough, incisive enough, that Alan couldn’t say no to him.

“I’m not sure what’s—” Alan wasn't sure of anything. In the thirty minutes since Os had come into his office, in the three weeks since Os had first come into his classroom, Alan’s world had gone topsy-turvy.

“Drop those pants and let me see.” Os said it just as confidently as he’d said everything else to Alan. There was no way for Alan to think his request was anything but routine, or anything but mandatory. 

Alan unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants. This was really happening. And his career would be over if anybody found out. 

Os was staring into Alan’s crotch, eyes fixated on the seam of his boxers. Os lay his hands on Alan’s legs, then slid them up toward Alan’s crotch. They were shaking. 

Os gripped the waistband of Alan’s boxers and pulled down. Alan’s dick was already hard, but the sight of Os’s hands approaching Alan’s crotch, then the feeling of Os gliding the waistband slowly over Alan’s cockshaft. It made his dick get that much harder, his dickhead get that much hotter, so hard and so hot it felt as if it would explode.

His dick was out of his pants, nine inches of alpha meat proudly displayed to all onlookers—of which at the moment there was only one. Alan was standing in his faculty office. With his hard dick out. With his nineteen-year-old student. With the door unlocked. 

Alan rushed to the door to lock it. He waddled to the door in his lowered pants as fast as he could. He turned the lock, pushed in the second lock, then waddled back to stand in front of Os again. Why did he do that? Why couldn’t he just run the hell out of that room, run down the stairs, run to the administration office, claim a student tried to seduce him, save his academic career?

“Professor Archer, in your professional opinion—” Os furtively palmed the underside of Alan’s dick and held it up in his hand. “In your professional opinion, do you think that your generously proportioned penis is capable of producing pregnancy in a fertile omega male?”

Alan was sweating and hyperventilating too hard to even think of an answer. He wanted Os like he’d never wanted anyone before. But in his office, with his dick out, with a student ordering him around, it was surreal.

“Um. In my professional opinion. As your professor. Yes, a healthy alpha male’s penis can definitely produce pregnancy in a fertile omega male.” Alan at least felt a little bit more normal, talking in a professorial tone, answering questions about human reproduction. That was comforting. He tried hard not to think of his dick being out of his pants and its erect dickhead bobbing in front of his student’s mouth.

“But what’s required? Do you remember from our first class session what is required to produce a pregnancy, Professor Archer?” This little bitch was so cheeky. He was still grinning. Alan wanted him so badly.

“Male orgasm.” Alan said it almost without moving his mouth. He looked out the window at sunset on campus, students and professors speed-walking to their classes, to their study meetings, to their extracurriculars — nobody, ever, would have suspected that here was Professor Alan Archer, in his office, with his erect dick out. Discussing male orgasm.

“Correct.” Os pointed Alan’s dick up higher, directly toward his face. Alan felt the vibrations of Os’s voice on his sensitive dickhead. “Male orgasm.” Os nodded calmly, then cupped Alan’s balls in his right hand. He drew his nose in to Alan’s dick, and smelled up and down the shaft. “Your dick smells like quite a bit of precum.”

Alan could only moan blankly in response. He put his hands on his hips. He felt like he’d almost lose his balance and fall down. Os had that power over him.

Os puckered his lips and gave one small dry kiss to Alan’s shaft. “Smells amazing. Tastes amazing too.” Then the tongue. Os’s tongue touched Alan’s balls, then slowly traced the path of a vein up the dick to the tip. This was really happening.

“Oswald, Os, are you sure?” Alan wasn’t even sure what he meant.

“I’m sure.” Os slurped at the dickhead. His saliva made Alan’s dickhead feel cool, like wet hair on a cold day. Os blew on it and laughed. This was one extremely naughty little omega. “I’m extremely sure. Cocksure.” Os laughed at his own joke, then grabbed Alan’s balls with his left hand and dick with his right, and shoved them into his mouth.

