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“Not good enough. Mister Acour will have to try harder than that.” Doctor Albright frowned. 

The patient notes stared at Oz from the iPad right under his nose. It was his job to advocate on the patient’s behalf. “He begged me to expedite the approval. He’s done PlentyOfAlphas, Alpharr, all the dating websites and apps, for the past eight years. Never found anybody. He can’t date at his magazine since he’s the boss.”

“Well I know that feeling.” Doctor Albright winked jauntily at Oz. Adam Albright was one of the few employees at MPreg Hospital not married to a coworker. The Chief of Staff couldn’t just ask subordinates out on dates. “But if he wants us to do a vasectomy, he’ll have to try AlphaMatch first.”

“Really? His eight years of trying to find a mate is not enough?” What more could the hospital ask for than Andre Acour obviously having tried very hard over the course of eight years to find a mate? After those eight years, Andre would still have to put up with the hospital trying to match him with an omega? Like the hospital could do something Andre hadn’t done over those eight years? 

Oz was supposed to make a fair, impartial assessment of every case, but he felt himself taking this patient’s side. That wasn’t good professional practice, no matter how good Andre’s looks. Oz had to maintain professional decorum over any conflict of interest from the thirty-year-old AO Magazine CEO’s chiseled face, ripped arms, and stunning gray eyes. MPreg Hospital, not Andre Acour, paid Oz his handsome salary. Doctor Adam Albright, not Andre Acour, was Oz’s boss.

“Oz.” Doctor Albright sighed. “It’s easy for you to say we should just do whatever the patient wants. You’re not dealing with the federal government regulators. If we do just one alpha vasectomy that they think is unjustified, they could pull our alpha vasectomy license. Permanently.”

“Because of the alpha shortage?” Oz put the last two words in finger-quotes.

“Because of the alpha shortage. Latest nationwide statistics are it’s two unmated omegas for every unmated alpha.”

“Doesn’t feel like there’s an alpha shortage when I look around.” Oz peeked past his desk and past the doorway out to the hospital waiting area, then stared at mega-alpha Doctor Albright with a grin.

“Oz.” Doctor Albright smiled like a teacher correcting an errant student. “You work at MPreg Hospital. There’s no alpha shortage here. But if you go outside our little bubble here, there’s definitely a crisis. Not enough alphas for all the omegas who want to, need to bear children.”

“I guess. I just have a hard time believing it.” As a patient care counselor, Oz saw alpha after alpha every day at work. As a single unmated omega who badly wanted to become a father, he saw alpha after alpha every day at the gym, at the grocery store, at Starbucks, in the Chipotle drive-through—everywhere. All those alphas, and none for him, at least none so far. “Seems like there are alphas everywhere.”

“Oz, even you don’t have an alpha mate, right?” Doctor Albright’s eyes shone like a celebration of his having won the argument. “So you’re telling me there’s no alpha shortage?” 

“My dating troubles are my own, thanks. No need to make this personal.” Oz frowned. At twenty-eight, he’d never had a boyfriend. He wasn’t a party or bar scene kind of guy, and he certainly wasn’t going to try dating a patient. His online profiles never led to anything other than waking up in some alpha’s bed feeling like a used-up cum rag. There was definitely a shortage of alpha mates for Oz, even if he didn’t believe there was a general shortage of alphas in the world.

“A bit ironic, isn’t it?” Doctor Albright needled Oz. “That you’re denying there’s a shortage of alphas. Even though in your life there’s a shortage of alphas.”

“Not ironic at all, if you remember that I’m just supporting this guy giving up on mating altogether. Because it’s impossible to meet somebody good, whether you’re alpha or omega. I’m just seeing his point of view.”

“I swear, Oz.” Doctor Albright tapped his pen on his legal pad. “Sometimes I think these patients are paying you to advocate for them. Unless they are indeed paying you, in which case I heartily congratulate you, you should remember that you work for the hospital, not for every patient who comes through here wanting some procedure.” Albright’s comment was somewhere halfway between a joke and a real reprimand. 

“Just performing my job, Doctor.”

“You know you’re supposed to call me Adam.”

