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Starting Over

Pete sighed as he slid the last box into the moving van. The sense of finality in a long month of finalities weighed on him. Glancing back at his parents’ house for the last time, he tried to avoid looking at the sold sign in the front yard. He couldn’t even say that he’d miss this place, but it had been the only home he’d ever known.

After a lifetime of being sheltered by strict, orthodox parents, Pete was adrift for the first time in his young life. He’d barely turned twenty-two when his parents died in a fatal car accident. He would also be dead if he hadn’t been under the weather and begged to stay home that day.

Still, if I had been there, maybe I could have stopped it from happening.

In his parents’ house, there was nothing left but memories and ghosts around every corner, so it made sense to sell and move on. He’d hired people to help him sort through his parents’ belongings, donating most to charity. He kept only enough furnishings and other items he’d need, most of which he put into storage until he found a place. For now, he was using his parents’ savings to rent a small apartment until the check from the sale of the house cleared.

He was about to get in his car when one mover came out of the house and gave him a shout. “Hey, Pete! I found one last box hiding in the cabinet under the sink in your parents’ bathroom,” the guy with the name Max on his shirt said. “It’s locked, so it might be something important.”

Pete took the small metal box. “Thanks, Max. I appreciate all your help with this.”

“Sure, no problem,” Max replied. “Let me know when you need help moving into your new place.”

“You didn’t happen to find a key to go with this box, did you?” Pete asked, opening his car door and tossing it into the passenger seat.

“Nope, but maybe it’s one of the ones on that key chain?” Max suggested. “Any who, I’ll get all this stuff into your storage unit by tonight and leave the keys with the front desk clerk.”

“Sounds good,” Pete said. “Thanks again.”

Exhausted, Pete made his way back to his new apartment, intent on taking a long nap. He took the locked box with him and noticed it rattled when he picked it up. I wonder what’s in this? I’ve never seen it before. He made a mental note to check some of the miscellaneous keys remaining on his parents’ key chain before curling up on his couch and drifting off to sleep.

***

When he awoke, Pete sat up as his damp t-shirt clung to his sweat slick skin. Why is it so hot in here? He stripped off his shirt and stumbled over to check the thermostat. In faintly glowing green, it displayed the current temperature as sixty-eight degrees Fahrenheit. Ugh, I hope I’m not coming down with something.

Pete headed to the bathroom, stripping off the rest of his clothes and took a cool shower. After standing under the spray for several long moments, he didn’t feel quite so hot. Then he washed the sweat and dirt from the day and toweled himself dry before heading to the kitchen. After all that sweat, he was parched, so he gulped down a couple of glasses of water.

Mom was always on me to drink enough water, he recalled. An ache of emotion bloomed in his chest at the memory.

Still slightly too warm, he only put on a pair of boxers before going online to order some food for delivery. He hadn’t had time to shop for groceries yet, and he was too tired to go out. He opted for a gyro and included an order of their avgolemono soup. Lemon chicken soup sounded like it would be good for whatever ailed him.

A couple of hours later and he was drenched in sweat again, his entire body now aching. Crap, I am coming down with something. Not knowing what else to do, he logged into the telehealth service his parents sometimes used. Ever since his pediatrician had retired and telehealth services became available, his parents stopped taking him to a doctor for checkups.

When the service connected him, a doctor with a beatific grin appeared on his laptop screen. “Hello! What seems to be the problem today, Mr. Grainger?”

“Hey, I think I’ve come down with something,” Pete said. “I’m too hot and sweaty, even though it’s only sixty-eight in here. I’m also aching all over.”

“Okay, let me pull up your chart,” the doctor said. Pete watched as the doctor’s focus shifted away from the camera. As he read Pete’s file, his brow furrowed in confusion. “Your records state that you’re a beta?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Pete confirmed.

“Do you have any other symptoms? A sore throat? Runny nose?” the doctor asked.

“No, but I have been really thirsty,” Pete replied.

“It’s possible you have a mild infection, but I can’t diagnose that from here,” the doctor explained. “I’d recommend you head to your nearest ER and have them run some tests.”

Whatever you do, Peter, try to avoid hospitals, Pete remembered his mother telling him. “Can’t you prescribe me something?” Pete asked. “My parents don’t want me going to hospitals.”

