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Squeaky doors kept roommates honest. Norm woke his hunky alpha roommate every time he came home late, even if he tried not to. That squeaky dorm room door was the truth serum, at least in some aspects. At least it didn’t announce to the world that Norm was secretly an omega, even if to Norm’s ears, it almost sounded like it did every time. And at least Norm was the kind of omega who wasn’t constantly squeaking.

“Back from the beaver hunt?” Alpha Aston’s inquiring blue eyes shone hard, and they were only half-open. His size-twelve feet announced the border of the bed like the Cliffs of Dover. His blond curly locks harmonized with his blue eyes and perfect pink lips. Their song was alpha beauty. Aston pulled the covers back over his head. His perfect bro-beauty shouldn’t be sullied by the unworthy world.

“Regret to inform that I sighted no beaver at Delta Sigma tonight,” Norm said. It was technically true. He hadn’t seen any women, nor any beavers, at the Delta Sigma party. He’d been totally occupied staring at the alpha jocks who were lounging around the pool. They were showing off their hairy chests like otters. playing water polo, and Norm lay in hiding as their secret audience, like a visual sniper. Those man-chests had sure been a sight. But he couldn’t tell anybody. All he could say was that he hadn’t seen any hot women. And when he said that he hadn’t seen any hot women, Norm sighed loudly to try to sound disappointed, downright morose.

Between the feet and the face, Aston’s body was mostly a blanket-covered mystery. Only one part wasn’t a mystery. Norm played Where’s Waldo every time Aston slept on his back, but this Waldo was always ridiculously easy to spot, the way it tented the blanket even when Aston was deep in slumber. Alphas did have famously big dicks, and Aston was most definitely an alpha. Even if he was the warmest, kindest alpha Norm had ever met. Which was kind of the problem.

Aston’s musk was also the problem. The room smelled like one part pizza, one part beer, and ninety-eight parts alpha pheromones. Aston wasn’t shy about releasing his alpha pheromones everywhere. He wasn’t shy about being an alpha. And why should he have been shy about it? Aston was an alpha and out and proud. Or as proud as a laid-back, kind of chunky, beer-swilling alpha could be.

But Aston’s pornographically beautiful pink lips were strictly off-limits. At least for Norm they were off limits. Norm was no omega, at least as far as anybody knew. Omegas deemed worthy of Aston must have had the all-access pass to those lips, maybe also to that dick and ass. Aston had suitors. Gay omega suitors. 

Norm couldn’t kiss Aston. Norm was neither gay nor omega. Actually he was both, but that didn’t count.

He couldn’t kiss Aston, but at least sucking Aston’s big alpha dick wasn’t off limits. Norm considered himself permanently invited to suck it. It was an insiders’-only sort of invitation. Often on lonely nights Aston asked Norm to “do him a solid.” Norm would nod acceptance and Aston would pull down his boxers and Norm would get to work slurping at that magnificent alpha dick that he couldn’t hold or love as his own other than during those secret nighttime encounters. Because Norm was “straight,” supposedly. That made it safe for Aston. 

Straight guys didn’t hound him for marriage and babies. Aston didn’t mind fooling around with “straight” guys sometimes, and who was “straighter” than Norm?

Norm Oles was, as far as he’d told anybody, a perfectly straight guy. “I’m definitely not gay, and I don’t even know anything about the male pregnancy stuff,” Norman had told the admissions officer. “I hope you don’t mind my being honest.”

He wasn’t being honest. He dreamed of catching a ride on the “straight guy” bus. It would be a new life, without all the hassles and bullying he’d faced for eighteen years while trying to openly live as an omega. When even his high school’s vice principal sneered “baby-carrier” at Norman under his breath, there wasn’t any escape for Norman but college. Springville State was a pioneer of omega education. 

Orman—as Norman was known back then—didn’t want omega education. He only wanted non-omega education, non-omega everything, to step out of the hell of teenage torment that he’d been facing. He’d go off to college and be Norman, the straight guy, so straight that he didn’t even know what all that crazy alpha and omega shit were. It would make life a lot easier. Life was a lot easier when Norm played straight. But nothing was easy when the housing office paired up Norm with the cutest, handsomest, cuddliest, teddy-bearest alpha he’d ever seen, or smelled.

