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Chapter One 

 

“Hey, man, hold the elevator! Please?”  

Mel heard the plea, looked through the brass accordion gate of the 

antique elevator and saw his neighbor rushing down the hall. Mel acted like 

he was reaching for the button . . . but didn’t actually push it. The elevator 

started to move and he made an innocently chagrined face, just as his 

neighbor reached the gate and whacked at it in frustration. The gate rattled 

loudly and Mel mouthed the word sorry. He felt slightly guilty. Mel had 

always considered himself a happy, friendly person, but that had changed 

recently. 

The neighbor was still something of a mystery despite having moved 

in three months ago, but that was mostly because Mel had been avoiding 

the guy. The neighbor had already proven himself to be a classless cretin, 

prone to loud music and parties and leaving his trash in the hall overnight 

instead of taking it out to the dumpster. 

When the lumbering old elevator let him out on the ground floor, Mel 

headed out to the sidewalk and started his walk to work. Brooklyn in 

November was gorgeous, with dropping temperatures and changing 

leaves, cold but not bitter. People who normally would be catching cabs 

were out strolling as well, and everyone seemed to be in a good mood. Mel 

walked past his normal subway station just to get an extra few blocks of 

fresh air. He stopped at the newspaper stand to get some Tums for his 

recent indigestion, and said hi to the owner. He inhaled the smell of fresh-

brewed coffee at a nearby cart and briefly lamented that he had decided to 

go off caffeine recently. 

Mel McDowell had lived in New York City his entire life. His parents 

were married at St. Thomas Episcopal Church way back in the eighties, he 

was born at New York Presbyterian Hospital, and he attended the famed 

Manhattan Omega Boys School from preschool through high school before 

heading to NYU. Outside of a few school trips and the weddings of friends 

who had moved away, he saw very little reason to leave the city. Even 



moving to Brooklyn after college had been a concession, but he didn’t want 

a roommate or to live with his folks, so he found a great apartment that he 

could comfortably afford on his librarian salary—not a possibility in 

Manhattan. 

Being a librarian had been his dream since elementary school, ever 

since Ms. Fields, the school librarian, invited him to be her personal 

assistant every day at lunch. He realized years later that she was just 

helping a lonely little boy, one whose intellect was too big for his scrawny 

body, escape lunchroom bullies and feel accepted. He was still grateful for 

her kindness, as well as for how she instilled in him a love for books. 

“Books are like friends,” she said to him, when explaining the 

importance of treating the volumes well. “I want to make sure they are 

comfortable and safe, so I stack them neatly and don’t fold the pages. And 

just like I enjoy introducing my friends to each other, I enjoy sharing good 

books with those who appreciate them, whether it’s a juicy novel or an 

important scientific work. And I always love to be surrounded by my 

friends.” 

While literature was still his first love, he took a job as a law librarian 

for a big firm in Midtown, because, as it turns out, school and public 

librarians don’t pull in big salaries. His dad was one of the senior partners 

at the firm and helped him get the position. It wasn’t perfect, but it still 

scratched his itch to help pair people with information. The founding 

partners and most of the current partners at the firm were alphas and 

omegas, and much of their firm’s mission was protecting the rights of 

alphas and omegas. They were big players in the fight for gay marriage, 

and they were still working to ensure that omegas could get good prenatal 

and birth care and insurance coverage for their special needs. It made Mel 

feel like he was doing important work. Plus it had great hours. 

The other thing that convinced Mel that he wanted to be a law 

librarian was a young, hot associate at the firm. Mel’s dad had set up an 

interview—a mere formality—and this incredibly handsome and rather 

cocky lawyer sat in. He wasn’t high up enough to make any hiring decisions 



yet, but his team was working on some important case, so they brought him 

in for input. Mel sat across the conference table from him and felt like his 

insides were liquid every time the man looked at him. The associate’s 

name was Jaxon Recker, and Mel kept saying to himself, I’d let him Recker 

me, and laughing at his own dumb joke. 