Another furrow of confusion. “I’m sorry, Mr. Grainger, but until I know what is causing your symptoms, I can’t prescribe anything. The wrong medicine could make it worse. Do you know where your closest ER is?”

Pete shook his head. “No. I’ve never been to a hospital.”

“Where are your parents? I would like to have a word with them.”

After being emotionally numb for weeks, Pete couldn’t stop the flow of tears. “I-I can’t… they’re… I’m sorry, they’re gone. Th-they died, just over a month ago.”

“I am so sorry,” the doctor said, his demeanor shifting, giving him a soft, sympathetic look. “You have my deepest condolences. Do you want me to help you find an ER? It’s best that you get checked out before your symptoms get worse.”

“G-get worse? So… you do know what’s wrong with me?” Pete asked, sniffling back more tears.

“I have my suspicions, but only an in-person examination can confirm them,” the doctor explained, before looking away from the camera again.

Pete tried to regain his composure when a message popped up on the screen.

“I just sent you the address to a local hospital,” the doctor said, looking once again at his camera. “Please, I urge you to go. They’ll take good care of you, I promise.”

“Okay, fine, I’ll go,” Pete agreed, pulling out his phone and entering the address into his navigation app.

The look of concern on the doctor’s face eased, and he gave Pete a slight smile. “Good. I’ll forward my notes from our conversation to the hospital and tell them to be expecting you. Take care of yourself, okay?”

“Okay, thanks,” Pete replied before the call ended and the doctor disappeared from his screen.

With a groan, Pete got up and went to drink more water and rinse off the current sheen of sweat from his body before changing into a loose t-shirt and shorts. He grabbed his keys and made his way to his car. The second shower had helped cool him down again, and he was well enough to drive himself.

Pete followed the directions from the GPS navigation app. Thankfully, the hospital was only twenty minutes away, and his sweating wasn’t too bad by the time he arrived. The aches were getting worse, and his steps were leaden as he dragged himself into the ER and made his way to the checkin desk. It was late in the evening, and it appeared not to be too busy. That surprised him, because his mother was always warning him about how crowded with sick people hospitals were.

As he approached the desk, the woman sitting there looked up. Concern clouded her face when she addressed him. “Are you Peter Grainger?”

“Uh, yeah, I am… how—?” Pete began.

“Doctor Robertson sent us your information and told us to expect you,” she said. “May I see your I.D. and insurance card, please?”

Pete pulled out his wallet and handed her the cards.

“It will take me a moment to check you in,” she said, as she ran his cards through a small scanner before handing them back to him.

After confirming his current address and date of birth, she waved over a man wearing scrubs. “We have already prepared a room for you. If you’ll please follow Carlos, he’ll get you settled in.”

“Thanks,” Pete said, turning to follow Carlos when he suddenly felt lightheaded. “Woah,” he exclaimed as he grabbed onto the reception desk to maintain his balance.

Carlos rushed over with a wheelchair that was stashed behind the reception desk. “Here, sit down. I’ll drive,” Carlos said.

It was humiliating, but Pete was in no position to argue as he slumped into the chair. “S-sorry,” he apologized.

“Hey man, no worries,” Carlos reassured him. “We’ll get you all fixed up, okay? You just relax.”

Carlos wheeled him through an array of corridors and into a cozy looking room decorated in warm pastels, although the bed seemed a little ominous, with restraints dangling from the sides. Still, it had a clean, soft, cream-colored sheet covering the padded surface, with large fluffy pillows.

“This room is nicer than I pictured,” Pete said as Carlos helped him up onto the bed.

“I hear it’s your first time in a hospital. We like our patients to be comfortable, especially in this wing,” Carlos explained. “Now, I’m going to take your vitals and then I’ll go get Dr. Walsh. He’s on call tonight.”

Carlos clipped something to the tip of his finger before wrapping a cuff around his wrist. “What are you doing?” Pete asked in confusion. “Aren’t you going to ask me to pee in a cup or something?”

“Nope! That’s up to Dr. Walsh to decide what tests to run. Right now, I’m measuring your heart rate and oxygen saturation with this,” Carlos pointed to the device on Pete’s finger. “And this is going to get really tight for a moment while it measures your blood pressure.”

