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​One

“MPREG HOSPITAL IS IN downtown Springville, and provides comprehensive care to all pregnant men and their partners and children.” Oscar Oliphant looked emphatically into the News Nine TV camera. “Interested patients can call MPreg Hospital at 777-BABY.” 

Oscar read out the phone number clearly, so every alpha and omega who needed help with male pregnancy would have a comfortable, accepting place to turn to. MPreg Hospital was exactly what Springville’s alphas and omegas needed. Oscar was all too happy to tell his TV audience about it, even if he wasn’t telling them what he needed. 

It wasn’t easy being a pregnant man. Oscar knew it, and he was glad to help his fellow omegas—even if those patients of MPreg Hospital were all pregnant, while Oscar only badly wanted to be pregnant. No sour grapes. Oscar would just pursue pregnancy any way he knew. The only possible way was artificial insemination.

Vilma smiled her million-dollar smile at Oscar. The smile was directed more at the cameras, and maybe at recruiters at some bigger-city TV station, than at Oscar. She was obviously proud of herself for having just described the basics of MPreg Hospital. For her, MPreg Hospital was just another random news story. For Oscar, MPreg Hospital was personal.

Oscar was relieved that he and other omegas in Springville would finally have a hospital to go to. They’d no longer have to travel to a bigger city or explain the male pregnancy to yet another clueless doctor who wasn’t up to date on the MPreg revolution. 

Doctor Adam Albright, the discoverer of the male pregnancy phenomenon, and the lead researcher in male pregnancy care, served as chief of staff at MPreg Hospital. There was no better place for a pregnant omega — or even for any wanting-to-be-pregnant omega, like Oscar.

As Oscar spoke about MPreg Hospital, Vilma fluttered her eyebrows at him and then at the camera. Maybe she was mocking his omega orientation. Whatever. Oscar didn’t care. He didn’t even consider Vilma a co-worker. Oscar and Vilma appeared on the same news broadcast, but they never actually collaborated on anything — and both of them preferred it that way. “Thanks for that, um, fascinating explanation,” Vilma said after Oscar spoke. He could’ve sworn she was being sarcastic. But it didn’t matter. Oscar was able to reach the omegas who needed information and news about male pregnancy, and that was all that really mattered.

“Thanks, Vilma.” Oscar smiled confidently into the camera and nodded. He knew the first rule of local news: if you don’t know what to do or what to say, just act confident. Mega-confident. It was almost not in Oscar’s omega nature to be mega-confident, but he could try, especially in front of the TV cameras. He’d be mega-confident omega, or something like that.

“Oscar.” Vilma paused and shifted her gaze from the camera in front of her to Oscar sitting at her side. “I’m sorry if I’m asking you a personal question on air, but since you’ve been our longest-serving male anchor, the viewers would love to know—”

“It’s no secret,” Oscar interrupted. He was still pushing himself hard to be confident. He wanted to reveal himself on air before Vilma forcefully outed him. He knew she was about to out him, but if he did it first, it would take all that power away from her. 

Oscar spoke from the depths of his core, making his voice a deep baritone as best he could. He didn’t want to seem like a squeaky omega, even if he was an omega, and sometimes a squeaky one. “It’s not a secret at all. It’s on my public Facebook fan page.”

“So.” Vilma paused and looked at Oscar. She looked like she was going to reveal something earth-shattering. “You’re a—”

“Yes, I’m an omega. An unmated omega.” Oscar said it before Vilma could. There was no shame in being an omega. Or at least Oscar didn’t think there was, even if some people snickered at omegas. He’d own his omega-ness. And being able to carry a baby was the best privilege he could hope for, not anything to be ashamed of. 

Male pregnancy had started in Springville some fifty years back, at first with one man developing a baby flap, then another man developing knotting in his most intimate organ. They said it may have been a genetic variation caused by solar radiation through the thinning ozone layer. Of course men who could become pregnant did so — and passed on their genes, creating more and more alphas and omegas. And with the ever-thinning ozone layer and increasing solar radiation, even male children of heterosexual parents were often born alpha or omega.

Pregnant omegas were originally considered medical curiosities. They had their odd pregnancy flaps, and oddest of all, they’d become pregnant from receptive anal intercourse. Omegas delivered happy, healthy babies, just like any parent, even if the delivery was either through the pregnancy flap or cesarean section. 

Old-fashioned obstetricians weren’t quite sure what to do with pregnant omega patients. But Doctor Adam Albright had started his medical career specifically focusing on male pregnancy medicine. He was ridiculed, at first. Now Adam Albright, MD was the chief of staff at MPreg Hospital. And his patients adored him.

“I was going to ask you about whether you’re a patient at MPreg Hospital.” Vilma looked over her left shoulder at the graphic of MPreg Hospital displayed on the giant monitor. It portrayed a macho muscle man wearing only a jockstrap and sporting an impressively large pregnant belly. 

“And yes.” Oscar nodded and looked confidently at Vilma, then even more confidently at the camera. “I’m a patient at MPreg Hospital.” He pulled a plastic hospital ID card out of his pocket and flashed it to the camera.

“Congratulations! You should’ve told us that you’re expecting!” Vilma beamed her photogenic smile at the camera. Her pink lipstick reflected from the set lamps pointed at her. She seemed more interested in showing off her teeth to the TV audience in a pregnancy announcement than in actually congratulating Oscar on a pregnancy. And Oscar wasn’t pregnant anyway.

“Not quite yet. As I mentioned, Vilma, I’m not mated. While that doesn’t preclude pregnancy, it does make it a bit more difficult.” Oscar tried to sound coy, but he still wanted to be a little bit honest. At least partly honest.

He normally didn’t hide anything about his personal life from the viewers. He didn’t mind the world knowing that he was an omega but he wasn’t pregnant. 

Even if his announcement that he was trying to become pregnant turned out to be a mating call. That would be just fine. Every alpha in the world, or at least in Springville, could come running to him. Maybe then he’d finally find his mate, an alpha he knew he’d be naturally attracted to, and who wouldn’t cramp his career as a TV newsman or prohibit him from appearing on TV for millions of viewers. Until he found a loving alpha like that, Oscar would have to stick with artificial insemination if he wanted to become pregnant. Or at least he’d try.

“So, are you trying? I’m sorry. I’m sorry if what I’m asking is too personal.” Vilma’s face said, sorry I’m not sorry. Oscar knew: she thought men shouldn’t be having babies. She wanted things to go back to before the MPreg revolution. Vilma smirked whenever she discussed something about alphas and omegas on-air.  Then she smirked a little more at Oscar when the camera turned off.

“No problem asking.” Oscar was defusing Vilma’s might by announcing that he didn’t care about her smirk and her catty questions. “Yes, trying to become pregnant. And I’m still single, waiting for the right alpha to make my husband.”

“You’re single, but you’re trying to become pregnant? I’m sure our viewers want to know—” Of course it wasn’t the viewers that Vilma was concerned about. It was her own morbid curiosity, that plus her desire to try to hold up Oscar to televised ridicule.

