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For unmated omegas, the sight or smell of Doctor Arlo Atkins was catnip. A chance gym conversation would elicit weeks of messages on Arlo’s hospital voicemail. He got handwritten love notes on his Alfa Romeo’s windshield. And he pretty much stopped using Facebook, tired of typing “no thanks” a dozen times every time he checked his private messages. 

But Arlo was no monk. He had needs too. There were higher needs, romantic and emotional needs he’d mostly lost hope of fulfilling. Those needs, he could keep comfortably out of mind. And then there were lower needs. The lower needs, based in the lower body, Arlo could have attended to anytime. 

Of course he agreed to dinner dates with some of those omegas. He even had sex sometimes, as unsatisfying as it was. Every sputtering half-orgasm was like a cruel reminder of how a real orgasm should feel, and how this one definitely wasn’t it. 

None of the “dating” random unqualified omegas helped Arlo’s chronic single loneliness. Maybe it even made it worse, since the more omegas he met, the more confidently he could tell himself that there was nobody decent out there.

As for Arlo? He was entirely decent. Maybe even better than decent. He was prime unmated doctor alpha. He was coming up on four years as chief of diagnostics and pathology at Springville General Hospital. Arlo’s tall, muscular build, hazel eyes, and full head of spiky hair certainly held their appeal. But the omegas he met didn’t see much beyond his looks, his title, and his salary.

Om was the cute hardbodied omega who had chatted up Arlo one Sunday morning on the elliptical trainer at Springville Fitness. 

“Are you keeping that machine warm for me?” It was the dumbest pickup line from the dumbest book of dumbest pickup lines. But it did its job, because Arlo agreed to a date with Om. 

They downed two big plates of spaghetti carbonara and two big glasses of red wine. “You wanna see my electric guitar collection?” Om looked into Arlo’s eyes and smiled coyly. “My apartment is just down the street.”

“You have an actual collection of electric guitars?” Arlo had known people who had electric guitars, but nobody who had a collection of them. He’d mentioned to Om over dinner that he’d played a bit of rock guitar back in medical school; he hadn’t known Om had a collection. That would have been awesome to see. Finally, an omega with actual hobbies and interests? Maybe Arlo was wrong about omegas never having interests other than eating chocolate and carrying babies.

Arlo paid the restaurant bill and followed Om out the door and trustingly down the street. Arlo felt like a sheep being led to slaughter, but at least he could tell himself that he wouldn’t be murdered. At his physical size and fitness level, he considered  himself unmurderable. Anyway, why was he talking about murder? At Om’s apartment he’d see vintage Les Pauls and Stratocasters, not murder. 

They walked up the stairs to Om’s apartment. Om put his finger on the access panel. The door beeped open.

“Nice place.” Arlo kicked off his shoes. If only everybody saw the world through a pathologist’s eyes. “Where’s your collection?”

“Can I get you another glass of wine?” Om stood close enough to Arlo that he bathed Arlo’s face with omega pheromones when he said the word wine. That was no accident.

“I had enough wine at dinner, thanks. I’ve gotta be at the hospital at 7 tomorrow, so I can’t have more than one glass. Thanks.”

“Are you in a hurry?” Om smiled. He stepped closer to Arlo, close enough so his fat stubby omega dick inside his pants rubbed Arlo’s thigh.

“Yeah, but I just thought I’d check out your guitars.”

“How do you like this heart shape?” Om spun around and lay his hands on his ass cheeks in his tight jeans. The ass was unbelievably meaty. Om wasn’t fat, but his ass was big, pudgy, and meaty. He shook his ass for exactly one second, then rubbed it against Arlo’s crotch. 

Arlo was only human. Seeing a fertile omega ass like that while breathing a wave of omega pheromones had the effect Om had intended. He was rock hard.

Om leaned in and sniffed Arlo’s face. “You’re horny, aren’t you? You’ve got alpha pheromones like a fire alarm.” Om wrapped his heavy muscular arms around Arlo midsection, then plunged his tongue into Arlo’s ear. 

Some things were only physical. Arlo knew that from his medical career. He could enjoy them, even if they didn’t satisfy him at any level other than fulfilling a bodily need.

Om spun around again and came face-to-face with Arlo. He put his lips to Arlo’s. Om’s omega scent was overpowering. It was like putting his nose in a bottle of omega-pheromone cologne. Along with the scent were Om’s lips: soft, silky smooth, impossibly warm. The tongue that had explored Arlo’s earhole was now exploring Arlo’s mouth.

Arlo kissed Om back, almost grudgingly. There was no guitar collection to see. Om probably didn’t even have the collection of medical journals that he claimed to have, nor had he dreamed of becoming a pathologist. It was sex. And maybe Om would ask Arlo for a job or a loan afterward. Arlo knew this routine.

They kissed, tongue on tongue, nose rubbing against nose. Om dropped his jeans. He wasn’t even wearing any underwear. There were the shaved pubes surrounding a fat, stubby, circumcised cock. And there was the ass: geometrically perfect, two beautiful fat ellipses, hairless, just the right mix of fat and muscle.

Arlo couldn’t say no. He didn’t even have a condom, but there was no way he’d be fertile for a hookup like this. He felt nothing for this Om guy, other than boredom and lust. 

“My ass is naturally all lubed. You’re a doctor; you know that already.” Om bent over and braced his arms against the kitchen counter. His meaty omega ass looked even more delicious when he stood like that.

Arlo wanted to make love. He wanted to eat out an ass. He wanted to make love deeply, and with meaning. But this wasn’t the night for that. This was the night for putting it in and enjoying the moment.

Arlo thrust into that beautiful ass. The sight and the feeling were amazing. It was an ass for the ages. Arlo grabbed at the cheeks while his dick pumped and explored the slippery wet ass canal.