After touching the controls, the cuff did exactly that, releasing after it beeped. Next, Carlos aimed something at his forehead. “Just checking your temperature,” he explained, typing notes into a computer as he read the displays on the various devices. “Okay, you’re all set. While I’m gone, you need to change into a hospital gown so Dr. Walsh can examine you.”

Turning to a cabinet, Carlos pulled out a gown, handing it to Pete, along with a plastic bag. “Put your clothes and shoes into this bag for safekeeping.”

As Carlos exited, he slid closed a frosted glass door, which gave Pete some privacy. He was grateful to strip out of his damp clothes, stuffing them into the bag and setting it down onto a nearby chair. The gown was soft as he slid it on. He noticed his body aches were getting worse as he tied the gown. When he sat back on the exam bed, he contemplated lying down when the door slid open again.

A tall man with beautiful gray eyes stepped into the room. The man’s kind eyes drew Pete’s attention because a tight-fitting mask covering his nose and mouth obscured the rest of his face. Do I have something infectious? Why didn’t Carlos wear a mask?

“Hello Mr. Grainger, I’m Dr. Walsh,” he introduced himself, his voice muffled behind the mask. “I hear you’re not feeling too well today. I need to give you a hands-on exam and check your glands first. May I touch you?”

“Y-yeah, sure,” Pete consented.

The doctor began by pressing around his neck and shoulders before pulling out an instrument with a bright light. “Open your mouth wide for me, please.”

Pete opened his mouth, and the doctor shone the light into his throat, before also checking his eyes and ears. Then Dr. Walsh put the instrument away and began touching under his arms and down his torso before pulling out a stethoscope. “I want to listen to your lungs and heart. Please take some deep breaths for me.”

After that was complete, he asked Pete to lie back on the bed. That’s when the doctor pressed against his abdomen. “Please tell me if you feel any pain.”

The doctor’s touches almost tickled but didn’t hurt. “Okay, one last thing. I need to check your genitals. Can you please lift your gown for me?”

If Pete wasn’t already so hot, he would have felt his face heat at the idea of letting a stranger see his most private area. “Do you have to?”

“I’m afraid so,” the doctor replied. “It’s routine in cases like this.”

“Okay,” Pete agreed, reaching for the soft material of the gown and dragging it up. He squeezed his eyes shut so he could pretend that there wasn’t someone staring at his exposed body.

“Thank you, Mr. Grainger, you can pull the gown back down,” Dr. Walsh said. “Please sit up.”

Pete pushed himself back up while the doctor sat down on a small, wheeled stool. “Mr. Grainger, I need to ask you something, and you need to be completely honest with me. Why are you listed as a beta in your medical records?”

Pete blinked in confusion at the question. That’s the same thing Dr. Robertson asked me. Why does my presentation matter so much? “Why? Because… I am?”

“No, you’re not, Mr. Grainger,” Dr. Walsh said. “You’re an omega, and you’re in heat.”


Revelations

Pete stared at Dr. Walsh for a long moment. “What? That’s not possible! My parents were both betas. I can’t be an omega!”

A scowl crossed the doctor’s features. “It is rare these days, but it’s not impossible for betas to give birth to alpha or omega children. Where do you think alphas and omegas originally came from?”

Drawing his legs up to his chest, Pete hugged his arms around his knees. “That’s… that’s not what my mom taught me. She said alphas and omegas were a different species.”

Dr. Walsh growled in frustration. “No, we’re not different species. We’re all human. Humans used to be only betas until there was a sharp decline in the birth of female betas. That’s when humans evolved a way for some males to also carry children. That’s basic biology. Where did you attend school?”

“My mom homeschooled me,” Pete admitted. “My parents didn’t think I’d get a decent education in public school.”

With a groan, Dr. Walsh reached up to rub his face, only to run his fingers through his hair when his hands brushed his mask. “Okay, that explains the gaps in your knowledge. Have you ever had symptoms like this before?”

“No, never,” Pete replied. “I’ve had colds and the flu, but I’ve never had aches this bad before, and I don’t remember sweating this much with a fever.”