“I’m a patient at MPreg Hospital for artificial insemination.” Oscar said it matter-of-factly. It was matter-of-fact. Nobody was ashamed of mentioning artificial insemination anymore, not for decades. “I’m trying for a baby with artificial insemination.” Even if the idea of artificial insemination for men was a bit new.

What he didn’t mention was his suspicion that he’d need an alpha after all to get pregnant. He’d try artificial insemination. But he had a sixth sense about being pregnant, or at least he thought he did. He wanted to hope and believe that artificial insemination could make him pregnant. But every time the pregnancy test strip was negative, Oscar wasn’t exactly surprised.

“Artificial insemination!” Vilma did her best to look shocked. She looked like she was clutching her pearls, even if she had no pearls to clutch. She looked like a 1950s woman hearing about a divorce. She was intentionally making artificial insemination sound scandalous. Oscar didn’t take the bait. He didn’t apologize or backtrack.

“Yes. I want to have a baby. I badly want to have a baby.” Oscar spoke directly to Vilma, as if she were a young girl whom he was teaching the ABCs. Except he was only teaching her the alphas and omegas and the MPREGs, not the ABCs. 

He was going to explain carefully to her. Really, he was explaining for the TV audience. He didn’t much care what Vilma thought of him, and her snickering opinion toward Oscar couldn’t be changed anyway. But at least when talking to the TV, Oscar could try to help the public at large understand his fellow omegas. 

“Vilma, I haven’t met the right alpha yet. So I’m using artificial insemination in order to have a baby.” Oscar nodded at Vilma again, obviously enough that he felt as if the cameras were nodding along with him.

“I see, Oscar. I see. Thank you for that insight.” Of course she was thankful for not being thankful and not sorry for not being sorry. “And that’s all for tonight.” 

Vilma looked into the camera very seriously, as if she’d just reported on a natural disaster, not on a man who badly wanted to become a father. “Vilma Rosen signing out, with Oscar Oliphant and the rest of the News Nine team.”

Seemingly, Oscar was spoiled for choice. Horny, musky, fertile alphas were all around him. But none of those potential partners ever seemed right. None had ever excited him. And most likely, none would go along with Oscar’s chosen career: appearing on TV every evening. A typical alpha just couldn’t agree to “his” omega appearing on TV for all the world to see.

Previous omegas the station had hired as on-air personalities were quickly snapped up by alpha admirers. Those alpha admirers tended toward jealousy and didn’t allow their new omega mates to appear on TV. It was considered a truth of the station that no on-air omega could stay on the air for longer than a few months.

Oscar had told his bosses at the station that as much as he wants to find an alpha mate, he’d never accept a mate who doesn’t let him appear on TV. Being on TV was his career. 

It was a modest career working in local news. Oscar Oliphant was no Anderson Cooper, but his job was what he loved. He expected his eventual alpha mate to respect that. That, of course, was another obstacle. He was sure that if the conversation ever got that far with any of his alpha admirers, they would ask him how soon he could quit his TV job and become an omega house-husband for them.

The longer Oscar worked at the station without running away to be an alpha’s house husband, the more his bosses trusted and respected him. They could even send him into places full of unmated alphas, or let him wear particularly flattering clothes on-air, and they knew he wouldn’t run away from his job the next day. He vowed that even if an alpha scooped him up, Oscar would never let anyone take him away from his career. But an alpha who actually appealed to Oscar, and who would accept him appearing on TV every day, seemed to be less and less likely — so Oscar was more and more convinced that artificial insemination was the only way he could fulfill his dream of fatherhood.


​Two

The gorgeous omega stood in front of Adam: a lean, lithe man, with a well-defined body even through his clothes, wavy, almost-curly dark brown hair, and a sweet clean-cut face holding beautiful blue eyes that stared directly into Adam’s lust. The omega was still clothed, but Adam smelled him. He could imagine how he looked with his clothes off. 

Professional demeanor: Adam had to restrain his impulses. He did his best not to breathe too deeply. The omega’s pheromones could take over his best attempts to restrain himself. Even if Adam had held his breath in the omega’s presence, his beautiful looks still flooded Adam’s eyes. 

“Your name is — Oscar Oliphant?” Adam blurted it out just because he wanted to force himself to engage this omega patient in casual small talk. That might restrain him from flights of erotic fancy of making love to this omega. According to the omega’s medical records, this patient had been made love to only by artificial insemination, pumped full of sperm donors’ semen through a syringe.

“Yes, Doctor. I’m Oscar Oliphant.” This Oscar seemed almost scared of seeing a doctor. Adam breathed deeply again. He looked away from Oscar and looked over at the charts of alphas and omegas at the wall, at the graphics of wombs, at the details of fetal development and nutrition. He felt his own cock and nipples rising to excitement, but he knew not to do anything. This was MPreg Hospital, and nobody even knew Adam was an unmated alpha.

“So your complaint is — we’ve done artificial insemination on you three times already, and you’re still not pregnant, right?”

“That’s right, Doctor. I don’t know what to do next. They say to keep trying, but every time, the discomfort of the procedure, the pain the next day, not to mention the thousands of dollars I’ve been spending.”

“I understand, Oscar.” Adam looked him over, from his brown locks all the way down to his cute brown square-toed dress shoes. He looked like he could be a TV newscaster. “Can I call you Oscar?”

“Sure. You can call me Oscar.” Oscar grinned. His blue eyes went down from Adam’s eyes to the outline of Adam’s manly chest visible even through his doctor’s coat. Then Oscar’s eyes wandered back up to stare into Adam’s eyes. Oscar’s smile was sweet and innocent. He grinned like an eager student. 

Oscar’s medical records on Adam’s phone confirmed him to be twenty-six years old, but he looked a few years younger than that. His skin was smooth and eager and his eyes were bright and friendly. Adam was trying to look away from Oscar, but every time Adam returned his gaze to Oscar, Oscar was still looking at him. Oscar must’ve been drawn to Adam just as much as Adam was drawn to Oscar.

“And you can call me Alph—” No. What the hell hell was Adam doing? Telling his patient to call him Alpha? “You can call me Doctor Albright.”

“Sure, Doctor Albright. And when I first met you, before you allowed me to call you Doctor Albright, what was I supposed to call you then?” Oscar’s gentle eyes met Adam’s eyes. Oscar was holding back a shy grin. His hands roamed his own pants legs. He was looking for his own pants pockets. He slipped his hands into his pockets, as if to hide them, then looked at Adam expectantly. Maybe he was waiting for a clever retort. Adam didn’t have one.

“You were supposed to just call me by my title, I guess.”

“Alpha?” Oscar grinned mischievously. Maybe Adam had misheard.

“What?” Adam asked. He hoped he hadn’t just heard what he’d thought he’d just heard. There was natural attraction between alpha and omega, but Adam’s secret couldn’t get out. His other omega patients had never found him out, and this Oscar guy wouldn’t find him out either, at least if Adam could do anything about it.

Maybe after a long shift, Adam’s ears were playing tricks and he’d heard that magical word, alpha. Everything would be easier if Oscar hadn’t really said that word. An unmated alpha like Adam wasn’t even supposed to be working at MPreg Hospital.You don’t hire a fox to watch the henhouse. 

