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“That screensaver is inappropriate, Tom.” Adam Daniels tapped my monitor as if he was slapping its wrist.

“Doctor Rathfield to you.” I shook my head at him. “And you left a fingerprint on my screen.”

“I apologize for the fingerprint, Doctor Rathfield. But the point remains: beefcake pics of omegas aren’t appropriate for a hospital office.”

“It’s not omegas. It’s one model, Byron Lexington, who just happens to be an omega.” I sighed and shook my head at Adam. “Shame on you for stereotyping.”

“Tom.” Adam sighed. His tone was more pitying than annoyed. 

“Doctor Rathfield, you mean.” I rolled my eyes to emphasize the point. It was the second time that day I had to remind him: “I’m the head doctor here, and you’re just a paper-pushing CEO.”

“Doctor Rathfield.” Adam ran his hand through his mess of gray hair and adjusted his glasses. “Here at MPreg Hospital, we treat omegas’ sensitive medical issues. It is inappropriate to have a screensaver that objectifies pregnant omegas.”

I leaned back in my chair and pointed my finger right into his face. “What about respecting my expression of my alpha sexuality?”

Adam squatted down to be at eye level with me, glanced around to check if anyone else was listening, and lowered his voice. “Everyone in Springville knows how often you express your alpha sexuality.”

“I can fornicate with real-life omegas, but I’m not allowed to even look at a photo of this omega who is fully clothed?”

Adam shook his head. “Those jean shorts don’t qualify as fully clothed.”

I nodded. “He looks good, doesn’t he though?”

“That’s not the issue.” Adam sighed. He was an alpha too, even if sometimes he didn’t live up to it. “Anyway, don’t you have a patient consultation booked for—”

“For right now?” I smiled innocently and pointed to the flashing alert on my watch, then stood up and walked toward the door.

“I have the master password, Tom. Doctor Rathfield.” Adam was speed-walking, chasing me toward the door. “I’m going to delete that screensaver right now.”

I stopped and turned to face him. “Adam.” I lowered my voice. “I live a sad unmated life, flitting from one meaningless hookup to another. Sometimes I cry out for an omega to love me, to be with me, to hold me at night, but deep down inside I know it will never happen. Can’t I just have this little bit of happiness in my otherwise crushingly lonely existence?”

“Oh.” The blood drained from Adam’s face. His mouth went limp. “I’m really sorry, Doctor Rathfield. I’m really sorry. I should’ve been more understanding.”

“Psyche!” I laughed in his face and slapped his back. “I’m not sad and lonely!”

Except I was.
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A grand piano nobody ever played? Vegan leather sofas nobody ever sat on? And why in the world would this nincompoop have an electric fountain ten feet from his front door? 

I pretended my mansion’s foyer was someone else’s mistake: Oh dear, how could any heathen have ordered this?!

Except I was the heathen in question. I, quite the nincompoop, had drawn up the plans for this extra-super-sized McMansion, with adjoining alpha and omega master bedrooms, and two suites for the two children I thought I’d have. That was back when I’d just assumed I’d be having children. I’d known that having children would require having a mate, but I hadn’t quite realized how difficult it would be for a model to find a mate.

Sure, lots of alphas wanted omega models for one night, or just fifteen minutes. I’d found out too late that those alphas’ long-term relationship interest was as scarce as their short-term offers were plentiful.

No alpha would let “his” omega strut around on runways in front of other alphas. “A relationship? With you? No, that would never work out,” every alpha said when after having been filled by him, I’d asked for more than a hookup. But a hookup was all I could get from alphas. 

So I was destined to be alone. Which was completely alright. It just made me feel like a fool for having built this house: giving actual physical shape, bricks and mortar, four bedrooms and that ridiculous fountain, to my hopes for being mated. And it made me feel like a fool because I was a fool. I should’ve known that when I became a model, I’d be material for looking at, maybe lusting over, not for settling down and starting a family.

“Anybody here?” I shouted into the empty foyer. Only my own voice echoed back.

Living alone in a house like this was ridiculous. Almost as ridiculous: I was trying to order an Uber while simultaneously navigating down a winding staircase. 

Not even my Uber app would cooperate with me. Two days after Milan Fashion Week, I was just trying to get an Uber to MPreg Hospital, but my phone was blowing up. Again. I had to scroll through all the notifications on my messenger. While still walking down that useless staircase.

Step, step, step, gently down the staircase I went, rail in one hand and phone in the other. 

Who sent me abs selfies at eight in the morning? The alphas of the world, of course. They all claimed to be never-mated, looking for a long-term relationship, and in love with my personality. Somehow they always fell in love with my “personality” right after I’d starred in a runway show, especially if I’d posed in a few revealing outfits.