“That’s because you don’t have a fever,” the doctor explained. “Omega bodies work differently from beta females. It must raise the temperature in your reproductive system to get ready for impregnation, while keeping the rest of your body from overheating. That’s why you’re sweating.”

Pete recoiled at the word impregnation. “Wait, are you telling me that my body wants me to… to…”

“Yes, your body is preparing itself to carry a child.” The doctor clarified. “At your age, most omegas are on contraceptives until they want to conceive. Unfortunately, it’s too late for that now.”

Contraceptives? Does he mean…? “Too late? Why would I even need contra… birth control? I’m saving myself for marriage!” Pete said emphatically, hugging his knees tighter.

Dr. Walsh stood up and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. “Hey, it’s okay. I don’t mean to scare you, but you need to understand what’s going on so you can make informed decisions, okay?”

Nodding, Pete buried his head against his knees and took a deep breath. “Yeah, okay.”

“Do you remember if your parents gave you any medicine regularly? Maybe they called it a vitamin or a supplement?” Dr. Walsh asked.

Thinking back, Pete shook his head. “No, my parents never gave me anything like that. They only used natural remedies like making me drink lots of orange juice when I had a cold.”

“It’s possible they mixed it into your food then,” Dr. Walsh speculated. “I’ve heard of cases like this. An orthodox beta couple finds out their child is an alpha or omega. Because it goes against their beliefs, they put them on suppressants at a young age. Dr. Robertson suspected as much when you told him that your parents had died recently.”

“You think my mom put suppressants in my food?” Pete’s eyes darted around the room as he thought back on the many meals he shared with his parents. He recalled that his mother had always been adamant about serving the plates herself. Oh, no. “Is… is there a way for you to test that?”

Dr. Walsh’s eyes crinkled like he was smiling. “That’s exactly what I was going to suggest next. Let me get Carlos back in here to draw some blood and we’ll run a full panel on you. That will give me a better idea of how bad the situation is. Are you okay with that?”

Finally. “Yeah, please,” Pete replied, loosening the death grip he had on his knees. “If nothing else, the tests should prove I’m not really what you think I am. I mean, how can you tell from just looking at me?”

“Let’s run those tests first,” Dr. Walsh suggested, pressing a button on the wall. “Then I think I need to give you a more in-depth lesson on human biology and anatomy.”

A moment later, Carlos came in. “You rang?”

“I’d like to run a full blood panel,” Dr. Walsh said. “While you do that, I’m going to grab some visual aids from my office. I’ll be right back.”

Mom wouldn’t like this, but I need them to test me. That’ll prove I’m not some omega freak like he thinks I am. Holding out his arm to Carlos, he shut his eyes tight. “Okay, do your worst.”

Laughing, Carlos gently pushed his arm down before tying something tight around his bicep. “Relax and make a fist for me.”

“Easy for you to say,” Pete replied. “This is my first bloodletting.”

“You’re such an anachronism,” Carlos teased, tapping at the inside of his elbow. “So, tell me about your parents.”

“My dad was a traveling salesman,” Pete began, wincing at the sharp pinch in his arm and bracing himself. “So, he wasn’t home much. My mom stayed home to raise me.” He began to talk about how his mom home schooled him when Carlos patted his shoulder.

“All done!” Carlos declared. Pete looked over in shock as Carlos was putting a band-aid on his inside elbow. Next to him were several vials filled with blood.

“You’re done? I thought it was going to hurt a lot more,” Pete said, staring at the band-aid.

“Nah, as long as I get into a good vein, the blood just flows out easy,” Carlos explained. “I’m going to run these back to the lab so Dr. Walsh can get the results fast. Hang tight. Dr. Walsh should be back soon.”

Pete scooted himself back and laid down. Maybe it was because of the blood draw, but he was exhausted. His eyes drifted closed, and he was nearly asleep when Dr. Walsh returned, setting up a large chart on an easel.

“Sorry, I can’t let you take a nap yet,” Dr. Walsh said. “While we wait for those test results, I’m going to give you a brief anatomy lesson.”

Scooting to the end of the exam bed, Pete stared at the anatomical drawings on the chart. It showed the anatomy of a male beta, an alpha and an omega, all from a front view and cross section. Pete’s mouth dropped open when he saw how different the male beta was from the omega.