His job as a doctor at MPreg Hospital was all Adam had in his life. He also had his money, his lifestyle, his prestige, but that also came from his job. Without his job, he was nobody, nothing. Without the job, he wouldn’t even really feel like an alpha, even though it was his job where he had to hide being an unmated alpha.

He was the chief doctor, the chief of medical staff, the chief of everything. He had single-handedly developed most of the field of male pregnancy medicine. In another hospital Adam would have been the chief of the male pregnancy department, but in this hospital, male pregnancy was the entire hospital. Adam was the most important doctor in the hospital, and he loved it. 

Not having a mate made Adam focus on his job, but not having a mate was also what could cost him his job. The hospital didn’t even know that he was an alpha, much less an unmated alpha. His patients were almost all omegas. Nobody would trust an alpha, especially an unmated alpha, around a steady stream of omegas, especially unmated omegas. So, as far as the hospital knew, Adam was a heterosexual beta, just a man who had no personal interest in male pregnancy, only a professional and scientific interest.

It was beyond the professional pale that an unmated alpha would be entrusted to take care of the most intimate sexual and reproductive medical issues of omegas. MPreg Hospital didn’t even allow unmated alphas to visit its patient areas. Mated alphas were grudgingly accepted as Mpreg Hospital staff, but only grudgingly, and there was always talk of banning alphas from hospital staff. Their sexual drive was too strong. They couldn’t be trusted.

Dylan Dunsford, the hospital’s head of human resources, sighed with relief when Adam responded to his mention of the “strictly no unmated alphas” hiring policy. “I’m heterosexual, Mister Dunsford. I’m not even part of the MPreg world. I have a — um — I used to have a girlfriend. Yeah.” At least Dylan had believed Adam’s lie. In fact, Adam was a hungry, horny alpha always dreaming about finding his omega mate. But that was something no past patient of his had been able to figure out, none of his coworkers had been able to figure out, and, Adam hoped, this pretty little omega also wouldn’t be able to figure out.

“Are you there, Doctor Albright? Hello? Doctor Albright?” Adam had zoned out in his recollections of hiring and MPreg. Oscar was waking him up from his daydream, speaking directly into Adam’s face. His warm breath smelled like pure omega lust. I said, I would’ve called you Adam? If you hadn’t told me how to address you?”

“No. You would’ve called me Doctor.” Adam could at least assert some alpha authority, even if he couldn’t reveal himself as an alpha. It helped make up for his own insecurity about possibly being discovered as an alpha in hiding. He couldn’t openly tell this omega to call him Alpha, but he could demand to be called Doctor.

“Right. Yes.” Oscar was still grinning. His smile was like an apology for naughtiness, and a sweet invitation for Adam to get to know him better. Adam did want to get to know him better, a lot better — if he could.

“Your complaint. Your medical complaint. You can’t seem to get pregnant?” Adam snapped himself out of dreaming about making love to Oscar. He forced himself to think professionally. Even if the topic of his professional thought had to be Oscar’s being an unmated omega, Oscar’s desire to have a baby, Oscar’s being fertile and ready for an alpha to fill him.

“You have all my records right there, Doctor Alph— Albright.” Oscar smiled that mischievous smile again. He used his stunning, sparkling blue eyes to point at Adam’s phone. Was Oscar’s slip of his beautiful tongue just accidental?

“Ok. So we’ve done three artificial insemination procedures so far into your hungry hole — I mean, into your anal cavity?” Adam couldn’t help but imagine the hungry, horny Oscar in heat, being filled up with fertile donor sperm shot into his ass three times, even if only by syringes wielded by doctors in lab coats. 

Adam would’ve preferred to have been the doctor filling up Oscar. And he would’ve used his dick, not a syringe. But this wasn’t the time to think about that. This was work.

“Yes.” Oscar gently shook his head in disappointment. “Three times. And still not pregnant.” Oscar shook his head and looked down at the floor. He was adorable. Adam just wanted to hug him. Then do more than hug him. But first, hug him, cuddle and protect him, become his loving, caring alpha forever.

“I’m sorry if this sounds a bit unscientific.” Adam’s mind was full of visions of Oscar on all fours in front of him, offering up his hungry ass for Adam’s alpha cock. But Adam had to put it in much more polite and indirect terms. 

“Yeah, what? You think I’m not omega enough to get pregnant?”

“No. Not at all. That never even crossed my fantas— I mean, my diagnosis. Never even crossed my diagnosis. You’re definitely an excellent omega.” 

Adam couldn’t let anyone know that he had the smell sense of an unmated alpha. Officially, he could rely on his phone screens full of Oscar’s lab charts as his official excuse for knowing that much about Oscar. And according to all the tests, especially Adam’s secret smell test, Oscar was an omega in his prime. That Oscar’s prime omega status was confirmed by every part of Adam’s hormonal alpha instinct — that part, Adam could just keep to himself.

“You smell me?” Oscar grinned mischievously again. He stood with his palms resting behind him, on his ass cheeks. He must have been showing off his hungry, fertile omega ass. Maybe he didn’t know that at least while Adam still worked at MPreg Hospital, there was absolutely nothing that Adam could do about that hungry unmated omega ass of Oscar’s.

“Medically speaking, yes. It could be said that I smell you through the diagnostic blood and urine panels, in that I have your hormone panel results here.” Adam waved his phone at Oscar, with rows and columns of numbers showing exactly how much of a fertile omega Oscar was. As if both Adam and Oscar didn’t already know that very well. 

Adam acted like nothing was wrong and like he had no idea what smelling Oscar referred to. As far as his act was concerned, smelling Oscar was just a metaphor for lab results. As far as his act was concerned, after all, Adam wasn’t a horny alpha. He was just a meek heterosexual beta. Ho hum.

Good save. Adam continued in his disinterested professional voice. “Your omegatin and progesterone levels recently are at the high normal range. There’s absolutely no problem there.” Adam salivated. Oscar’s hormone levels were indeed high. Oscar was an omega in his sexual and reproductive prime. If only he could eat out his ass, then fuck it, fill it with his own sperm. If only.

“My omegatin level is definitely high. I always really want to—” Oscar’s eyes met Adam’s. Then Oscar looked down, slightly ashamed. “Anyway, yeah, my hormones are good, so I should be able to get pregnant.”

“Oscar.” Adam put his hands on his hips and tried to look professional, cool and collected, doctor-like. “Can I call you Oscar?” Of course he could call his patients by their first names. But he just wanted to hear Oscar say it. He wanted to feel that their relationship was more intimate. 

Adam was willing to get as close as he could to Oscar without letting anyone know he was a horny alpha. Unfortunately, that wasn’t very close. He couldn’t do much more than stare at Oscar. Even his staring, he had to mostly keep under wraps.

“Sure. Oscar. Or Omega. Either way.” There was that grin again. Adam had seen cheeky omegas before in his line of work. But he’d never before felt so attracted to one, or felt such a strong need to embrace him, nibble at his near, and breed his ass, all at once. Oscar was pure magnetic omega attraction. Oscar had a pull on Adam’s eyes, nose, heart, and dick.