“Can you do me a solid, Norm?” Aston’s voice was full of exhaustion and sleepiness. He wasn’t much of an actor. He may have been sleepy, but not as completely-out-of-it as his voice implied. 

“Aren’t you already sleeping?” Norm now flipped Aston’s own faked sleepiness against him. Norm had to always act just a bit disgusted by any mention of doing Aston a solid. 

Being disgusted by sucking Aston’s dick was a lot more acceptable than fantasizing about it all the time. Not that Norm fantasized about sucking Aston’s dick all the time. Even if he did fantasize about it all the time.

“Pretty much sleeping,” Aston slurred his voice as if he were still in the middle of the deepest REM sleep cycle. “I still could use a favor from my roommate though.” Aston had a Tom Sawyer like ability to make bystanders do favors for him. He didn’t know that in this case, the pleasure really was mutual.

Those “do me a solid” requests from Aston were so frequent that Norm started considering it unusual to go to bed without sucking off his roommate. It was a perk of dorm life as far as Norm was concerned. 

The perk was too addictive, maybe. What would he do if Aston stopped requesting that solid? Too scary to even contemplate.

“Alright, alright.” Norm was the master thespian on this stage. He accepted the task of sucking Aston’s dick with such disgust. Nobody would ever guess that it was the moment he waited for every day and jacked off to in every bathroom stall he set foot in. Sometimes Norm even forgot it himself. Norm didn’t really think of himself as an omega. Other than being attracted to alphas. And having a birth flap and a uterus. And badly wanting to be pregnant with a dear child. Besides that, Norm had nothing in common with omegas.

Their beds stood exactly six inches apart. Norm had judged it a good chaste distance. It was also close enough so that Norm could always lean and reach over and do what Aston was begging him to do. It was also the length of the average penis. Norman’s was a little longer though. And Aston’s? That dick could bridge the Mississippi. Or so Norm would imagine, if he ever cared about dicks and things like that.

Norm reached over to Aston’s bed for an introductory grope of Aston’s thighs and legs and ass. Groping was allowed. Norman supposedly did it for Aston’s benefit, to get him erect and get his juices flowing. Of course Aston would already hard as fuck whenever he made the request. What non-aroused guy asks his straight roommate to help him out and suck his dick? The illicit, forbidden feeling of groping Aston with impunity, despite being “straight,” made Norm sometimes think that playing straight was a hot fetish.

Like always, Norm would move his mouth down to near Aston’s crotch, studiously acting not too eager about the whole thing. And Aston would say something like “oh yeah, suck it,” and they’d have their merry half hour of fun.

But this time was different. Norm groped the tops of Aston’s thighs, beefy as always. He playfully tickled the inside thighs, with laughs as always. He reached around and squeezed both of Aston’s muscular ass cheeks, with pleased sighs as always. 

Norm reached for the dick, and leaned down into it, like a biker leaning into the wind. Aston whispered something: “I wanna put it inside you.”

“That’s always the plan?” Raising the ends of his sentences like questions was so omega. He needed to stop talking like that. But for now, he just needed to suck Aston’s dick.

“The plan is I want to fuck your ass.” Aston spoke loud and clear. There was no mistaking what he wanted. His own voice was full of excitement or apprehension or both.

Norm opened his eyes wide. He knew to act terrified at the suggestion of gay sex. That would be how a straight guy would react to an invitation to have his ass pounded. 

His surprise was all an act. He’d been anticipating and dreaming of an offer like this from Aston ever since their beds somehow started moving closer together from opposite ends of the narrow room, ever since then Aston started asking for those solids. Norm only hoped that it would proceed to something like this, to getting his ass pounded by a hot alpha jock.

But Norm’s fear was real. He feared he’d love a big dick shoved in his ass. He feared that he’d love it too much, that he’d lose himself in sexual ecstasy, he’d reveal too much of himself, fall in love with Aston too deeply. 

