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Doctor Otto Och came to Springville for a new job at MPreg Hospital. He also came to Springville to escape the aggressive alphas who’d made his everyday life back in Atlanta aggravating and humiliating. Coming to Springville to start something new and interview at MPreg Hospital, Otto didn’t need sexual advances from a horny alpha pilot. 

“Gorgeous man from 2A, you taking that overnight bag overnight?” The pilot stood way too close to Otto, and his tone was way too salacious. His coffee breath was warm on Otto’s ear. His alpha pheromones filled the cramped galley. Maybe he was one of the alphas who thought of omegas as fruit flies that mindlessly follow pheromones.

The pilot wasn’t even bad-looking, the way he filled out his airline uniform, and the way his dark eyes shone in the dimly lit airplane cabin. In another context, in another place, and definitely with another personality, the pilot could’ve been someone Otto would have considered dating. But on his business trip, trying to deboard an airplane at Springville Municipal Airport, a pilot come-on was absolutely the last thing Otto wanted or needed. He was just trying to get a job, to get away from the lecherous alphas back in Atlanta, and to start fresh in Springville.

It was always the same with how oblivious alphas were to the inappropriateness of their behavior. They even bragged about it, considering it something to be proud of. After making a pass like that, a typical alpha would tell his drinking buddies about the omega hopelessly in love with him. The embellished account at some hotel bar wouldn’t mention Otto’s disgusted head-shake and dismissive eye-roll. The pilot lecher probably wouldn’t even remember that Otto had four inches on him in height, and a good three points on him on the 0-10 looks scale.

Otto tried to pretend he’d just bitten into a big juicy lemon, and made the appropriate facial expression, then showed the pilot that expression. It didn’t take much acting power. Encountering this pilot wasn’t too different from biting into a lemon. Otto shot grimace after grimace at him. Despite Otto’s displeased looks, the pilot didn’t give up. He stared Otto up and down like inspecting a fuselage. “I wouldn’t mind you overnighting with me. You might not get much sleep though.” 

“Thanks for the offer, but no thanks.” Otto sighed and turned his body sideways to squeeze past the predator.

“Hold on. Take my card in case you change your mind.” He handed him a calling card of some sort. It definitely wasn’t a standard airline business card. It had no mention of his airline. Instead, it had an engraved Greek letter alpha above a photo of the pilot wearing an outfit that was so tight, especially at his crotch, that it might have been sprayed on. 

“I love accents,” the pilot added. Great. He must’ve thought that was a seductive thing to say too. Otto was supposed to run into his arms at the mention of the slight German accent he still carried since having moved to Atlanta from Munich at the age of 5.

The plane was old enough to have fold-out ashtrays in the airplane galley’s walls. Otto deftly opened an ashtray with a pinkie of the same hand with which he’d taken the card. The card spent only a second in Otto’s hand on its way into an ashtray.  Holding that card for more than a second would’ve necessitated a shower anyway.

He’d rid himself of this alpha trying to ruin his day. But there were always others. They gave him come-ons, glances, gropes, and just about everything else. 

Alphas, as a population, just seemed to really never have gotten the message. Even the most well-educated and socially esteemed alphas, Otto’s fellow scientists at the Centers for Disease Control, were some of the worst offenders.

The only thing Otto could do while walking through the airport terminal on the way to meet his ride to MPreg Hospital was to put the whole thing out of mind. If he had the mental focus to ignore being mocked for being an omega medical student and simultaneously earn an MD and a PhD at Johns Hopkins, he could also gather the mental focus to put some ridiculous alpha come-on out of mind. 

The sexually aggressive alpha wouldn’t be Otto’s only problem that day. He’d also have to live down his history with a certain omega. The email from MPreg Hospital casually noted they’re sending Ollie Oxford to pick him up from the airport. 

There was nothing wrong with Ollie Oxford. There was, though, something wrong with Otto in regard to Ollie. The last time he’d seen Ollie was immediately after Otto’s bad breakup with a domineering alpha biochemist in Atlanta. Otto had unconsciously talked to Ollie in the same condescending, domineering way that his alpha ex had talked to him, smirks and self-aggrandizements and all.