“Oscar. You know, artificial insemination is just attempting to simulate something from nature. I mean, it’s always just an attempt to simulate.”

“Right.” Oscar nodded calmly. “Just an attempt to medically simulate being mounted, penetrated, impregnated by an alpha.” Shameless. Oscar must’ve been baiting him. Adam’s dick rose in excitement. Adam breathed deeply to smell Oscar’s scent, then calmed himself down so he wouldn’t hyperventilate.

“And artificial insemination is never as good as real insemination.” Adam was definitely hyperventilating as he said it. His face flushed red hot. But here he was, trying to explain alpha-mating to a horny omega standing in front of him. “I mean, never as good as the real process. The real, um, what do you call it, um the real uh mating by an alpha. So interficial artsemination, I mean, artificial insemination—”

“I get it.” Oscar was not just grinning but smiling wide. “The artificial medical procedure is never as good as the real thing.”

“Right.” Adam made an effort to look directly ahead, breathe slowly and not overheat when Oscar said “real thing.” He stood behind a counter to hide the erection tenting his crotch.

“I mean, nothing could possibly be as good as a hot fertile alpha getting on top of me and shoving his stiff dick into me, then knotting up deep inside my tight little love canal and pumping me full of his warm, sticky fertile love-nectar to make me pregnant. Nothing could possibly be better than that.” Oscar looked at Adam knowingly and bit his lower lip. 

Adam considered crouching down on the floor behind the counter to hide the erection that felt as though it was going to rip right through his slacks. He was salivating when looking at Oscar.

“Hold on. Hold on for a second,” he said to Oscar. Then he turned around, still in the exam room, and turned on the cold water tap. He splashed cold water on his face. Then he held his face under the running cold tap. He wiped his face with his sleeve and went back to standing in front of Oscar. At least Adam’s face no longer felt hot, even if his dick was just as erect as it had been ever since Oscar had given him that look.

“Feel better now?” Oscar grinned.

“Yeah. I just needed to — just needed to — I mean, the air conditioning doesn’t work so well here.” Adam wasn’t sure for whose benefit he was lying. Oscar obviously suspected that Adam was a horny alpha. But Adam couldn’t confirm it, lest he risk his job. His job that was what he lived for. 

“I mean, I was just emphasizing that certainly artificial insemination couldn’t be as good as a real fertile alpha.” Oscar turned his back to Adam. He bent over and put his hands on the counter in front of him. He stuck his meaty ass in the air — he was wearing tight jeans, but in Adam’s mind it might as well have been naked.

“Oh my—” Adam hoped his gasp wasn’t audible.

“I mean certainly it wouldn’t be nearly as good as a hot fertile alpha taking me as his omega, knotting up inside me, and shooting tons of gooey alpha-nectar inside my juicy ass.” Oscar looked back over his shoulder, at Adam, and grinned. His sparkling eyes were like gems teasing Adam. “Nothing could ever be as good as that.” Oscar nodded to emphasize his point.

Adam stepped to the sink again. Splashed cold water on his face again. Held his face under the tap again. His entire body was still hot. His dick rained precum inside his briefs. 

Adam stood up from the sink and looked at Oscar again. Looking at Oscar was just about the last thing he should’ve done. Adam unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt to cool down. He saw Oscar’s eyes scope out the top of his manly chest and chest hair. He wanted to cool down, but opening his shirt like that only heated up the situation.

“So you should find an alpha,” Adam blurted out, looking at the floor. “We have an alpha referral service. Room A111. Open 24 hours.”

“What if I already saw the alpha I want?” Oscar winked. Or Adam just imagined him winking. No, Oscar definitely winked. Then Oscar obviously stared at the chest hair Adam was showing off with his open shirt. Oscar wasn’t hiding anything. He didn’t have to hide being an omega. He didn’t have an MPreg Hospital job to protect, a no-unmated-alphas policy to try to hide from.

“I have another patient,” Adam blurted out again. Adam stared at his feet, then at the floor tile, then at the walls, then at the door: anywhere to avoid looking at Oscar again. He breathed deeply to hold his breath; of course, breathing deeply made him smell Oscar that much stronger. It was overwhelming. “Oscar. You have to leave now. The alpha referral service is in room A111. Or just leave. Just leave the hospital. I’m busy here.” 

Still standing up, Adam turned to the laptop on his desk and randomly started punching keys on the keyboard, trying to look busy. Then he randomly moved the mouse around and randomly clicked.

“Your laptop screen is still dark.” Oscar was grinning again, standing in the doorway, looking over his shoulder back at Adam. Oscar was clearly showing off his round, ready ass as he stood there in Adam’s office. He even gyrated it ever so slightly.

“Yeah. I’ll call someone to fix it. I’ll call somebody, someone. Who do I call? I’ll call Alpha.” Why had Adam blurted out that stupid word? “No. I mean I’ll call IT. Yeah. I’ll call IT. You have to leave. Bye.” Adam waved goodbye to Oscar hurriedly, almost frantically, like a child waving through a school bus window.

“Ok. I’ll — umm, maybe I’ll see you later. I hope I’ll see you later.” Oscar’s smile had only grown. He waved goodbye to Adam cutely, coyly, impishly. 

“Wait.” Adam muttered in his winded breath. He could barely speak. He gave Oscar his card. The one with his direct line. With his email address. With his cellphone number. Handing over that card to Oscar was as good as handing in his resignation letter to the hospital. But he had to do it. Otherwise Oscar would be just another patient passing through Adam’s doors, and Adam could lose touch with this magnetic omega forever. He’d rather lose his medical career, everything he’d ever treasured, than lose the chance to at least romantically pursue Oscar.

And Adam realized: he, the professional, highly esteemed alpha, had just gotten all weak-kneed and tongue-tied for an omega. That wasn’t how an alpha was supposed to be. But somehow loving and lusting for Oscar like that actually made Adam feel more like an alpha. Even if some people’s definitions of alpha included not caring about whatever hot guys might be in the alpha’s path. Adam didn’t care. Adam was only his own man. Except the hospital. The hospital cared, and no matter what, Adam definitely cared about his job.

There was a soft knock on the door of the exam room. “Can I come in?” It sounded like one of the physician’s assistants, Ollie. Ollie always actually asked permission to enter a doctor’s examination room. He was one of the few people who actually waited to receive an answer to can I come in? Before coming in. Ollie was a good guy.

“Yeah, come in.” Adam said it with a sigh. He walked over to the water cooler this time. He pressed the blue button for refrigerated water and splashed it on his face again. “What’s up, Ollie?” Adam asked. He suddenly remembered what was up in his own pants: his erection, which had receded only slightly since Oscar’s departure.

Ollie walked into the room and looked around. He even looked under the exam table. He must’ve been looking for the alpha that had sent that little omega patient into heat. “Dr. Albright, I just wonder if you know. There was a pretty heated up omega strutting out of this room a few minutes ago.”