The penis size between the three was the most noticeable. The alpha had the largest, with a noticeable swelling at its base, even flaccid, while the beta penis also looked large to Pete. It was the omega penis that looked normal to him, around the size of a male thumb. The other notable difference was the lack of testicles on the male omega.

A lump formed in his throat as Pete stared at the omega drawing. That’s what I look like.

“You can already see the obvious difference in the penis sizes,” Dr. Walsh stated. “But look at the cross-sections. This is where the alpha and beta males are similar, although the alpha has this additional gland here that helps produce more semen.”

“Okay, but what makes omegas different? Besides being the runt in the penis department?” Pete tried to joke.

Dr. Walsh chuckled and pointed at the omega cross-section. “Do you see this pouch here? That’s the omega womb, and it’s connected to two openings, here and here,” Dr. Walsh pointed out on the chart. “This one is the birthing canal, and this is the rectum. Alphas can impregnate omegas through either opening. Female betas are different because they can only be impregnated through their birthing canal.”

“Why are omegas so different? It looks almost like they’re part male and part female.” Pete wondered.

“In a way, you are,” Dr. Walsh replied, looking straight at him. “I explained earlier that alphas and omegas evolved when there was a sharp decline in the female beta population. Based on our research, some men evolved to carry young, but because they were evolving from the male body plan, evolution took them in a different direction. At some point, only beta males with larger semen production were able to impregnate omegas, which led to the evolution of the alpha.”

Pete wasn’t sure if this was too overwhelming or if he was getting hot again, but he felt faint. When he began to sway, Dr. Walsh helped him lie down. “It looks like your heat is spiking,” Dr. Walsh said. “Let me see if those lab results are ready yet.”

Through half-lidded eyes, Pete watched the doctor open a laptop sitting on a nearby counter.

After a few long moments, Dr. Walsh came back over to the bed. “It’s worse than I feared. Your system shows widespread damage from one of the strongest suppressants ever developed. It was banned because of how dangerous it is, especially when an omega goes off them cold turkey.”

Pete’s heart sank. “The tests? They don’t show that I’m a beta, do they?” Pete asked.

“No, Mr. Grainger,” Dr. Walsh said, his eyes going sad. “You are an omega, you are in heat, and you’re dying.”

If he wasn’t feeling so drained, Pete would have sat upright in bed at that declaration. Before he could say anything, Dr. Walsh continued. “We have little time, but we can try to slow down the progression by putting you into an ice bath.”

As hot as he was, the idea of an ice bath sounded wonderful. Pete nodded his head. “Yeah, that sounds perfect.”

“This isn’t a cure,” Dr. Walsh informed him as he pressed a button on the wall. “But it will give us more time to discuss a few things before you need to decide.”

A moment later, Carlos entered the room. “Carlos, is the ice bath ready?”

“I just finished filling it up,” Carlos said, giving Pete a worried look. He pulled out the wheelchair again and pointed to it with a flourish. “Your chariot awaits, sir.”

“You knew I’d need this?” Pete asked as Carlos helped him hop off the bed and slumped back into the wheelchair.

“You’re not the first omega in distress that we’ve had to treat,” Carlos said, wheeling him out of the room. “They designed this entire wing to treat cases like yours.”

Dr. Walsh followed along as Carlos wheeled him down the hall and into another room. In the center of the room was a large tub. “Let me help you with that gown,” Carlos said, making Pete frown. “Hey, this isn’t the time for modesty, my friend. I promise, you have nothing we haven’t seen before. Okay?”

It is shameful for anyone to view your nakedness. Pete’s mother’s words echoed in his mind. Then he remembered that he’d already let Dr. Walsh look under his gown, and none of the awful things that his mother had warned him about had happened.

Reluctantly, Pete nodded and let Carlos help him out of the gown and into the ice bath. Under normal circumstances, Pete hated being cold, so it surprised him when the icy water felt soothing against his overheated skin. As he sat down and leaned back in the tub, Pete let out a sigh of relief.