“I forget. Since most alpha doctors wouldn’t want to be on a first-name basis with a puny omega who works in admin.” Oz waved his pink hospital badge at Doctor Albright. Pink badges were for non-medical administrative staff, blue badges for non-physician medical staff, white badges for physicians. It was mostly omegas wearing the pink badges, but it wasn’t exactly polite, even for an omega, to point that out.

“Don’t stereotype alphas or doctors.” Doctor Albright shook his head and waved back at Oz with his own white badge. “Anyway, call me Adam, please.”

“Ok. Adam. I’m just performing my stated job duties. Bringing the patient’s viewpoint to the hospital. And bringing the hospital’s viewpoint to the patient.”

“Ok. Enough about you. Back to this Andre guy.” Adam sighed. “For eight years he hasn’t been able to find an omega, right?”

“Correct. And he’s not a bad-looking guy.” Oz smiled guiltily. Sure, he’d looked at the patient’s photo. He may have even recognized Andre Acour from his TV appearances, magazine covers, and everything else. It was no lapse of professionalism. Examining the patient’s records was part of his job. “Not a bad-looking guy, at least as far as I can gather from our file photo, in the course of my professional assessment.”

“I think I know what kind of professional assessment you were doing.” Doctor Albright shook his head. He looked far into the distance, paused a moment in silence, then nodded. “Ok, I made my decision. Take dictation.” He chuckled and shook his head. “Just kidding. I’ve always wanted to say that, take dictation.”

“Well now you’ve had the chance.” Oz shrugged. All the on-the-job pressure gave doctors a weird sense of humor.

“Don’t take dictation, but make a note in the patient’s records for follow-up. We’re gonna make him wait thirty days before we can take him in for a vasectomy. We’ll put him through the in-house AlphaMatch program. If he doesn’t change his mind after thirty days—” Adam made a snipping vasectomy gesture with his fingers. “If he doesn’t change his mind after thirty days, then his balls are getting the haircut he’s been begging for.”

“Got it.” Oz tapped away on his iPad. Adam gave him a collegial nod and left the room. 

Andre was on his way over to Oz’s office. Oz had forty-five minutes to prepare to make a very assertive alpha very unhappy. He’d have to explain to him that it was a regulatory matter that he had no power over. That federal law prevented them from sterilizing alphas unless there was “extraordinarily strong evidence” that the alpha was incapable of finding a mate. That he’d have to wait thirty days, during which time he’d have to go on a hospital-arranged date with an omega, before the hospital could perform the vasectomy. That it was all for the good of the AO community, or something like that.

Somebody was walking quickly toward Oz’s office. The door handle creaked open and his office door opened with force. This wasn’t going to be a colleague-to-colleague chat. Andre Acour rolled his eyes at Oz before even speaking.

“Mister Acour. Thanks for coming in. Have a seat, please.” Oz forced himself to smile. He pretended he was the welcoming host to this office and its comfortable sitting chairs, not gatekeeper to vasectomies and other approval-needing procedures.

“I didn’t come here to sit in your chairs.” Andre rolled his eyes again. “I’m here to set up my vasectomy.”

“Yes, exactly.” Oz was working with him. Meeting him halfway. Maybe. “We have a program called AlphaMatch—”

“Is it a program that lets me shove my dick in every omega I meet at the gym without having to run scared of becoming a baby daddy? Because if it’s not that kind of program, I’m not interested. I came here for a vasectomy.” Andre glanced at the Patek Philippe on his wrist. He didn’t only promote Patek Philippe on highway billboards, it turned out. He actually wore one. He looked like he needed to be somewhere, either very soon or right that moment.

“Mister Acour—”

“Andre.”

“Sorry. Andre—”

“I don’t need to hear excuses.”

“Not excuses, Mister Ac— Andre. We simply can’t do a vasectomy on an unmated, childless alpha without jumping through all the regulatory hoops. You know well as I do that I didn’t create the federal regulations.”

“The bullshit story that there aren’t enough alphas to go around for all the omegas who want to get pregnant?” Andre dismissively waved away the idea. “You know it’s just the omega lobby trying to sell a sob story about how bad those poor omegas have it.” Andre shook his head.

“We’d rather not talk politics here at the hospital. We’re focused on treating patients, no matter what their politics might be.” That was the exact line Oz had been trained to use when a patient started commenting on law or regulations or politics.