Afterward, Mel’s dad asked him what was so funny, and Mel played it 

off as nervousness. 

“Nothing to be nervous about, Son. As I said, the interview was just a 

formality. They all had great things to say about you, particularly the Recker 

kid. You’ve got the job if you want it.” 

Good thing the job didn’t have a no-fraternization policy, because 

within a week Jaxon asked Mel out for drinks. 

He made it like it was a welcome-to-the-firm thing, but usually that 

kind of social event involved a group. This was just Jaxon and Mel at a 

quiet and dimly lit downtown martini bar. It was the kind of place that prided 

itself on handcrafted cocktails—pretentious and expensive, but still kind of 

sexy. 

Jaxon was about thirty years old and looked exactly like one of the 

silver screen movie stars that Mel remembered seeing from his fathers’ 

movie collection. He had to get online and search for it, but there he was—

Montgomery Clift. Jaxon looked just like a young Montgomery Clift, with his 

thick dark hair, his piercing light eyes that made you feel like you were the 

only one in the room, and that suckable bottom lip. Mel sometimes 

wondered if anyone had ever told Jaxon about his resemblance to the 

Hollywood heartthrob, because Jaxon even wore retro-style designer suits.   

Like a typical alpha, Jaxon made it clear that he wanted Mel, and 

within weeks, they were spending every night together. They always went 

in to work separately, and decided to keep their relationship quiet for the 

time being. Mel was fine with that, as he didn’t like his parents getting 

nosey about his relationships. Plus it was fun to have this naughty little 

secret. 



And, oh, was it naughty. Again, every bit the alpha, Jaxon was a 

beast in the bedroom—insatiable, demanding, hungry—and Mel loved 

being his prey. Mel had focused entirely on academic pursuits during his 

college years, and didn’t even lose his virginity until he was almost twenty-

one. So being desired in this way, being lusted over all day long, and 

ravished all night long, was a heady change of events for Mel. 

Weeks turned into months, and then as they approached their one-

year anniversary, Mel asked if Jaxon finally wanted to go public with their 

relationship. Jaxon hemmed and hawed: he was up for partnership soon, it 

didn’t set a good example for the younger associates, people would think 

he was getting favors (“From the librarian?” Mel asked with disbelief). A 

tense few weeks followed that conversation, but Jaxon tried to make it up 

to Mel with a weekend trip to a mansion in Upstate New York, a grand old 

place that had been renovated with modern luxuries. They spent a day at 

the spa, had a candlelit dinner in their room, and then a heart-to-heart talk 

in the Jacuzzi. Jaxon asked if Mel could wait just eight weeks, until the 

partnerships were announced. Then they could tell everyone that they were 

a couple. Mel agreed that the timeline made sense.  

They had mind-blowing sex that night. Jaxon took him in every room 

of the suite, plus on the balcony in the cool night air. Mel took great 

pleasure in acting like a wanton slut, begging to be fucked again and again 

and again. By the time they were done, Jaxon joked that his balls were 

sore, and Mel pretended to call the front desk to ask for a donut-cushion. 

They laughed until they were too tired to laugh anymore, and then they 

curled up together in the luxury bed. The next night was equally as 

rapturous. 

Mel spent the two months of their courtship with a secret smile 

playing across his lips, knowing that finally, after more than a year of 

practically living together, they would be an official couple. He was excited 

about posting it on Facebook.  

About a week before the partnership announcement Mel found out he 

was pregnant. He thought he just had a mild stomach virus at first, and he 



stayed in bed for an entire weekend, but it was the other signs that 

convinced him to buy an omega pregnancy test at Duane Reade: sore, 

swollen nipples; frequent urination; and every smell in stinky New York 

City, from bus fumes to hot dog carts, made him gag. A follow-up at the 

doctor confirmed what he already knew. He was just over six weeks along.  