Dr. Walsh pulled up a stool and sat next to him. “I’m sorry to rush you through all of this, but now that you understand you’re an omega, I need to explain how we can help make you better. However, I want you to know it is your right to refuse treatment. I don’t recommend it, but I need you to understand that you always have that right. Okay?”

That’s also not what my parents taught me. “Really? My parents always said that hospitals were bad because they forced people into all sorts of experimental treatments.”

“That would be illegal,” Dr. Walsh explained. “If I forced any of my patients to accept treatment they don’t want, I would lose my medical license, at the very least. At worst, I could pay a large fine or go to jail.”

“Okay, so tell me what I need to do to get better,” Pete said.

“At this stage, there is only one thing that will help. You need to allow an alpha to mount you.” Dr. Walsh explained with a serious look of concern in his eyes. “Having sex with an alpha, letting him knot and ejaculate inside of you, is the only way to get your body back into balance and end your heat.”

Before Pete could protest, Dr. Walsh put up his hand. “Your heat is too severe. You’re already at the ice bath stage, which means we have little time left. We have an emergency alpha center with alphas on standby. They are trained to help an omega through a dangerous heat. I can have one here in less than an hour if you agree to it.”

“If I don’t, you’re sure I’ll die?” Pete asked.

“I’ve never seen an omega survive past this stage without it,” Dr. Walsh replied. “So yes, I’m quite sure. One other thing that you need to know before you decide. If you agree, you could become pregnant from this coupling.”

This keeps getting worse and worse. “So, to save my life, I have to sacrifice my virginity and have a child out of wedlock?”

“I’m afraid so. Your biology demands it,” Dr. Walsh said sympathetically.

“Give me a moment to think about all this, please,” Pete asked.

“Of course. Carlos and I will discuss your case in the hall,” Dr. Walsh said. “Give a shout when you’re ready to give me your decision.”

Thoughts swirled in his mind as Pete tried to process all the information he’d learned. To find out that his parents had lied to him about his designation for his entire life was bad enough, but that they had been dosing him with suppressants, too? Did they put it in my food? What else did they lie to me about? 

The idea of being mounted and bred by some stranger terrified him, but he didn’t want to die. His life had barely begun. He knew he wasn’t ready to have children, but he always wanted to be a dad one day. He dreamed of meeting the right girl, settling down, and starting a family of his own. His parents had always seemed hesitant about that. They’d always say, you’re still young, you have time.

Now he had to face the reality that he could never have a child with a beta woman. If he wanted a family, he’d need to mate with an alpha. Pete felt overwhelmed, but he knew he had to decide. The one thing he knew for certain was that he didn’t want to die.

“Dr. Walsh?! I have some questions,” Pete called out.

Carlos and Dr. Walsh came back in. “Have you decided?” Dr. Walsh asked.

“Well, I have a few questions first,” Pete said, looking between Dr. Walsh and Carlos.

His eyes flitted away from them before Pete asked. “So, um… if I agree to let this emergency alpha mount me, will it hurt? Can you explain what happens, please? My mom was always sketchy on the details of how sex works.”

“Based on what you’ve told me, I’m not surprised,” Dr. Walsh said before turning to Carlos. “Go ring the emergency alpha center and make sure they have someone standing by and explain the severity of the case.”

“Right away!” Carlos said before leaving Pete and Dr. Walsh alone.

“Mr. Grainger—”

“Please, call me Pete. I keep feeling like you’re talking to my dad.”

“Only if you call me Ryan,” Dr. Walsh said with a friendly wink before sitting down next to him again.

“Okay, Ryan.”

“Let me answer your questions. Yes, your first breaching will hurt. Especially because you’ve been on suppressants for so long. Your body hasn’t acclimated itself to your biology and it will take a very patient alpha to make sure it’s not too painful,” Ryan explained. “As for how having sex with an alpha works, it’s easiest for an alpha to mount if you’re on your hands and knees. He will take his erect penis and insert it into one of your holes. For this, it shouldn’t matter, but traditionally, the birth canal is the first one breached.”

“I saw how big an alpha penis is on that chart,” Pete said with a cringe. “How is that supposed to fit… there?”

“Omega biology is pretty amazing,” Ryan said with a smile in his voice. “Your holes evolved to stretch and accommodate an alpha’s penis and knot. When the alpha is close to orgasm, he will push the knot into your hole and it will expand inside, locking you and the alpha together while his penis fills you with semen. You need both to help your body through this dangerous heat.”