“How about I put a big load of my cum in a soap dispenser for them and they can get some of my genetic material whenever there’s not enough alpha cum to go around?” Andre made a jerking-off gesture. He leaned back in his chair while he did it, presumably so that Oz would be able to clearly see that he is in fact imitating jerking off.

“Andre. You know that’s not what omegas want. It doesn’t help the omega community’s situation to have your semen in a soap dispenser.”

“But it would sure make handwashing more popular, huh? Huh?” Andre laughed at his own joke. Oz nodded uncomfortably.

“This is for your own good as well.” Oz had built up the courage to say it. “You might be happy with a match we find for you.”

Adam’s face tensed up, just as Oz had expected, at the suggestion that someone, anyone, was going to tell him what was best for him. The founder, CEO, and publisher of AO Magazine wasn’t going to take advice from some pipsqueak pink-badged omega.

“I guess you’re right.” Unless he was going to take advice from some pipsqueak pink-badged omega. “I can give it a try. But I’ve never been in love with an omega. Nor with anybody.”

“Andre Acour from AO Magazine has never been in love?” Oz couldn’t quite manage to hide his surprise. Andre seemed like the kind of thirty-year-old alpha who’d have a long wake of heartbroken omegas behind him.

“You know who I am? You Googled me or something?” A grin was cracking across Andre’s lips.

“No. I’m not stalking you. I’m not. I just—I already—even before you came in—I —” Of course Oz had known who Andre Acour was. Every omega knew. Still, it was a weird thing to have to confess. “I mean, you’re famous. I already knew who you are.” There. That came out much better.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m famous. And no, I’ve never been in love. Please note: I’m not claiming to be a virgin.” Andre laughed. “But all those omegas in the past are one-night stands. One-week stands. One-month stands at the most.”

“So that’s why you want the vas—”

“Yeah. I don’t want them trying to send me on a guilt trip when they see me using a condom. I want to be able to splatter my load inside them with no discussion, and no risk of pregnancy.”

“Oh, they—”

“Yeah. They all want me to put a baby in them and then stick around and be the father. No thanks. I’ve never met an omega whose hairy ass I’d want to see in my bed when I wake up every morning. So then they do all this crying bullshit when I use a condom.”

“Because you—”

“Because I certainly don’t want to make a baby. Most of the time I don’t even knot with those omegas, sorry for being graphic. I wouldn’t make a baby even without the condom. I’m just not turned on enough by them. But it’s a risk I don’t want to take. So I need the vasectomy. Like, now. Like, today.”

“If our AlphaMatch program doesn’t work out for you, we’ll certainly be able to schedule you for a—”

“Do you run this AlphaMatch thing?” Andre pointed his finger in Oz’s face, like he was accusing him of a crime.

“Yes. I’m the administrator. The actual matching is done by a computerized—”

Thwap. Andre had just thwapped down a stack of $100 bills in front of Oz. He looked at Oz as if Oz should have known exactly what the money was for. “I don’t have time for bullshit. Maybe you can help me out here, check off the boxes that I’ve done the Matchbox Cars or whatever, and we can move forward.”

“I’m sorry. It’s a matter of federal law.” Oz slid the bills back toward Andre. He imagined hidden cameras everywhere photographing him with his hands on the bills and suddenly took his hands off of them. 

He didn’t want to touch that money even if just to give it back to Andre. No one had ever tried to bribe him. But then, he’d probably never had a counseling patient as rich and powerful as Andre Acour.  “We can’t avoid the rules, and I can’t accept any gratuities from you.”

“Alright. Alright. I guess I should just ride along and enjoy this bullshit.” Andre sighed. “So what do I do to get started?”

“First, a preliminary interview.”

“Oh, Jesus.” Andre grinned and shook his head.

“Then we send you on a date with an omega.”

“Is he gonna be cute?” Andre laughed. “He’d better be cute.”

“We have a computerized matching system. We try to optimize—”

“In other words, he’s gonna be a fugly.” Andre nodded like a detective who’d just solved a big puzzle.

“Can we start the interview please?” Oz pulled up the interview data entry form on his screen. “Your full name, please?”

“I’m paying how much here, and you can’t even pull my name from my file?”

“Um. Good point. Andre Acour. And your age is in your file too. Thirty years old.”

“No, don’t use that one.”

“You want me to use—a different age?” Most people had only one age. But most people weren’t Andre Acour.