Sending Ollie instead of some random driver was a show of respect toward Otto. That was how hospitals showed respect and deference to physicians they were recruiting: they sent a member of medical staff to pick them up from the airport. An accomplished medical scientist like Otto Och, MD, PhD shouldn’t be driven around by a mere high school graduate was the implicit thinking behind it. Whatever. He’d enjoy seeing Ollie again, but maybe Ollie wouldn’t enjoy seeing him.

Whoever had chosen Ollie to pick up Otto didn’t know their history. Or maybe they did know the history and were getting jollies from imagining the awkward encounter.

Sure, Otto had sent Ollie and Arlo an apology note, an explanation about his bad past breakup, and a gift for Ollie and Arlo’s baby. Sure, Ollie seemed like the kind of guy who could forgive. But Ollie also seemed like the kind of guy who’d rub in Otto’s past transgression, just for fun.

In front of the airport terminal, the pink-and-blue MPreg Hospital Tesla stood out like a parade float. That had to be Ollie. 

Otto would just act like nothing was wrong. He smiled and got into the front seat. He tossed his Fjallraven backpack into the back seat. 

“Doctor Otto Och!” Ollie greeted him from the driver’s seat. He’d left his MPreg badge clipped to his shirt pocket. Maybe he’d just been in a hurry rushing out of the hospital to give Otto a ride, or maybe he was intentionally signaling that he was already part of the MPreg team, and Otto wasn’t. Ollie didn’t seem to do anything haphazardly or unintentionally. It was probably the second option.

“It was really easy to spot you at the curb.” Otto nodded to commend Ollie on a job well done. As the director of his lab at the CDC, he’d gotten used to providing gentle encouragement to anyone who did anything for him. It did sometimes sound slightly condescending.

“Well, with your MD and PhD, Doctor Och, anything is easy.” Ollie shot Otto a mischievous grin while pulling out onto the highway back to MPreg Hospital. Last time around, Otto had belittled Ollie by pushing his MD and PhD in his face. Ollie certainly remembered.

“How’s your daughter? Is she enjoying the gifts I sent?” That was Otto’s counter strike. He could bring up that they’d made up already, that he’d even sent gifts for Ollie’s daughter, that old slights had been forgotten—maybe.

“My baby daughter is wonderful. Perfect. She doesn’t even have an MD yet, much less a PhD. But she’s a smart girl anyway.” Ollie’s tongue was literally drilling through his cheek as he side-glanced at Otto.

“I’ll never live down my behavior from my previous visit, will I?” Otto shook his head. He’d just been stupid, and he’d been under the unconscious influence of a very unkind alpha. He actually never had seen himself as someone who would be so rude and arrogant to colleagues, or to anybody. Ironically, getting away from his ex-boyfriend had made him act like his ex-boyfriend, at least for a while.

“You already have, actually. We’re recruiting you to work here, aren’t we? Arlo and I admire you personally and professionally, don’t we? And the hospital even sent someone with a four-year degree to pick you up, instead of a mere high school graduate!” Ollie was clearly just as amused by the airport-pickup ritual as Otto was.

“Alright. I appreciate that.” Otto nodded at Ollie while Ollie drove away from the airport. “But can I, like, buy you lunch or something to get you to permanently stop mocking what I said a few months ago about my MD and PhD degrees?”

“No lunch needed. All been forgiven and forgotten.” Ollie held out a fist to awkwardly fist-bump Otto inside the constraints of the car's cramped interior. 

“That was the manliest fist-bump two omegas could manage.” Otto echoed Ollie’s laugh. He and Ollie had a lot in common, actually, starting with working in medicine and liking to mock omega stereotypes.

“Were you expecting more like this kind of thing?” Ollie waved a weak half-fist on a weak limp wrist.

“Exactly. We’re omegas, you know.” Otto rolled his eyes. His eye-roll contained his bitterness at all the sneers and come-ons he had to suffer as an omega. Ollie would know he was complaining about the stereotypes they were subject to.

“I can’t even drive a car without an alpha to help me!” Ollie squeaked.

“Yeah, this Tesla has a built-in virtual alpha.” Otto grinned. “He drives your car, counts to ten, ties your shoes, all the things we omegas can’t do without an alpha.” Working in medicine, Otto didn’t often meet other omegas, at least not at the higher professional levels he circled in. Omegas were usually relegated to menial jobs. It was great to know somebody like Ollie.