“Dude. What the—” Norm looked over at Aston with his best face of pure shock.

“Yeah dude what? Do me another solid and just open up your tight little ass and see how a dick feels in there.”

“Aston, did you forget at some point? I’m not an omega. I’m not even gay.” That was enough of a show of not wanting a dick in his ass at all.

“Which is exactly the point. You’re not an omega. Not one of those squeaky little things that will be crying for me to be his co-father the moment we start having sex. An omega is exactly what I don’t want.”

“You don’t want an omega? But, like, you can’t get me pregnant if I’m not an omega.” Norm presented it to Aston as if it were new information.

“That’s exactly the point, Norman Norm-man.” Aston nodded. “I can’t get you pregnant. You’re not an omega, so my shooting a big load up your ass doesn’t mean we’re mated or co-fathers. You’re not gonna be asking me to raise a baby with you the moment I pull my dick out of you. We’re just guys fucking.” 

For an alpha bro who spent his free time jerking to Cute Omega of the Day Facebook pages and writing Top Gun fanfiction, Aston was pretty smart to know the differences between omega and non-omega guys. Or, for a guy on the honor roll at Springville State, Aston was pretty stupid not to know Norm was a flaming omega.

“Is it gonna hurt?” Of course it was gonna hurt, the smallest pain like the biggest pleasure. He wanted to hear Aston say it.

“Might hurt a little bit. You’re not an omega, so you’ll need lube, and we’ll go slow. But I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“Hmm.” Not sounding too eager. That was all Norm needed to sustain the ruse: not sound too eager.

“Ok, and it will feel amazing for me, and I’ve always dreamed about having my dick in you, and it’s fulfilling my biggest fantasy, ok? It’s really doing me a solid. I’m being honest with you here, Norm.” Indeed, Aston was being honest, unlike Norm—who wanted it just as badly as Aston did, but would never admit it to him, if he’d even admit it to himself.

“Alright, I wanna try. Just don’t hurt me.” Aston reached for Norm’s pants, but Norm pulled them down himself. Aston doing it for him would be too much like boyfriends. Which they definitely weren’t. He kept his shirt on so Aston wouldn’t even have a chance to see his pregnancy flap—his secret. 

Aston pulled down his own pants. His dick sprung out, huge alpha balls hanging below it. It was the same Aston-dick as always, but this time it would be going inside Norm’s love-hole, where Norm had always wanted it. Aston must’ve also wanted it, because Norm almost choked from the wave of Aston’s alpha musk that came over him. 

Aston reached into his nightstand drawer for a clear plastic bottle of lube. “You ever watch gay porn of dudes fucking?” Aston grinned.

“No. I’m not gay.” Norm shrugged.

“That only makes it hotter. Get your legs up.” Aston lifted Norm’s legs, then grabbed greedily at his calves and thighs. He seemed to be appreciating Norm’s body. That was nice. Norm just had to remember to keep his shirt covering his pregnancy flap below his navel. He didn’t want to be outed.

Norm wasn’t the type to seek out attention, but he loved the way Aston looked at his body. He didn’t have much of a sex life outside the “doing a solid” for Aston. Correction: he had absolutely no sex life outside of occasionally “doing a solid” for Aston. For a nineteen-year-old near virgin like Norm, little reassurances like Aston’s compliments meant a lot. Those words meant even more from the pink lips of his perfect dream stud roommate Aston.

“I like your dick.” Aston held Norm’s seven-incher in his hand and nodded at it. His hand was so warm wrapped around the dick. Aston’s skin was slightly mottled, like an athlete’s. Aston was an athlete, of course. At least for some bro-sports like lacrosse and rugby. “Your dick,” Aston continued while looking at it closely with an appreciative smile,  “it’s like, not overwhelmingly huge, but it’s not a dick that just sits quietly in the corner, you know?”

“I think I know.” Maybe he understood, kind of. Anyway, Aston’s words were wonderful, and the feeling of his rough manly hand on Norm’s cock was even better.

“It’s a dick to contend with.” Aston smiled into Norm’s eyes and looked down again at Norm’s dick resting in the grip of his
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