“Twenty-nine.” Andre nervously fixed his shirt collar. “I’m twenty-nine for the next couple of years.”

“Alright. Age is self-reported, so I guess we’ll go with twenty-nine.” Oz obediently typed in 29. 

“Profession: CEO. Income: above whatever you have listed.”

Oz squinted at Andre from across the desk. “You answered two questions I didn’t ask.” 

“Those are always the next two questions. Every website, every app. I’m saving you time. Speeding the process along. Go, go, go.”

“Alright. Moving along.” Oz exhaled. No need to challenge Andre on every bizarre point. “Are you willing to be monogamous with an omega mate, should you find one?”

“Are you willing to pet a dozen circus monkeys if they just so happen to fly out of my butt?” Andre grinned. Then he tapped his fingers on Oz’s desk. He actually wanted an answer. “Well? Are you?”

“Mister Acour—um, Andre—are you trying to say that your finding an omega mate is unlikely?”

“I don’t know. Is twelve simians catapulting out of my bunghole unlikely?” Andre raised his chin so he could look down on Oz, literally. His grin oozed self-satisfaction.

“Alright. But let’s say. Hypothetically. If you found an ideal omega mate. Would you be willing to monogamously settle down with him?” Oz made some random clicks on his screen to make the question appear more urgent to Andre. 

“Yes. Of course. That’s the point. That’s my existential purpose as an alpha, isn’t it? Mating with an omega, co-fathering a child.” Andre looked at Oz like he was accusing Oz of being an idiot. “Are you clicking your screen at random just to look busy? It looks stupid.”

“No. I was just taking notes for your record,” Oz mumbled. He’d never been a good liar.

“Yes. Definitely.” Andre exhaled deeply and looked down at the desk. His eyes looked like he was staring into a well, trying to ascertain his future. “I’d love to settle down with an omega, be in love, have a baby, all that stuff. Just that I don’t see it happening.”

“Can you tell me a little bit about your past relationships?” Oz’s hands hovered over the keyboard. He was ready to write out The Love Diary of Andre Acour. 

“Hmm. Can you tell me a little bit about your past relationships?” Andre asked Oz.

“What?” Oz did his best WTF look.

“Just to be fair. You’ve been asking all the questions. I’ve been talking about myself all along here.” Andre shrugged innocently.

“You’re the patient here, Andre. We’re trying to help you.”

“You think I got to be the CEO of AO magazine without knowing what a patient is? I know very well. I still don’t want to be the only one answering questions here.”

“Alright.” Playing along with Andre would be easier than arguing. Oz could tell him a very truthful, very boring summary of his nearly negligible romantic history. “I’ve been on a few dates. Nothing ever came of it. Nothing happened. Never been mated. Never had a boyfriend.” Oz held his hands together, interlaced his fingers, outstretched his arms, and snapped his knuckles. “Ok? Now your turn.”

“Same.” Andre called out the single word, then looked at Oz, perfectly happy with the silence.

“Same?” Same? Did the fully adult Andre Acour learn that in a teen chat room, or was he just fucking with Oz’s head?

“Same.”

“So your experiences are identical to mine?” Oz grinned. It was a good enough translation to adult-speak.

“No. My experiences are not identical to your experiences, I’m sure. We didn’t go on the same dates with the same people. But your retelling of your romantic history applies perfectly well to my romantic history as well.”

“So should I just enter that in the database for your dating history?”

“Sure.”

“I’m sorry, I forgot exactly what I said. Can you remind me, so I can enter it in the database?”

“You said: I’ve been on a few dates. Nothing ever came of it. Nothing happened. Never been mated. Never had a boyfriend.”

“And you remembered it.”

“And I remembered it. Next question?” Oz was supposed to be interviewing Andre, but it felt more like Andre was spinning Oz around his little finger.

“Alright. And what kind of omega would you be interested in dating?”

“Hmm.” Andre leaned back in his chair and stared at the ceiling for exactly three seconds. “One with a nice ass. Write that. I’d date an omega with a nice ass.”

“We don’t allow physical criteria.” Oz shook his head seriously. He was one hundred percent lying. There was no such restriction. Many alphas had some physical criteria for the omegas they’d date. Just that none of them had phrased it quite like Andre had.