“Yeah, and?” Adam put on his best face of looking concerned but not perturbed. And Adam definitely didn’t want to look guilty. As far as Adam was concerned, he had absolutely nothing to do with that heated-up omega that had just visited him. Nothing at all.

“He looked like he’d just smelled a ready, fertile, unmated alpha. I was just checking if an alpha had gotten in here somehow.” Ollie’s eyes were still scanning around the room, under the exam table, even under the sink. It seemed somehow beyond his understanding that there was a big six-foot-four two-hundred-thirty-pound alpha standing right in front of him: Adam.

“I — I don’t know,” Adam said. Of course Adam knew. And lying was never good. Lying in the hospital where he’d built his life was especially not-good — and to Ollie, one of his most trusted assistants.

“Dr. Albright, you’re like, you’re not an MPreg man, are you? I mean you’re not alpha or omega or anything, are you?”

“Oh, Ollie, um, you know—”

“Dr. Albright. You and I, we’re friends and coworkers. I respect you.” Ollie pointed to the picture on the wall of him and Adam dressed in scrubs, emerging from a difficult Cesarean surgery. “But you know it’s for everybody’s good, everybody’s well-being, that MPreg Hospital doesn’t allow unmated alphas into the patient areas.”

“I’m not. I’m not anything I shouldn’t be. I mean, I have my professional demeanor, Ollie. I mean no matter which way my dick hangs. No matter who I lust after. I have my professional limits.”

“I’ve smelled your pheromones a few times.” Ollie spoke quietly. “I didn’t want to say anything.”

“You—”

“I didn’t want to say anything, but you know, I’m deeply committed to this hospital, just as much as you are.”

“You know I’d never do anything to endanger the hospital or its patients.”

“Everybody’s been talking. I’m not the first one to smell your alpha pheromones. People talk about it. And then when that omega came out of your exam room looking like he was ready to fuck a fire hydrant — I mean people talk.”

“Gossip is gossip.” Adam shrugged.

“Dr. Albright. It’s more than just talking. Word is — there’s going to be disciplinary action. It’s been coming since before this omega incident today. I didn’t know how to bring it up to you. But I think the whole hospital knows now.”

“They know what?”

“Give me the professional courtesy of being honest with me, Dr. Albright.” Ollie stood closer to Adam. They were the only two people in the room. Still, Ollie talked as if somebody might be eavesdropping. Because they might have been. Security at MPreg Hospital was famously strict. Especially about the little matter of not allowing unmated alphas near the patient areas. That rule was ironclad. “Dr. Albright. The entire hospital knows that you’re an unmated alpha. They’re going to fire you. Today’s incident is just giving them more ammunition, more evidence.”

“I’m not—” Adam began a half-hearted denial. He knew he couldn’t deny it. Somehow he felt as if he should at least make some kind of tiny, half-hearted effort at denial.

“Don’t lie to me. Don’t pretend you’re something you’re not. You know I’m always your friend, your ally here.”

“I—”

“Speaking personally, Dr. Albright. I’m an omega, as you know. As you full well know. I’ve smelled your pheromones from day one. I’ve seen it in your eyes that you’re an alpha. You’re no sexless beta. But I’ve protected you. I haven’t talked to anybody about you. Other people aren’t so discreet though. Too many people know.”

“So I’m gone? I’m out of here? Everything I know, my life at the hospital here, it’s all over? What am I going to do? My life is male pregnancy medicine. It’s either this or — I don’t know, going back to residency to become an obstetrician for women, maybe. But I love working with male pregnancy. I love this hospital.”

“Dr. Albright. Adam, if I can call you Adam. Slow down a bit. I’m not the discipline committee here. I’m just the messenger. It’s not me you should be trying to convince.”

“Right. So?”

“So it’s the hospital at large you should be trying to convince. Not me.”

“So I should step out this door right now and yell out into the hospital: Please excuse what just happened and I am definitely, certainly not an unmated alpha because that would be totally against the rules please don’t fire me?”

“No. You’re twenty-nine years old. Not nine years old.”

“Well. So what do you suggest, genius right-hand-man Ollie?”

“I can sacrifice for you.” Ollie exhaled deeply.

“How, Ollie? How?”

“We can tell the hospital that we’re mated to each other. That yes, you’re an alpha, but I’m your omega, you’re mated with me for all eternity, and that’s it.” Ollie spoke with the weariness of a man letting out something unpleasant, something he himself didn’t want to say, but was necessary.

“You’d do that for me?” Adam looked wide-eyed at Ollie. He tried not to stand too close to him or let Ollie look in his eyes too closely. It was too easy to arouse Ollie’s omega lust, and it was attention Adam didn’t want.

“Of course I’d do that for you.” Ollie ran his hand through his hair. His lips were thick and full dark red. He looked shy and even embarrassed about what he’d just offered Adam.

Ollie was a good assistant, a good acquaintance at work, but not someone Adam would consider a very close friend. That and Adam always felt Ollie’s sexual attraction to him, attraction that Adam didn’t return. Ollie was nice enough, but his chubby cheeks, curly black hair, and stocky body just didn’t do anything for Adam. 

“But you know, Ollie, I’m really not into you sexually. I mean just so we make it clear. A fake relationship between us would be strictly a fake relationship. Just to be clear.”

“I’ll take what I can get.” Ollie shrugged and looked at Adam plaintively again with his deep dark eyes.

“I — what else can I say — I appreciate it. I really appreciate it, Ollie.” Adam took a step backward to make sure he wasn’t arousing Ollie too much.

Adam used to think he didn’t know what his type was. He met omegas every day at work, and occasionally outside of work, but none excited him. But now he knew: Oscar was his type. Exactly. Maybe Oscar wasn’t even his type. Maybe Oscar was just his fated mate. A type was a category, a class, of more than one person. But Adam wanted only Oscar. Oscar, whom he couldn’t pursue, for a litany of reasons. Oscar was his patient. Unmated alphas were not allowed in the hospital. Oscar was a news reporter. And so on. Unpursuable. But Oscar, unlike Ollie, was definitely Adam’s type.

Until that conversation with Ollie, Adam didn’t know that Ollie knew Adam was an alpha. Adam assumed Ollie was clueless about it. 

At work at MPreg Hospital, Adam always claimed to be a heterosexual beta. Adam assumed Ollie believed that story. Adam assumed everybody believed that story. 

Adam chalked up Ollie’s obvious stares at him to Ollie’s omega instinct being drawn to an omega, even if Ollie himself didn’t know that Adam was an alpha. But Ollie knew it all along. The entire hospital knew all along.

Now Adam would just have to fake a relationship with Ollie. He’d have to convince the entire hospital that he wasn’t a horny unmated alpha on the prowl for the right omega. He’d have to pretend that he’d already found his omega in Ollie, and that he and Ollie had been carrying on a relationship, or some such thing. 

Mated alpha employees weren’t strictly against the rules at MPreg Hospital, even if they were strongly discouraged, especially where they might be entrusted with omegas. Even employee relationships weren’t strictly against the rules at MPreg Hospital. But unmated alphas were definitely, definitely against the rules. 