Mel texted Jaxon and asked if they could meet for dinner at their 

favorite spot, an Ethiopian restaurant a few blocks from the office. It was a 

gorgeous place, decked out in bright colors and authentic textiles, and 

romantic, but as soon as Mel walked in the door, he realized that he had 

made a mistake: the smells of the heavily spiced foods immediately 

nauseated him. He waited until Jaxon arrived and then told him they had to 

leave, much to Jaxon’s confusion. 

They walked for blocks, until they got to Central Park, and then they 

walked some more, as Mel broke the news to his boyfriend. He reminded 

Jaxon that they both had been lax with condoms, that they were 

overwhelmed with emotion and passion that weekend upstate and hadn’t 

been at all careful. He explained that he knew it wasn’t in their immediate 

plan, but said that he viewed it as a surprise gift instead of a regrettable 

mistake. 

Jaxon didn’t agree. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said, sitting down on the nearest bench and covering 

his face with his hands. Mel could still hear him muttering. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, 

fuck.”  

When Jaxon finally came up for air, he looked like a scared child and 

said he needed to be alone to think. He asked Mel if he had enough money 

to grab his own taxi, and then literally ran down the block, leaving Mel in 

the park. He wasn’t in the office the next day, or the day after that. He didn’t 

return any of Mel’s texts. 

The day after that, an announcement went around by email, saying 

that Jaxon Recker was leaving to pursue new opportunities at the Law Firm 

of Someone, Somebody, and Whatshername in Los Angeles, and that he 



would be greatly missed. The information didn’t even sink all the way in 

before Mel sent back an email to HR asking when Jaxon’s last day was. 

The efficient HR admin wrote right back, stating that due to the nature of 

Jaxon’s new job, he had to leave immediately, and that Mel should see 

certain other attorneys for Jaxon’s open cases. 

Mel left the office, claiming illness, and took a cab to Jaxon’s way-too-

expensive uptown apartment. The concierge stopped him as he walked in. 

“Mr. McDowell! Mr. Recker left a few things for you.”  

He pulled a file box out from under his desk and handed it to Mel with 

a professional smile.  

“Will you be joining Mr. McDowell in Los Angeles?” he inquired, used 

to making polite small talk with the residents and their regular visitors. 

Mel just smiled and left with the box. He stood on the sidewalk and 

dug into it, looking for a note. There was only Mel’s stuff: a soft, ragged 

NYU tee, a travel alarm clock, an old toothbrush, a few paperback books. It 

struck Mel for the first time that after a year, he should have made a bigger 

mark on Jaxon’s life. 

And now he was going to have a baby. 

  



 

Chapter Two 

 

Connor laughed to himself after the elevator left him behind. “What a 

dick,” he said under his breath, but, as always, he didn’t let someone else’s 

problems ruin his day. He sort of expected that reaction anyway. Ever since 

Connor had moved into the new building, his next-door neighbor had been 

evasive and even kind of rude, but Connor figured that was the New York 

way. He’d come from a family-friendly suburb of Philadelphia, and had 

been raised on NYC horror stories. He had to admit, though, that so far, his 

neighbor was the only rude New Yorker he’d run across. Everyone else 

was pretty cool.  

He jogged lightly down the four stories to the ground floor, which 

wasn’t particularly strenuous, though his leather jeans made it more difficult 

than when he did it in track pants for his early morning run. By the time he 

made it outside, he saw the black-haired head of his neighbor about a 

block ahead of him.  

For no reason at all, except that maybe he was bored and curious, 

Connor decided to follow the neighbor for a bit. He put on his Ray-Ban 

aviators to avoid being noticed by the neighbor or anyone else and started 

down the street. 

Connor had to admit that he was a little obsessed with the guy—

nothing creepy or dangerous, just curious, and the neighbor’s aversion 

made him even more fascinating. Connor didn’t get a lot of that these days. 

The neighbor’s mailbox said M. McDowell, and Connor thought he had 

overheard a UPS guy call him “Melville,” which Connor thought was a 

totally rad name.  