“How long does that last?” Pete asked.

“That depends. Under the circumstances, the faster each mounting happens, the better for the ailing omega,” Ryan explained. “However, it can take several knottings to help get an omega out of a dangerous heat. Under the best circumstances, the omega will be impregnated within a day, which will end the heat cycle.”

“How about with an omega like me, with all the suppressants and everything?” Pete asked.

“That’s difficult to say, but I expect yours to last a few days at least,” Ryan replied. “I know it sounds rough, but once you get going, it can be very pleasurable. It’s only the first breaching that will be painful.”

Taking a deep breath, Pete nodded. “None of it sounds like any fun to me, but I don’t want to die. Okay, call that emergency alpha. I’ll do it.”

Some of the tension in Dr. Walsh’s body seemed to ease as his eyes crinkled again. “I’m glad to hear it. Let me go tell Carlos.”

“Hey, one more question,” Pete said. “Why are you wearing that mask?”

Just then, Carlos came bursting back into the room with an alarmed expression. “Dr. Walsh! I have some bad news. The emergency alpha center won’t have anyone available for at least two days.”


    Mounted
Ryan paced between the tub and Carlos. “Two days!? Pete doesn’t have two days! The ice bath won’t stop a heat this bad.”

“There is another option,” Carlos suggested. “But you’re not gonna like it.”

“No, there has to be another way.” Ryan shook his head and sagged onto the stool he’d been sitting on earlier.

“What do you want me to do? Go down to the local alpha bar and ask if one of them will do it?” Carlos asked, his voice getting progressively louder.

What the heck are they arguing about? “Hey, what is this option, and why don’t you want to do it?”

Ryan looked back at Pete. “You asked me why I’m wearing this mask? It’s because I’m an alpha,” Ryan explained. “I wear the mask, so your heat pheromones don’t drive me into a rut. I don’t want to force myself on you, and I’m not trained to take care of heats like this.”

“You said I just have to be mounted, right? What kind of special training do you need for that?” Pete tilted his head in confusion.

“When it’s an omega’s first time, and the heat is this dangerous, it requires a lot of patience,” Ryan explained. “I haven’t gone through the specialized training. If I lose my self-control, I could hurt you.”

“The way I understand it, either I risk letting you hurt me, or I die, right?” Pete said, sitting forward, his body shuddering. “I don’t want to die. Please, Ryan, don’t let me die.”

“Crap,” Ryan said. “He’s hitting the final stages faster than I expected. Okay, fine. Carlos, please set up the heat room. I’ll bring Pete along in a few minutes.”

“Yes, sir,” Carlos said, giving Pete a sly wink before turning and leaving.

Ryan knelt by the tub and reached out to brush some of Pete’s hair out of his face. “Are you absolutely sure? Once we do this, there’s no going back.”

“I-I’m sure,” Pete said, his body continuing to shudder. “Y-You’ve already b-been patient with me, despite my ignorance about everything.”

“Okay, so let me explain what’s going to happen when we get back into the heat room. I want you to understand now, before we let our hormones take over,” Ryan said. “First, you’re going to be restrained into a presenting position. It’s the safest way for you to be mounted, and it will let us give you an I.V. drip, so you have fluids and electrolytes entering your system. Carlos will also fit a special collar around your neck to prevent me from claiming you.”

“Claiming?” Pete asked. There was so much about alphas and omegas he didn’t know.

“That’s a discussion we can have afterward,” Ryan said. “Okay?”

“Okay,” Pete agreed.

“I need to call in another doctor to take over, since I can’t attend to other patients while I’m helping you through your heat,” Ryan said as he stood again. “Once that’s arranged, I’ll come back and get you.”

Leaning back in the tub again, Pete stared up at the ceiling. What a whirlwind this day had been. It started out with packing up the last of his belongings at his parents’ house. Suddenly, he’s an omega in heat and about to be mounted by an alpha. His hand moved to rest over his abdomen. What if I wind up pregnant from this? Heck, I still can’t believe I’m able to get pregnant. I suppose having a doctor for an alpha parent wouldn’t be the worst thing. At least the kid would have some good genes.