“So, Ollie, you realize — you’re going to have to tell everybody that you’re not available? Because you’re mated with me? Even though we won’t actually be mated?”

“It’s fine.” Ollie waved his hand. “I don’t have my eyes on anyone at work anyway. I mean not anyone except—”

“Alright.” Adam interrupted Ollie’s thought before Ollie could say anything that would make the situation any more uncomfortable than it already was.


​Three

Adam pulled up to his house’s gated driveway, pushed the button on the dash to open the gates and unlock the house’s front door. His house was empty as always. Exhausted from work, Adam sauntered into the living room and grabbed a can of Red Bull from his living room drink cooler. 

Red Bull was the official after-work drink of alphas, Adam liked to joke. Actually, Adam didn’t even know what the official after-work drink of alphas was. He didn’t socialize much after his long hours at the hospital. But Adam knew that Red Bull was his own favorite after-work drink. That was all that mattered.

He slipped into the cool, soft seat of his leather sofa. It felt a little bit like the cool swimming pool water that waited for him in the backyard. It was a 25-meter pool, and as Adam liked to joke, “But I barely use it! I’m always bare when I use it.” He relaxed with a nude after-work swim almost every evening. The yard was big enough and the landscaping tall enough so that nobody would have any chance of seeing him in his naked splendor when he swam.

He could swim later, after watching the news. Adam clicked on the TV to the local evening news program. A familiar voice came from the TV: “And so goes the next chapter in the saga of Springville’s male pregnancy phenomenon.” The voice wasn’t just familiar. It was alluringly familiar in its clear tone, its enunciation, and its warmth. Adam knew the sound of a horny unmated omega. Even more, he knew the sound of Oscar, despite only having met him that one time.

Adam’s breath quickened. His cock rose. By the time Adam noticed his erection, his dick was already tenting against his slacks, just as it had when he’d met Oscar in the hospital. Adam flushed red. There was nobody else in the house, nobody to be ashamed in front of, but Adam was flushing red from excitement, or maybe from internal shame. Oscar was right there on TV and Adam was rock hard for him. And there was nothing Adam could do about it. 

The voice from the TV continued: “This is Oscar Oliphant with your Springville local news.” It wasn’t Adam’s alpha desire playing tricks on his mind. It actually was Oscar on TV. Oscar was a TV reporter. 

That meant two things. First, Adam was obviously not the only person to recognize Oscar’s good looks. For all the talk about journalistic excellence in local news, everybody knew that good looks were required for any man to become a news reporter. Especially so in alpha and omega obsessed Springville. The news station was most likely run by alphas who were licking their chops at the sight of Oscar, even if they weren’t actually mated to him.

Second, any relationship Adam would have with Oscar, or in fact any interaction Adam would have with Oscar, would instantly become public information. If Oscar himself didn’t blab about it, then all the people around town who knew Oscar from TV would blab about it. Someone at the hospital had most likely already recognized the sweating omega that had come out of Adam’s office as newscaster Oscar Oliphant. 

There was no privacy for Adam. Adam’s job would definitely be at stake, if he and Oscar were ever to have a relationship. If somehow they were to have a relationship in the first place.

The gate intercom beeped next to Adam’s sofa. Somebody was asking to be let in the driveway. Could it have been a package delivery at 6 P.M.? A solicitor? Maybe it was one of those door-to-door alpha-omega matchmaking services. Their trained sniffer omegas could pick up on Adam’s scent even from the street outside.

“Hey who is it?” Adam asked, still a bit woozy from having heard Oscar’s voice.

“It’s your boyfriend. Your omega mate. Ollie.” Adam switched the TV to the intercom camera video channel. There was Ollie, atop a racing bicycle, wearing a purple foam helmet and spandex all over, sweaty and asking to be let in. Even on the security camera video Adam could see the sweat pouring down Ollie’s forehead. Adam vaguely knew that Ollie was into bikes but he’d never seen him in his bike gear.

“My fake boyfriend, you mean.” Adam just wanted to emphasize, re-emphasize, and re-re-emphasize. He didn’t want Ollie to get the wrong idea about the nature of their “relationship”. This was going to be a “relationship” for Adam’s coming-out as an alpha at the hospital. Adam needed to pretend to be a mated alpha. And there was not going to be any other purpose to the relationship.

Maybe Ollie already was getting the wrong idea. He’d never previously visited Adam at home. 

Ollie rode his bike past the gate and up the driveway to Adam’s front door. He had the breeze behind him. Adam could smell Ollie’s sweaty omega musk from a hundred feet away. He’d ever smelled Ollie that strongly. That was clearly why Ollie had chosen to ride his bike rather than driving to Adam’s house. Well that was clearly why Ollie had chosen to visit Adam’s house that evening in the first place.

Lit by the blood-red sunset as Ollie pedaled down the driveway, his spandex outfit showed off Ollie’s well-formed pecs, his abs showing themselves even through a layer of pudge, and his meaty ass and thighs pedaling hard on the bike. Hard: Ollie’s cock was visibly hard and visibly thick in his crotch. Adam had never seen his assistant’s cock before then, nor had he ever seen Ollie wearing anything more revealing than hospital scrubs. 

“Hey.” Ollie stopped the bike in front of Adam’s front door. Even Ollie’s breath smelled like hot omega pheromones. 

“Hi, Ollie. What’s up?” Adam acted as casual as possible. He didn’t ask why Ollie had suddenly visited him at home, as he’d never done over their past five years of working together. It wasn’t so unusual, after all, for coworkers to suddenly visit each other at home. Maybe. Sort of.

Ollie rested his hands on his hips and held his arms akimbo. He smiled and nodded at Adam. He made no effort to hide the hard dick that was visibly pointing at the ground through his spandex outfit. “You know, Doctor Albright, Adam.” Ollie turned slightly to his right. He stood in side-profile to Adam’s view. Every omega knew that was his sexiest position, showing off his fertile ass like that. Or at least it was the sexiest position that was polite to assume in public. 

Through the spandex bike shorts, just above the skin of Ollie’s hairy legs, Adam clearly saw Ollie’s perfectly bulbous, perfectly meaty ass. “Since we’re doing this boyfriend thing, this mated alpha-omega thing, I just thought we could get to know each other better.” Ollie smiled. As if getting to know each other better was just a perfectly normal thing for an unmated omega to bring up to an unmated alpha. In Ollie’s mind, of course, he and Adam were probably already mated. 

Ollie waved his delicate hand at Adam’s outdoor grounds. The swimming pool had a three-man outdoor shower. “Doctor Albright, do you mind if I take a shower here after my bike ride?” The look Ollie gave Adam definitely wasn’t the look of a friendly coworker dropping in for a casual visit. He was slightly coy, but he was overtly, flagrantly sexy.

An omega taking a steamy outdoor shower at his alpha’s home after a sweaty bike ride wasn’t a casual after-work visit. Not in Springville, and not anywhere else. But Adam also couldn’t be rude to his coworker. Ollie had always been a good friend and capable coworker. Besides that, Ollie was going to help Adam hide his unmated status from his coworkers.