Connor dared to get as close as twenty feet behind McDowell, then 

matched pace with him so as to stay a safe distance. McDowell appeared 

to be heading to work, judged by his business apparel, but he didn’t go into 

the subway station, so Connor wondered if he worked in Brooklyn. He was 



wearing a red-striped scarf, and Connor took it to mean that McDowell had 

a fun side. McDowell bent down to pet a mutt that was sitting outside a 

bodega, and Connor wondered if he was a dog person. He was creating an 

entire imaginary persona on the guy based on a ten-block walk. 

McDowell stopped again at a newsstand and bought something 

small—not a newspaper, but maybe mints or gum or a protein bar. Finally, 

he ducked down into the next subway station that came along. That made 

Connor all the more intrigued. Maybe the guy just enjoyed a good walk 

before work in the morning. 

Connor turned around and headed back the way he came. He was 

due at the recording studio that morning. They rarely got started that early 

because, you know, musicians aren’t known for keeping reasonable 

hours . . . But Connor was an early bird, and those undesirable time slots 

were cheap. He would lay down some vocal tracks even if the rest of his 

band couldn’t be bothered to get up before noon. The clock on his phone 

told him that his little unplanned excursion had made him late, but he knew 

they would wait for him. 

He stopped at the newsstand where McDowell bought something and 

bought a pack of gum.  

“I know this is a weird question, but do you remember the guy with 

the red-striped scarf? Do you remember what he bought?” He pushed his 

sunglasses up on his head and smiled genuinely, hoping it gave him a less 

creepy vibe. 

The owner gave him a blank look but said nothing, taking his dollar 

and looking at the next person in line. 

Connor just shrugged and smiled more. “Have a great day.” 

“Excuse me?” a young feminine voice said. “Are you—You look like 

Connor Alnight?” 

Connor looked toward the voice and saw a pretty, young Latina girl in 

a school uniform with too much red lipstick and too much cleavage. 



“Nope, but I get that a lot,” he replied, and then he moved fast. Sliding 

his sunglasses back down, he stepped to the curb and hailed a cab. Just 

as he got in, he heard the girl’s voice again. 

“Oh my god, Chloe, that’s Connor Alnight! From Ultimate Outlaw!” 

He slunk down in the backseat and the cabbie pulled away just in 

time. 

 

  



 

Chapter Three 

 

No one except Mel himself and his doctor knew that he was pregnant. 

He wasn’t sure why he was keeping it a secret still. In this day and age, no 

one really cared if you were married or not, and while he definitely did not 

want anyone knowing the identity of the alpha-father—who hadn’t been in 

contact with Mel since he left and had, in fact, changed his cell phone 

number—he could have made up a story to tell his friends, or just played it 

all mysterious and “nunya business.” 

The only people who would have really cared were his fathers. They 

were rather traditional—yes, traditional gay men exist, particularly in the 

alpha-omega culture—and would want to know who the alpha was, and 

when they were going to be married. If Gregory McDowell—Mel’s alpha-

father and prominent attorney—knew that Jaxon Recker had run out on his 

son and future grandchild, the shit would hit the fan and a paternity suit 

would be filed post-haste.  

Mel didn’t want that. He admitted that it was his stubborn pride that 

prevented him from trying to reach Jaxon any more than he already had. 

Instead, he planned to raise the baby on his own. He had savings, he had a 

loving family, he had a good job, and the law firm had day care. It was 

going to be okay. He had even started shopping for adorable little baby 

things online. Maybe it would even be fun. 

But until he was ready to announce the pregnancy, he was wearing 

unflattering, baggy suits to work, and people probably thought he was 

getting fat. He didn’t care. 

He was tired—exhausted—every day after work, and by the time he 

made it into his apartment, he could only be bothered to make a microwave 

meal, take a bath, and read until he fell asleep a short time later. 