I knew not to believe them. Once they’d had their way with me — on the first date, or sometimes before the first date — they’d leave me. In the best case, I’d only have a broken heart. In the worst case, I’d also have single fatherhood. 

I didn’t want any of that. 

What I wanted was an Uber. What I got was a thumbnail of a long, fleshy object. Want this? was the caption.

Did I want it? Kind of. Yes. But also, no. Not on alphas’ terms.

Fatherhood was what I most wanted. But not like that. Not with an alpha’s broken promises, a runaway co-father, and tears for me and my child. I kept my libido in check: I turned down all those alphas’ offers, no matter how gleaming their six-packs and how intensely they promised to tongue my O-spot.

On an ocean of alpha suitors, I wouldn’t allow myself to drink even a drop. 

I was horny, not stupid. After triumphantly bedding me, an alpha would run away, on to the next omega conquest, no matter what promises he’d made me. Alphas were saltwater for my fatherhood thirst.

At least my Uber was on the way, even if fatherhood wasn’t.

With the help of MPreg Hospital, I’d stop pretending that I could become a mated father. I’d stop hoping for love. 

I’d seen the hospital’s ads. Tubal ligation was normally for omegas who were happy with how many children they had. But I would learn to be happy without becoming a father.

It would be freedom. Once I had my tubes tied, I could have fun without worrying about the consequences.  I’d be just like all the alphas.

Alphas’ promises were just like the foam pack strapped to my belly:  completely fake. 

I wasn’t really pregnant. I was just modeling pregnancy clothes. 

And no matter what they said, alphas weren’t really going to love me forever. They just wanted to get their dicks knotted.

I had my desires. Did I ever have my desires. The alpha selfies — faces, abs, appendages — pouring into my chat apps only added fuel to my omega fire. But unlike my fellow model Zeno, who let his omega heats run his life, I could control those desires. No matter how good those alphas looked.

How did all those alphas even get my number? Who knew. But alphas had their ways. Alphabook, for one: the app that required a fingerprint check at every login. Absolutely, strictly, totally for alphas only. In their not-so-private Alphabook private groups they rated omegas, bragged about how much DNA they’d dumped in us, and passed around our phone numbers. Powerful alphas considered omega fashion shows a meat market: see what you like, make your pick for the month, the week, or just the night. 

We omegas cataloged them too on our private online forums, but it was always tales of woe: watch out for this one, don’t trust that one, and so on. What good was a warning like that after some omega had already been left lonely and pregnant?

Unlike me, Zeno happily basked in alphas’ attention. He didn’t mind the broken promises. After our Mexico city show, he was swept off his feet by some alpha airline pilot. After initially promising to marry him, that alpha didn’t even get Zeno a ticket home from his pad in Acapulco. Zeno was satisfied with having spent a week with a guy he described as ten out of ten body and fucks like like an angry bull. Good thing that alpha didn’t make Zeno pregnant; Zeno was already raising three kids he’d conceived in similar circumstances.

Me? I was the responsible one, at least compared to Zeno. I was still holding out hope for some alpha to love me before he fucked me. But on all the apps, they lost interest as soon as I said, “no sex until we get to know each other.” 

“Not even a BJ?” they’d ask.

No, not even a BJ.

That was when they ghosted me. 

The joke would be on them after my surgery. They could knot in me as much as they wanted. My reproductive system would ghost their DNA.

Finally, my Uber to MPreg hospital pulled up outside my house. Despite my sunglasses, my hat, and the app having my pseudonym of “Brian Lex,” the driver recognized me right away. I knew that knowing look on his face. 

He turned around and smiled. “You’re Byron Lexington!”

I only sighed and sank back into my seat.

He nodded eagerly, as if we were long-lost friends. “Don’t worry. I’m an omega too. Wow, you’re going to MPreg Hospital?”

“Yes.”

“I guess you’re pregnant for real now, not just modeling?”

I shook my head wordlessly and pointed up ahead: Let’s get going.

At least the hospital’s reception desk was more professional than the Uber driver had been. Of course they immediately recognized me — and even if they didn’t, they had my real name staring at them from my records. I could see from their glances and smiles that they knew exactly who I was. But they knew well enough not to say anything. I had a pre-surgical consultation scheduled in the omega fertility department, and that was where they sent me.

The nurse led me to room O-107. “Doctor Rathfield will be with you soon. Aren’t you—” Eyes on me, she fell silent, then smiled. She stepped out of the room and closed the door.

I didn’t sit in the procedure chair. No lecherous doctor would be putting his hands all over me. I sat in the regular office chair off to the side. There wouldn’t be any procedure, other than the procedure of ticking a box, fulfilling a formality, satisfying the authorities that yes, I understood what it meant to be infertile. I’d never become pregnant. I’d never bear a child. I knew that. But I’d never even dared to hope for
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