“Yeah, sure, go ahead,” Adam said, and started walking back into his house. He’d look for Oscar on local TV some more, and just pretend that Ollie wasn’t showering naked in his backyard.

“Doctor Albright! Adam!” Ollie called out from the shower. Hot water poured from the triple shower heads above. His curly black hair glistened in the light of the setting sun. In Ollie’s sea of black chest hair, his meaty dark nipples were visibly erect. His ass looked just fat enough, just solid enough, to be a prime place for the right alpha to sink a long baby making cock into. Ollie’s own cock was short and fat, like a soda can.

If Adam had been just any regular unmated alpha, he would’ve loved the chance to mount Ollie in that shower. Any horny unmated alpha would want to have his way with that gorgeous horny, wet, sweaty omega in the shower. But Adam wasn’t a regular unmated Alpha. His mind was on no other omega but Oscar.

“Ah, yeah, Ollie? Need anything?” Adam yelled in the direction of the shower, while averting his eyes back inside his house.

“I need some body gel! For my body!” Ollie called out. Adam looked over. Ollie made sure to turn his front side, then his back side, toward Adam. Ollie showed off merchandise like a The Price Is Right model. Adam sighed. This definitely was not professional behavior on Ollie’s part.

“Alright. Hold on. Let me look for some body gel back in the house.” Adam went inside, away from Ollie’s wet, naked body, away from Ollie’s pheromones, and away from Ollie’s solicitous come-ons. 

The two master bathrooms only had electronic body gel dispensers. Adam would have to carry body gel cupped in his hands then rub it on Ollie himself. Maybe Ollie somehow knew that already. But there was always the guest bathroom, with regular, portable, convenient, Costco-bought bottles of body gel. Adam could carry one of those containers out to Ollie’s shower. He could hand it to Ollie without looking too much or even at all. He could be done with the whole coy-shower-invitation event, without having to cheat on Oscar. Even body gel containers became important in Adam’s quest for Oscar’s love.

Adam got a bottle of Kirkland body gel. It was big enough so Ollie definitely wouldn’t have to ask for a refill. Ollie looked like he was lathering himself up in nonexistent water-lather, running circles of water over his pecs and nipples. Adam handed Ollie the body gel bottle through the slit in the shower cubicle door, while averting his gaze down toward the swimming pool.

“Doctor Albright? I wonder if you might be able to help me with an omega medical issue.” Ollie bent over slightly, pointing his puckered brown butthole at Adam. 

“You can make an appointment at the hospital if you’d like medical attention. Sorry, I don’t give consultations outside the hospital.” 

Adam walked away quickly. He kept his eyes on the swimming pool, on the disappearing sunset, on his feet, on the lush green front yard. Adam kept his eyes on anything but Ollie’s furry naked body in front of him. Adam kept his thoughts on anything but the fertile unmated omega buttcrack that Ollie was showing off to him under the shower. 

Adam managed to duck back into his house before Ollie could say anything else, do anything else, or show anything else. Ollie didn’t even have a chance to invite Adam to scrub his back, lick his butt-hole, cup his balls, or any other such purely friendly, innocent invitation between platonic friends that Ollie certainly had up his sleeve.

Back inside his house, Adam sat down on the leather sofa in front of his TV. He took the remote control in hand and started clicking at random.  He told himself he was scanning the channels looking for Oscar.  Of course that was ridiculous. Oscar wasn’t going to appear in some random movie on HBO-2. Adam was really scanning the channels, pushing the remote buttons, as if they were a fidget spinner, just a way to do something while he thought about his life — about his job, about his love life, about Oscar, about Ollie, about everything.

Ollie’s overtures would have been too much temptation for most alphas. Ollie was cute in his own way, but he just wasn’t right for Adam. Adam liked Ollie. As a coworker and friend. Not as an omega.

Knock on the patio’s glass door. Adam got up to check. Of course he already knew. Standing at that glass door was Ollie, dripping with chlorinated swimming pool water and wearing nothing but water drops and a grin, and a thick, stubby erection pointed directly at Adam.

“Hey, you need a towel, Ollie?” Adam looked at the TV as he talked, instead of looking at the dick-and-ass show being presented to him by Ollie.

“Nah, Doctor Albright. I just thought in the pool, together, we could—”

Adam exhaled deeply. How many times would he have to explain it to Ollie and dash his hopes? Ollie again did his trick of turning first his ass then his dick to Adam’s field of view. 

“I just thought, you know, together, we could just get to know each other a little better in the pool.”

“Ollie. Ok.” Adam sighed. “I didn’t want to be too direct with you. But now I have to be direct.”

“You want to be more than friends?” Ollie posed it as a question, but it sounded more like a hopeful statement. “I’m perfectly willing. We can start now.” Ollie smiled and pointed at his erect cock, as if Adam hadn’t already had many opportunities to see it, almost pointed into Adam’s face.

“No, Ollie.” Adam looked directly into Ollie’s eyes. He didn’t want to leave any doubt. “What I need to tell you is you’re my friend and my coworker. That’s it. I feel no sexual attraction to you. I’m sorry but that’s just how it is.”

“Aren’t you an alpha? Unmated? You know I’m an omega.”

“Yes, Ollie. I’m an alpha and you’re an omega. That’s not enough.”

“But—” Ollie shook his head. His hard dick swung left and right in opposite rhythm. It was more comic than erotic.

“Ollie, would you want to be mated to just any alpha?” Adam enjoyed the teacherly sound of his own voice. It reminded him of the tone of his professors back in medical school. “Probably not just any alpha, right?”

“Not just any alpha. Because I like you.” Ollie was exasperated. His desperate dark eyes screamed that he was revealing everything. His nudity was also revealing everything. His dick was hard as ever, even if his hopes had been somewhat deflated.

“Right. So just being omega and alpha isn’t enough to make us a good fit as romantic, sexual, reproductive mates, right?” Adam tapped his fingers on the patio door glass to emphasize his point. “Are you understanding me here, Ollie?”

“I guess.” Ollie let out his breath and looked down at his own naked feet, past his slight chubby paunch, his cock, and his feet. Adam felt absolutely zero desire to sample that cock or to put a baby in that belly. But somewhere there was the right alpha for Ollie. It just wasn’t Adam.

“So, Ollie.” Adam exhaled just as hard as Ollie had exhaled. He was probably just as frustrated as Ollie was. “I think we shouldn’t do the fake relationship thing.”

“Because?” Ollie really sounded as if he’d just been dumped from a real relationship. That only reinforced Adam’s belief that getting into a fake relationship with him would be a bad idea.

“Because I think it’s too painful for you, pretending I’m your lover when I only want to be your friend and your coworker, not your lover.”

“Adam, I’ve wanted you ever since we started working together. I smelled your alpha pheromones from the first day we leaned over the same omega patient together. There were supposed to be no alphas in the room, but I smelled you. And I’ve wanted you since then.”

“I know. Which is why this fake relationship thing is not a great idea.”