Thus he was rather disconcerted when he got home that night and 

there was the annoying neighbor waiting for the elevator. Mel stood at the 

mailboxes for a ridiculously long time, as if checking the mail took a solid 

two minutes, but the elevator was taking forever. He considered walking up 

the four flights of stairs but knew he was too tired, and the bottoms of his 

feet hurt. 

The elevator landed, the annoying neighbor opened the gate, and 

then he took a step back.  

“Going up?” He actually had a really sweet, goofy grin, and kind big 

brown eyes.  

“Thanks,” Mel said, forcing a smile but keeping it tightlipped. He got 

into the little elevator car. He knew he’d be forced to make conversation. 

“Fourth floor, right?” 

“Yes, thanks.” 

“I’m Connor, by the way. I moved in in August.” 

“I’m Mel.” He immediately felt like an asshole. The guy, as 

inconsiderate as he might be at times, was probably a decent person. Just 

loud. “Welcome. Um. How do you like the building?” 

“Love it. I came from a Philly suburb, so I’m just digging all of it. But I 

don’t get good cell service. What about you?” 

“No, that is one of the big drawbacks of these old brick buildings. 

Better get a landline.” 

“What’s that?” the neighbor said with a wink, and Mel gave him 

another tight smile. He wasn’t in a joking mood. 

When the elevator stopped at their floor, Mel pushed himself to be 

polite. “Nice meeting you, Connor.” 

“You too, Mel,” Connor said with an extended hand. His grip was firm 

and warm. Sincere. Suburban. “Have a good night.” 



Once Mel’s apartment door was shut behind him, he sighed with 

relief. He was certainly not asocial, but lately even carrying on conversation 

exhausted him. He dropped his messenger bag and jacket right onto the 

floor, kicked off his shoes, and unbuttoned his too tight pants. He would 

clean up on Saturday. Right now, his only thought was food. He hadn’t 

been eating as much as he wanted for lunch, lest he look like a complete 

pig, but he was hungry all day long. The bodega down the street carried a 

bunch of frozen ethnic meals, the kind of stuff that a regular grocery store 

usually didn’t, really authentic spicy stuff. Since Mel had gotten pregnant—

and now that he had gotten past the smell thing—he couldn’t get enough 

spicy food. 

He popped an Indian dinner into the microwave then stepped into the 

bathroom to run a bath. The ultimate in decadence was sitting in the tub 

and eating. His fathers would be appalled. He didn’t care.  

After the warm water had done its trick on his aching muscles, and 

his spice-craving was sated, he padded into the kitchen to indulge his other 

desire: Ben & Jerry’s Chubby Hubby. He only allowed himself a few 

tablespoons of the magical concoction every night, so as to not put on too 

much weight, but just that little bit kept him satisfied. 

The freezer was empty. He usually kept a few pints on hand, but he 

must have lost track. After debating the pros and cons of putting on real 

pants and heading up to the bodega at nine PM, baby-brain won out. He 

kept on his old NYU shirt, slipped on a pair of sweatpants and a jacket, and 

headed out. He knew he would be back in less than fifteen minutes to enjoy 

a little taste of heaven. 

Just as he finished locking his door behind him, he heard it: the jangle 

of someone else’s keys. He panicked and held still, staring at his own 

doorknob. Could he slip back inside? He was in no mood to socialize. 

“Hey, again!” 

Crap. 

Mel turned and smiled. “Hey to you, too.” 



He immediately felt self-conscious about his appearance. The tee he 

was wearing was threadbare, his most comfortable sleeping attire, and his 

sweatpants had seen better days, too. Connor, however, was wearing 

black skinny jeans, a tight black tee, leather motorcycle jacket, and . . . was 

that eyeliner? He looked like he was heading to a nightclub, but he kind of 

always looked like that. Did this guy even have a job? Mel pulled his jacket 

close around him. 

“I wasn’t planning on running into anyone,” Mel said with a self-

conscious laugh. “Just heading up to the bodega.” 