“Does that virtual alpha have a virtual knotted dick? Then I’m all for it.” Ollie made a hand gesture of jerking a dick into his mouth. He leaned his head back for extra realism and pretended to gobble and gargle cum as he exited the highway.

“Shh, your husband can hear you gargling cum all the way from there.” Otto pointed at MPreg Hospital just up the road.

“I think he knows about my love for hard knotted dick better than anybody else does.”

“Good point, Ollie.” Otto made the same ridiculous limp-wristed fist as before, and he and Ollie bumped fists that way. Two omegas mocking omega stereotypes. Bonding.

“Alright. Seriously now.” Ollie tapped his fingers on the steering wheel to show how serious he was. “Your recruitment interview is in two hours. I’m gonna give you a scan pass to the physicians’ lounge, and I suggest you freshen up there, eat, take a nap after your flight, whatever you want. There’s food, coffee, daybeds, whatever you physicians need.”

“I’m just an omega,” Otto said coyly. He sounded like a 1950s Hollywood starlet. “All I need in my life is an alpha to fill my ass with his sperm!” Otto clicked his tongue and laughed at Ollie. Ollie returned the laugh and nodded. Ollie and Otto were omegas of the same mind. Even if nothing came of the job interview, it was great to mend his relationship with Ollie.

“Who knows what you’ll find in the physicians’ lounge.” Ollie pulled the car into its pink-and-blue parking space just in front of the hospital. He fished around in his messenger bag, then handed Otto a swipe card. “Here’s the access card for the lounge. I think you know where the unmarked entry door is. Just swipe your card in the unmarked reader at the unmarked door. And your interview is at Medical Staffing at 2 P.M., as you know.”

“Thank you, Ollie. Really wonderful to see you again.”

“I know I’m wonderful to see!” Ollie shook his head side to side. He’d be tossing his hair side-to-side if it were long enough. Instead, his hair was curly, like a purebred poodle’s, and it only swayed as Ollie tossed his head.

“Send my regards to your husband and daughter.” Otto couldn’t remember their daughter’s name, actually, but that was forgivable. He’d gone back to Atlanta, on not-so-great terms with Ollie and Arlo, by the time she was born. “Thanks again. I’ll let you know how the interview goes.”

Ollie responded with a thumbs-up. They went into the same glass-door entrance, then in their separate ways: Ollie through the security doors to the delivery ward, Otto up the escalator to the physicians’ lounge.

He found the gray unmarked door and scanned the entry card. The door beeped open. 

The lounge looked like a high-end gym. It smelled like rosemary air freshener and brewing espresso. The elliptical trainers off to the side had screens bigger than Otto’s federal-issue laptop. The luxury level of the place was obvious from the soft, fluffy towels lying in small piles by every exercise station.

That would be one benefit of working in a private hospital instead of a government research institution. The facilities at the CDC weren’t bad, but there would’ve been a taxpayer revolt had the CDC given its scientists anything as nice as this. The exercise machines at the CDC gym, unlike this one, didn’t have big screens and streaming movies. The elliptical trainers at the CDC usually didn’t even have working timers.

Vague voices and footsteps in the distance. Water running, toilets flushing, doors opening and closing. There were people around. Maybe there were physicians around, since this was the physicians’ lounge, not a random gym he’d found. And after a not particularly thorough 4 A.M. shower at home, then two connecting flights and walks through three airports, Otto knew he smelled like omega-pheromone-scented shit. He needed to shower.

Men’s changing room. Stacks of fluffy fresh white towels. Lockers activated by the same access card that had gotten him into the place. Smell of sweat, Lysol cleaner, flowery air freshener, and lots of alpha pheromone musk. He’d resigned himself to it: any gathering of physicians was going to be almost all alphas. 

There weren’t many omega doctors at all anywhere, probably not even at MPreg. Stereotypes of the kind he and Ollie had laughed about still ran things—or at least still had run things ten years back, when someone who was a physician now would have needed to start their medical training. But this was nothing new. Any physicians’ lounge was a musky, pheromone-soaked alpha sausage party. 

He just needed to remind himself of the positive side. He was a connoisseur of alpha sausage, and every gathering of doctors was a smorgasbord. 
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