He thrust in, grunting from how hard he was clenching his thighs and glutes to penetrate all the way into Om. Om’s rippling muscular back was gorgeous. His shoulder blades contracted in rhythm with his ass and thighs as Arlo fucked him. He spread his legs farther and held up his ass more so Arlo could push into him deeper.

Arlo breathed faster. Om groaned. Arlo definitely wasn’t aroused enough to knot. He knew how these orgasms went. They were like little water-fountain spurts. 

Arlo made one big, deep thrust into Om, deep enough for Om to yell “yes!” Om started jerking himself. Arlo had intended to do that for him, but if Om was going to take care of the task, Arlo wouldn’t interfere.

Instead, Arlo repeated his deep thrusts in. He grabbed around Om’s waist to feel his hard abs pulsing with the rhythm of sex. Om’s ass canal was wonderfully tight, tighter than his meaty ass would have suggested. The combination of a meaty ass and a tight canal was like finding a unicorn; too bad that the rest of Om didn’t interest Arlo at all.

Arlo’s body shook. His thighs thrust involuntarily. He pushed and shot a load of cum into Om. It was an orgasm. It wasn’t mind-blowing. But it was sex.

Arlo only hoped that one day he could find something better: love, an omega mate, a husband, a child, a family. At least he could dream.

Arlo carefully pulled out of Om’s ass. Om was grinning.

“Nice alpha dick, Arnold, no, umm, Arlo. Yeah, Arlo. We should do this again sometime.”

“You don’t really have a guitar collection, do you?”

Om shrugged and climbed into the shower to wash out his ass.

Arlo nodded, let himself out of the apartment, and walked home, alone.
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“Doctor Arlo Atkins! Nine A.M. lunch!” Ollie’s voice rang out across the staff room. Ollie fluttered his thick eyebrows like warning beacons. He raised his arm like a baseball pitcher. He motioned that he was about to throw a paper-wrapped sandwich at Arlo’s head. Ollie was definitely the most handsome man to ever throw anything at Arlo’s head. “Lunchtime for Arlo!”

Ollie’s lunch-bell-announcement voice was always a tease in Arlo’s mind. To Arlo, it served as a come-hither invitation: come and eat, maybe something else. 

Ollie’s smooth alto voice combined with the swish in his bulky shoulders and chest. He was a milkshake of a man: smooth and creamy and sweet and a bit swishy, and you didn’t really notice the fat. Arlo was tempted by Ollie’s coy demeanor, even if that coy seductiveness was really aimed at someone else.

Ollie had to know exactly how adorable he was. He wasn’t stupid. And he wasn’t afraid to flaunt his cuteness. But at least over the three weeks that Arlo had known Ollie, Arlo was afraid to do anything about the simmering attraction. 

Every time Arlo saw Ollie parade around the ward in tight blue scrubs showing off his meaty ass and his healthy chest hair, Arlo wanted to — do things with him, to him. But this was work. And more importantly, even if relationships did happen at work, he knew that Ollie’s focus was married chief of staff Adam Albright, not Johnny-come-lately pathologist Arlo Atkins.

“Egg salad and salmonella on rye!” Ollie called out. “Fresh delivered from Sammy’s Sandwiches and it’s got Arlo’s name on it! Get it before the salmonella dies off!” Ollie was still taunting Arlo about that sandwich, and he again swung his arm to suggest a sandwich toss. 

This Ollie, this broad-shouldered, dark-brown-eyed, poodle-haired physician assistant, was always preternaturally perky, even at nine A.M. He must have been well accustomed to the ICU schedule: five A.M. was the start of the workday and nine A.M. was already time for lunch.  Arlo was still just barely getting used to the brutality of the early-morning schedule. But every nine A.M., Ollie, as the adorable, chubby-cheeked physician assistant and do-all factotum, coordinated the entire unit’s staff lunch delivery. 

Ollie launched the paper-wrapped egg salad sandwich — purportedly full of bacterial pathogens — at Arlo’s face. It flew like an incoming brick.  It wobbled while threatening to obliterate Arlo’s nose. 

Arlo raised his hands and still caught it. It snapped into his hands like a baseball into a catcher’s mitt. Ollie shot Arlo an admiring smile and thumbs-up. Arlo wasn’t sure whether Ollie would’ve preferred for Arlo to catch the sandwich or to be clobbered in the face with it. Maybe it was a toss-up between Ollie’s two dominant personality traits: his compassion and his humor.

Arlo started unwrapping the sandwich. As a pathologist, he trusted his sense of smell. He was in the habit of smelling his food as he unwrapped it. Almost every day he refused to eat something that didn’t smell right. But this time, inside the wrapper, just like every time Ollie ordered food, the sandwich was perfect. 

Despite Ollie’s barbs at his coworkers, only Ollie was capable of supplying everybody’s 9 A.M. lunch. The other physician assistants lacked Ollie’s meticulousness, or maybe just never expressed interest in helping out beyond their official job descriptions the way Ollie always did. That, in addition to his skills as a physician assistant, was invaluable. Ollie’s smartass remarks about bacterial pathogens in the egg salad were just Ollie being Ollie.

“Tuna and peanut butter for Doctor Adam Albright?” Ollie called out loud enough for the entire hospital to hear, or at least for the entire ward to hear. Between taking the wrapped sandwich out of the delivery bag and throwing it to Adam, Ollie made a point of sniffing at it and shaking his head in disgust. But the way Ollie said the words Adam Albright — it was like a bird cooing a love song.

“Correct,” Adam said, not looking away from online news articles and patient reports on the laptop propped up on the counter. “Tuna and peanut butter: that’s my nine A.M. lunch.” Adam had the perfect multitasking skills required of a physician. He read the news on Medscape, typed notes from ward rounds, answered Ollie
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