“Me too!” Connor replied. “And I wish I was dressed as comfy. Is that 

an NYU shirt?” 

They got into the elevator together, and Mel realized very quickly as 

they moved at a snail’s pace to the ground floor that Connor was one of 

those guys who prided himself on being a “people person,” trying to draw 

him out in conversation. It was annoying as hell. Mel wondered briefly if, 

based on his alternative dress, unusual hours, and fast talking, Connor 

could be a drug dealer.  

Damn it, Mel thought to himself. Need to double check the locks at 

night. Who knows who he’s bringing around the building. 

Connor stayed by Mel’s side the entire way to the bodega. Mel hoped 

to lose him inside and then rush home, but Mel followed him to the freezer 

and then stood next to him at the Ben & Jerry’s section. What is his 

problem?? 

“I see we’ve both got an addiction,” Connor said, and Mel looked at 

him in alarm. Connor reached into the freezer. “I’m a Chunky Monkey man 

myself. But I’ve been known to down a pint of Cherry Garcia on occasion. 

Oh, and the strawberry cheesecake one is awesome on special occasions.” 

He paused and smiled, and Mel realized he was waiting on him. 

“Oh. Um, Chubby Hubby. I like the . . . salt . . . on the pretzels . . . ” 

“Solid choice,” Connor responded, and held up his fist. 



It took Mel way too long to return the fist bump, eliciting a laugh from 

the eyeliner-ed man, and then they walked together up to the cash register.  

“Can I get a pack of Marlboro Reds?” Connor asked the clerk. 

So disgusting, Mel thought. 

“I don’t smoke, but my, uh, boss does, and I’m trying to get on his 

good side. Thought I’d surprise him with a little gift in the morning.” 

“A gift of cancer?” Mel replied, apparently not as under his breath as 

he’d planned. 

Connor guffawed. “Good point. Though I did get him nicotine gum 

one time, and he almost breathed fire. Maybe next time I’ll just send 

flowers.” 

Connor kept up the chatter for the block back to the building, and 

then inside, and then into the elevator, and all Mel could think was that the 

guy was an insufferable idiot and Mel was going to need to find a grocery 

delivery service or something. He might even need to start working from 

home. 

Connor shut the old gate with a hard clang and then mashed the 

button, and the familiar gears started turning as the elevator car started 

chugging upwards. He hadn’t stopped talking. He was telling Mel about an 

old movie he’d seen the night before. 

They were halfway between the third floor and the fourth when a 

metallic grinding sound was heard and the elevator jerked to a halt. There 

was a very faint smell of fried electrical wires. 

“Whoa. What—is that normal?” Connor’s voice squeaked ever so 

slightly and he looked at Mel in alarm. 

“I . . . no . . . it’s never happened before. Not that I’m aware of.” 

“Fuck.” Connor started mashing the button again. “This is like . . . my 

worst . . . fuck.” 



Mel just leaned back into the corner, trying to think. He pulled his cell 

phone out of his pocket, knowing before he even looked that he would have 

no service. 

“Shouldn’t this thing have an emergency phone?” Connor too 

checked his phone and obviously had no bars. Panic was quickly creeping 

into his voice, and as much as the guy annoyed him, Mel felt sorry for him. 

This was one of those nightmare scenarios that would make most people 

lose their cool, and Connor seemed genuinely freaked out. 

Connor started yelling and hitting the sides of the tiny room. “Help! 

Can anyone hear us!” 

Mel joined in, just in case, but he had been living in the building for a 

little while and knew the layout and at least a little something about the 

other tenants. His heart sank even as he was slapping his hands against 

the elevator walls. 

“Why isn’t anyone coming?” Connor said, his voice taking on just a 

hint of a whine. “This is New York, it never sleeps, right? Like the song?” 

“Well . . . ”  

Connor whipped his head around and his eyes were wild. “Well what? 

Well what?” 