It was like nothing Alan had felt. Sure, he’d had random hookup blowjobs at academic conferences. But he’d never felt anyone hungrily suck at his dick like this. He’d never felt lips and mouth passionately wrapped around his cockshaft like that.

This was his student sucking his dick. Which he was trying to forget. But then he kept remembering. He wasn’t sure which way was better.

Os’s hands grabbed and fondled Alan’s ass cheeks. His fingertips were strategically teasing Alan’s sensitive rim. That was definitely no accident. Os was as mischievous as he was young and naive. And Alan was absolutely loving it.

Alan’s dick deeply in his mouth, Os softly slapped Alan’s ass cheek. Alan took it as a reminder for him to do something too, not just stand there. He started fucking Os’s mouth, thrusting into him until he could feel Os’s throat on his dickhead. Os sucked hard and grabbed desperately at Alan’s ass and balls.

Os’s tongue danced quickly on Alan’s dickshaft and dickhead. It felt like a hummingbird. Then he slipped the dick out of his mouth and announced, as if he were the faculty dean: “I believe you’ve had enough warm-up, Professor Archer.”

“Warm up?” Alan was mumbling. His dick was dripping precum mixed with Os’s spit. Os walked over to Alan’s office chair and pulled down his own pants completely, down off his feet. He tossed his pants aside. And now there was a half-naked student sitting in Alan’s professorial chair. This wasn’t good. Even if it was so good.

“Certainly you know enough about human reproduction to know about the main event? My ass is already lubed up. I hope you’re ready to do your part.” Still sitting in the chair, Os raised his legs in the air, then grabbed them with his arms. His clean virgin ass crack stared directly at Alan. And Alan’s dick was hard and ready.

“You mean—” Alan started to ask. His head was still loopy from what was happening.

“I mean fuck my ass now. To teach me all about male pregnancy and human reproduction.”

“You want me to—” Alan had never encountered such a bad idea that was such a good idea.

“Fuck me hard, deep, and shoot a lot of cum into me. Like the alpha you are.”

“I’ve never—”

“You’ve never had sex?” Os smiled.

“Not with an omega. Not to make a baby.” It was true. Alan’s past brief hookups only resulted in a few small spurts of cum. His dick hadn’t even knotted during those past hookup encounters; he definitely couldn’t have made any babies those other times. They were just hotel-room and public bathroom encounters during graduate school and during academic conferences, anytime when he was away from home, relatively unknown, and feeling too horny.

“You’re a professor of human reproduction. You need to become much more familiar with the feeling of breeding ripe omega ass.” Os smiled. “Fucking mount me now.”

Alan gasped. It was the best and worst invitation he’d ever gotten. He approached Os and stood so his hard dick was dangling down and just barely touching Os’s asshole.

Alan leaned down to Os’s face and puckered his lips for a kiss. Os turned his face away. “Put your dick in me first,” Os demanded. “Then we’ll kiss.”

Alan did as told. He held his dick in his hand and pointed the dickhead directly at Os’s asshole. Then, still aiming his dick with his hand, he stepped forward, and pushed all of himself into Os’s butthole, shoving his dick into it.

“Oh my God.” Os laughed in joy. That was the sound of any young omega’s first encounter with anal pleasure. Alan knew that much.

“You ok?” Alan growled as he pushed the dick in deeper and deeper into Os.

“It doesn’t hurt at all. Feels amazing.” Os was still smiling, like a kid opening Christmas presents. But Os’s present was his professor’s alpha dick deep in his ass.

“Can we kiss?” Alan asked. Not only was he balls-deep in his freshman student, but he was asking him permission. Everything was upside down.

“Fucking kiss me now,” Os answered. Alan leaned down with lips and tongue and went ferociously to Os’s mouth. He sucked on Os’s lips, then thrust his tongue into Os’s mouth. Os tasted like fresh Listerine; maybe he’d planned this seduction all along. Alan’s tongue explored Os’s mouth, running over his teeth, his gums, his lips. Omega pheromones washed over him.