“Adam. I’ve always—”

“Ollie, can you do us both a favor and cover up? You want a towel? Or just put some shorts on? I’m sorry. But it feels strange telling you that we can’t be lovers if you’re standing in front of me naked showing off your cock and ass.”

“I was hoping I could convince you—”

“I know you were hoping to convince me, Ollie. You’re a great guy. But really. It’s not you I want to mate with. I’m sorry. You’re my great friend and my great coworker. But it’s not you I want as a mate. Really.”

“You don’t want me as your mate, so who do you want?” Ollie asked it as if he were the only possible choice, as if any other choice would be sheer foolishness.

“Ollie. I—”

“No, it’s not that guy, is it?”

“Ollie, I want—”

“That omega who sauntered out of your examination room that day sweaty and looking like you’d just impregnated him? Oscar, was that his name?”

“I’m sorry, Ollie.”

“That guy? Seriously? Seriously, Adam?” Ollie shook his head. “After all our years together?”

“Ollie. We’ve been coworkers. Coworkers are not mates.”

“I just felt like we had something more. Doctor Albright. Adam.” Ollie’s voice quivered.

“That’s what was worrying me. I’m glad at least we got it out of the way so it can’t go any deeper. So, Ollie. You’re a great friend, but you’re not my romantic mate, ok?”

Ollie shook his head in disbelief. His cock was flaccid. His nipples were no longer standing like small skyscrapers. Head down, he walked away to the table on which he’d left his spandex outfit, and put it back on. 

“Ollie, I’m sorry, but—” Adam called out after him. Ollie had already put on his bicycling outfit. Ollie only shook his head, got on his bike, and started slowly pedaling toward the exit gate. He was probably intentionally giving Adam enough time to go open the electronically controlled door. Adam took the opportunity to get out of Ollie’s sight and go back inside, to tap the button that opened the gate. 

Through the kitchen window, Adam saw Ollie pedaling out of his driveway, the red tail light on his bike flashing in rhythm with his pumping legs. Ollie’s bulbous ass in the spandex outfit, Ollie’s legs pedaling, Ollie’s admittedly cute face — none of it held any attraction for Adam. He only wanted Oscar.


​Four

Oscar peed on the pregnancy-test stick first thing every morning. He could drive himself crazy with how badly he wanted that pink pregnancy second indicator line to appear. It never did. Every morning for Oscar was the same disappointing blank test strip. No pregnancy line, no hope of a baby.

Maybe Doctor Albright was right. Maybe Oscar needed a real alpha in his life. It was seemingly easy-peasy. He had hordes of alpha fans as a TV personality. His Facebook fan page was full of alphas introducing themselves, sometimes with not-so-subtle insinuations of how deeply they would knot their dicks inside him and how very pregnant they could make him. Alphas approached Oscar on the street, at the grocery store, and especially while he was doing his on-location broadcasts.

Oscar looked at that morning’s non-pink, non-positive, non-baby pregnancy result and sighed. He buttoned up his dress shirt and knotted his tie, then put on the tailored slacks that were perfect for showing off his fertile ass. Even if there was nobody to show it off to. A text message appeared on his phone, from his boss at the station. Go directly to MPreg Hospital plz. Need to do onsite report. Story breaking. 

Oscar had never turned down a story. This was one he wanted to turn down. Seeing Doctor Albright again would be too much, even if they only passed incidentally in the hallway. They could smell each other from across a building. Yet Adam Albright would of course still need to keep up his facade of not being unmated alpha. Because there were “no unmated alphas working in the hospital.” Right. Just like there were “no transgender people in the military.” Sure. Reporters were trained to know the truth. Those kinds of obviously false facades particularly irritated Oscar.

“Hey, Alan, I’m driving over to MPreg now. What do you need me to report on?” Oscar was speaking into his car’s speakerphone as he drove to the hospital. Whatever he needed to report on, he was hoping it didn’t involve actually going inside the hospital. He especially hoped it wouldn’t involve any potential to meet Doctor Albright.

“Hey, Oscar, it's the perfect story for you, I think.”

“Yeah?” Oscar had his doubts. Alan was always well-intentioned, and he certainly had a good sense of what stories would be good for a young TV journalist’s career. But Alan had no idea about what was front and center in Oscar’s mind, much more so than anything career-related: Adam Albright, of course. He wanted him and so he didn’t want to meet him and his head was spinning with him so he didn’t want to see him anymore.

“The hospital just basically shot itself in the foot. It’s barely operating.” Alan was using his breaking-news-story-emergency voice. This was going to be a big story no matter what.

Meanwhile, Oscar remembered the joke Adam always told about “barely” using the swimming pool. Then he imagined a room of naked alpha surgeons barely operating. Then he brought himself back to reality. Maybe if the hospital wasn’t operating, Adam Albright wouldn’t even be there.

“Don’t you think I should disqualify myself from doing a story on MPreg hospital? Since I’m a patient there?” It was worth a try. Even setting foot in MPreg hospital again was too daunting. He’d do it if he had to, but he’d rather not.

“I wasn’t aware of that journalistic ethics rule, Oscar.” Alan was slightly condescending. Alan certainly had professional respect for Oscar, but he was the chief of the news operation at their station. And Alan was an alpha. “You’re saying, Oscar, that you can’t report on a hospital where you’re a patient?”

“Ok. You’re right. Yeah. I’ll do the story.”

Oscar resigned himself to going back to MPreg Hospital. It was his responsibility to his career and to his faithful TV audience. Even if he’d have to look down and away as he walked down the hall at the hospital. Even if he’d have to pretend not to see Adam Albright, pretend not to smell him, pretend not to know him, pretend not to lust after him, pretend not to love him. 

Oscar turned onto Hope Road. MPreg Hospital was gleaming and imposing as it always had been. It was just like one of the times he’d driven down that very road to one of his insemination appointments. This time, he at least wouldn’t be meeting any doctors, especially not Adam. He hoped.

He parked in front of the hospital. Annoyed-looking, obviously pregnant omega men milled around the lobby. It was like a horde. There was no way to get to the front desk without going through a solid mass of upset omegas, and some of their alpha mates to boot. 

The front desk clerk was shaking her head and holding her arms up in exasperation to the line of men surrounding her with questions. Oscar smelled alphas and omegas both around. But he was there on a mission. And at least thus far, he hadn’t seen Adam. He kept hearing the words “Doctor Albright.” It was probably just his imagination.

In his wallet, he found his press ID card. He’d never before had a chance to actually use it. He fished it out and held it up to people’s faces, saying press, press as he moved very pregnant and very unhappy omegas out of the way. 

At the front desk, Oscar pushed his press ID card almost into the front desk clerk’s face. Somewhere deep inside he suspected that the press ID was like a get out of jail free card, but for making a story magically appear. This was one time when he definitely wanted the story to just appear, without having to go too deeply into MPreg Hospital and especially its chief of medical staff.

In his fantasy, the front desk clerk would say “ok, here’s the real scoop,” or “ok, here’s the word on the street,” and give him the entire story he needed for his TV report. No such luck. Despite the press ID Oscar was pushing
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