Ryan returned and interrupted his contemplation. He had removed his lab coat, and Pete couldn’t help but notice the bulge in the man’s pants. Now the ice water wasn’t enough as his heat flared again. Ryan plunged his arms into the tub and hauled Pete out, cradling him in his powerful arms. “I got you little omega. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.”

His head flopped against Ryan’s shoulder. For the first time, Pete noticed the man’s subtle scent. He smelled heavenly, and Pete buried his nose into Ryan’s neck to get a better whiff of it.

“That’s good,” Ryan praised as he carried him down the hallway, back toward the heat room he’d been in earlier. “Keep scenting me. That will help the process along.”

When Ryan turned into the room, Pete lifted his head to see they put the bed into a new configuration. Instead of a flat surface, it now had a raised mid-section. Ryan lowered him to the floor and he and Carlos helped him up. “Put your knees here,” Carlos patted. “And then bend over the middle.”

Pete allowed them to help him into position. “I need to put the anti-claiming collar on and restrain you. Okay?” Carlos asked.

He tried to focus, but he was so hot. “Yeah, okay,” Pete replied. “Ryan said you’d have to… to restrain me and give me an I.V.”

“That’s right. Then I’ll leave you two alone,” Carlos said. “Dr. Walsh, I have everything set up. The mini fridge is stocked. Just use the call button if either of you need anything.”

Carlos slipped a stiff leather collar around his neck. It extended down far enough to cover part of his shoulders. Then he tightened the restraints around Pete’s wrists, biceps, torso, thighs, and ankles. “We don’t want you to hurt yourself or pull out your I.V., so it’s for your safety. Just hang on and enjoy the ride.” Carlos patted his shoulder gently before prepping his left hand and inserting the I.V. “Okay, Doc, he’s ready for you.”

“Thanks, Carlos. Remember to lock the door on your way out,” Ryan reminded him.

“Lock? Why?” Pete asked.

“It’s a precaution,” Ryan explained. “The lock hermetically seals the room and puts us on an isolated ventilation system. It will prevent other alphas in the area from going into a rut and trying to interfere. We’re both going to be pumping out a lot of pheromones.”

When the door lock clicked, the lighting in the room dimmed. “They added automated mood lighting,” Ryan said as he removed his clothes.

Pete was aware of how exposed he was, his naked ass offered to an alpha on a comfortably padded platter. A cool hand ran over the small of his back, causing him to flinch. “Settle, omega. I’m going to make this as painless as possible, okay? I’m keeping my mask on until the last minute to help me maintain my composure. Once I take it off, your pheromones will send me into a rut. Please, don’t let what I say or do scare you. Most of it will be out of my control.”

Pete’s breath hitched at the warning. “Wh-what do you think you’ll do?”

“I’ve never mounted an omega in the late stage of a heat like yours,” Ryan explained. “We know omegas produce significantly more pheromones in the later stages of their heat. Under normal circumstances, most alphas can control themselves during a rut, but when assaulted with higher levels of pheromones, it can send us into a rage of lust. I won’t be gentle, and it will be difficult for me to resist biting your mating gland. That’s why you’re wearing that collar. This is why we use trained alphas who have better control, so I apologize if I get too rough.”

A shudder ran up Pete’s spine. “Can’t you just do this with the mask on?”

“I’m sorry, but I have to take it off for this to work. If I can’t smell your pheromones, my knot won’t engorge. I must take it off after I mount you. Are you still okay with this?”

The misery he was in, and the fear of death, were more intense than any fear of what Ryan might do during his rut. “Yes, please. I don’t want to die.”

“Okay. Then before I mount, I want to touch you and help make it a little less painful. Do you want me to describe what I’m doing before I do it?” Ryan asked, running a gentle hand over his shoulder.

“Oh, yes, please,” Pete replied. “That would make it less scary.”

“You’re adorable.” Ryan stroked his fingers through Pete’s damp hair before moving behind him. “Okay, first I’m going to slide one finger into your birthing canal. From the looks of things, you’re producing a lot of slick already. With how much you’ve been sweating, you might not have noticed.”

Then the promised finger was right there, circling
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