Os was kissing him back. Their erect tongues met and pushed against each other in their mouths. Os sucked on Alan’s lips, then on his tongue.

Alan started his fucking rhythm into Os’s ass. His own precum along with Os’s natural omega lubrication made the fucking slippery and fast. He fucked Os harder and and harder, pushing into him, feeling Os’s prostate brushing up against his dickhead.

Every time he pushed even harder, he expected Os to complain at some point, to say too much, or to draw away. But Os only moaned in deeper pleasure and with his asshole fucked back at Alan’s dick even harder.

“How are you handling the advanced fucking seminar, Oswald?” Alan couldn’t believe he’d just said it. Maybe he really had been asleep in his faculty ethics seminar. Or maybe Os was just too much — maybe even faculty ethics seminars couldn’t keep him away from an omega like that.

“Harder the better,” Os groaned. Alan started pushing in longer strokes, to feel the pleasure of his dick sliding in and out of Os’s ass. Then after a particularly hard thrust, it happened — what he knew about only from studying it in male pregnancy books. His dickhead expanded, knotting him inside Os. He couldn’t pull out completely, but he could definitely move inside Os’s ass, move around and give him pleasure.

“Are we studying alpha knotting now, Professor Archer?” Os grinned. Alan unbuttoned Os’s dress shirt and fondled his chest, his nipples, his small but defined abs. That was Alan’s answer. Then he leaned down again and kissed Os.

“Yes, we are studying knotting now, Oswald. The tip of the penis expands, to provide deep insemination and fertilization. And I love being knotted inside you.” Alan kissed Os deeper than he’d ever kissed him before. His tongue went almost to Os’s throat. The deeper his tongue was in Os’s mouth, the closer his nose to Os’s face, and the closer he smelled Os’s omega pheromones. He moved his dick as much as he could inside Os’s ass while he was knotted in him. He could still rub up against Os’s prostate with his cockhead and rub up against both sides of Os’s rim with his hard shaft. 

Os moaned in pleasure. His mouth was open, his cheeks flushed red, his eyes were back in his head, and he was breathing quickly. Os closed his eyes and reached out to Alan’s balls. With both his hands, Os fondled and massaged Alan’s balls. It felt amazing, especially while Os’s ass was clenched on his dick, and while they were alternating kissing and staring at each other.

Alan’s hips spasmed. His whole body shook and he felt weak. He involuntarily pushed deeper into Os, then even deeper. His dick had never been that deep in. Then he felt it: his dick throbbing and pulsing, and the gobs of cum shooting into Os’s ass.

Os howled in pleasure when he felt the cum. Then he clenched his ass, even the ass cheeks, around Alan’s dick. Os sat up slightly in the chair, Alan’s chair, and Alan lowered himself so they could kiss. Os’s mouth was hot and wet and salty and the pheromone smell came even from inside his mouth. 

Alan was still pumping and shooting cum into Os and he grabbed Os’s dick to let Os reciprocate. It didn’t take much. Alan jerked Os’s dick and twirled his fingers on the dickhead. He leaned in to Os again and whispered in his ear: “I think — I think I love you.” He didn’t even know Os that well. But the attraction was unbelievably strong. And the sex was like from another planet.

“I — argh,” Os groaned. He thrust up with his whole body, fucking up into Alan’s hand. His dick collided with Alan’s hand. Then he started shooting cum into the air and up onto Alan’s shirt. “I love you too.” 

Alan’s dick was lazily pumping its last shots of sperm into Os. Os had his hands cupped on Alan’s balls, milking all the nectar out of them. Alan didn’t know he had that much cum inside him. It felt like he’d shot a gallon of it inside Os. The room smelled like cum, even though all the cum had gone deep inside Os’s ass.

Alan slowly gyrated his cock inside Os to milk out the last drops and to give his dickhead time to unknot. He put out
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