“Bullshit. Everybody has some physical requirements. Just that nobody is honest about it like I am. The other alphas probably told you they want a man with beautiful eyes and white teeth or some shit like that.”

“We’ll take that under consideration.” That was an utterly meaningless and commitment-free thing to say to Andre. And Oz wouldn’t have to cop to having fibbed. “Any other physical criteria?”

“Can you just paste your picture in there?”

“Paste my picture?”

“You’re my type. Exactly. Tall but not too tall, built but not too built, short brown hair, green eyes. Nice ass, no lie.”

“You saw my—”

“You stood up for a few seconds. I’ve got assdar.”

“Uh.” Oz wanted to be upset or outraged or annoyed. Unfortunately, in reality, he was only intrigued. “What else, other than the nice ass?”

“Callipygian.”

“What?”

“Callipygian. It means has a nice ass.” Andre sounded downright professorial, at least when the topic was ass. “Callipygian is a good adjective for you to use in my file, for describing my physical appearance.”

“Ok. Um. Other than the capily—”

“Callipygian.”

“Right. Other than the callipygian requirement. What else do you want in an omega mate?”

“Notice anything about me?” Andre asked as if he had reindeer horns growing out of his head, one salient feature that clearly stood out above everything else. Sure, Oz noticed Andre’s face, Andre’s body, Andre’s height, Andre’s confidence, Andre’s teeth, and Andre’s easy smile. But none of them stood out more than others.

“I notice many things about you.” Oz shrugged. Other than his almost computer-generated good looks and face and body and smile, there was a lot more to notice about Andre, even aside from his brashness and his money. His perfectly modulated voice, for example. His amazingly perfect posture, for another example. His casual but perfectly pressed shirt too.

“Ok. Let me give you the answer. You notice how I’m a bit off-script? I mean that’s kind of how I got AO magazine to where it is today. By being off-script. I wish I could find an omega who’s just a little bit off-script. Never been able to find that.”

“Can you tell me more about what you mean by an omega who’s off-script?” Oz felt a bit like Barbara Walters.

“An omega who stays home, makes a nice quinoa salad, goes out to buy yarn for knitting, never challenged anybody or anything, no dreams other than raising a child in an utterly mindlessly traditional way.” Andre shook his head with disgust. “That’s exactly what I don’t want. The opposite of what I want.”

“So you want an omega who’s slightly unconventional?”

“Yes!” Andre looked like it was the first time anyone had ever understood his dating requirements. Maybe it was. “But not unconventional like having a lip ring or posting on Tumblr. I don’t care about that. I mean unconventional like—just a bit off-script, you know?”

“I know. I know pretty well.” Being off-script was what scared alphas away from Oz. They thought he was nuts when he told them he walked away from his family fortune. They thought he was even more nuts when he said he was alright with remaining childless if he never found a man he could completely trust to raise his child. If an alpha could ever appreciate Oz’s unconventional aspects, if it could be a tall handsome alpha, if —

“Are you daydreaming about my dick?” Andre grinned like a man who had a big cock and knew it.

“No. I wasn’t. What’s your favorite kind of food?” Oz was just reading off the questions from the AlphaMatch client profile form. He wasn’t asking out Andre. Even if it sounded like it.

“With you? Anything.” Andre’s white teeth shone like an invitation.

“I mean. For dating.”

“That’s what I mean too.” Andre shrugged like a man hopelessly resigned to being yet again misunderstood.

“I mean for AlphaMatch. When we try to match you to omegas. We try to make you compatible for—”

“I understand how a dating service works.” Andre shook his head in annoyance.

“So? Your favorite kind of food?”

“Seriously?” Andre’s eyes signaled that he was going to give Oz the generous courtesy of an actual serious reply. “Seriously, I love Indian food.”

“Whoa, me too!” Oz ate at the Indian buffet near the hospital every Friday, to his coworkers’ ridicule and upturned noses. “I mean, alright, I’ll note that down. Indian food.” Oz nodded, doing his best to maintain complete professional detachment and distance.  “Next question. Dogs or cats?”

“Pussy.” Andre grinned naughtily. “I’m definitely a fan of a nice hairy pussy.” Andre was clearly the kind of guy who enjoyed throwing people off, just a bit. It was obvious in the way he said hairy pussy, relishing the possibility of causing a small
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