“The third floor is being renovated and the apartments are empty. On 

the second floor is old Mr. Reynolds, who is seventy-five and almost deaf, 

and Rachel and her little boy are in the other apartment. She’s a nurse, and 

there’s a good chance she’s on-call right now. Or sleeping. I don’t know if 

they’d even hear us down there. This building is solid brick. There are two 

tenants on the ground floor, but I doubt they can hear us either. We can 

keep yelling or—”  

Connor started yelling again as if that was his cue. Mel joined him, 

more to seem like a team player than with any misguided notion that it was 

going to attract any attention.  



Finally, Connor stopped, and with one last slap against the wall, so 

did Mel. 

 

  



 

Chapter Four 

 

Connor was struggling to keep his claustrophobia in check. Logically, 

he knew that they weren’t going to run out of oxygen, that the likelihood of 

plummeting to their death was low, and that Mel was probably not a 

murderous demon like in that M. Night Shyamalan movie.  

But . . . trapped . . . in an elevator . . . in a very old building . . .  

He looked up and saw that Mel was watching him, an expression of 

kind concern on his face. 

“I wish we had spoons,” Mel said. 

“Spoons? Do they make the elevator start back up? Is there a trick?” 

“No.” Mel held up his plastic bag from the bodega. “I’m just hungry.” 

Connor was forced to smile, and then his shoulders shook a little 

before he burst into full laughter. 

“Well, hey, I’ve got this.” Connor dug into the pocket of his leather 

jacket and pulled out a Swiss Army knife. “It’s got a little fork. Not perfect, 

but should do the trick. Want to try it?” 

“Oh, god, yes. I’m starving.” 

Connor flicked the fork open and then watched as Mel slid to the 

floor, tore the plastic band off the ice cream, and took the tool. 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you.” Ice cream was inserted into Mel’s 

mouth at various points during his expression of gratitude. 

“Wow . . . you were telling the truth. You’re hungry.” 

Mel looked up at him from the floor, with just a touch of ice cream on 

the corner of his mouth, and smiled. It was a beautiful smile, where his 



eyes crinkled at the edges and the balls of his cheeks rose up. Connor felt 

like he was given a rare gift. 

“Here, sit, we can share the fork.” Mel pointed to Connor’s bag of ice 

cream. 

“You don’t mind?” 

“If you’re sick, I’m going to catch whatever you have from breathing 

the elevator air anyway.” 

“Good point.” Connor joined him on the floor and opened his own pint 

of ice cream. 

Connor took the moment of ice cream-filled silence to look around the 

tiny space. The elevator walls were covered in flocked velvet wallpaper, 

which looked like it could have been original. It was worn but still had quite 

a bit of glamour. The black buttons also looked like they could have been 

original Bakelite. The carpet, however, was commercial gray and looked 

new. Connor rubbed his left palm across it. It was stiff. At least they weren’t 

sitting on eighty years’ worth of filth. Small mercies. 

To Connor’s surprise, Mel started asking questions, like about where 

he moved from. Connor could tell that he was just being nice, and possibly 

trying to distract them both from their predicament, but that was fine with 

Connor. When he was able to tamp down his anxiety a bit, he felt a little 

thrill that he was finally talking to the mystery neighbor. 

“I was born and raised outside of Philly, about two hours from here,” 

he explained to Mel. “Kind of a working class neighborhood, but really 

friendly people, you know? Whenever I head home to see my folks, I run 

into buddies that I went to high school with, and they are all still really great 

guys. Everyone’s got families and white picket fences now. Except me.” 

“What do your parents do?” 

“Dad is a construction contractor. Has a small company. Mom is a 

middle-school English teacher. Normal, boring stuff.” 



Mel smiled again, and Connor noticed that his brown eyes had flecks 

of gold in them. “That sounds nice, actually. I was raised in Manhattan, and 

while I wouldn’t change that for anything, every once in a while I wonder 

what it would be like to have grown up in a ‘burb, riding my bike, playing in 

the backyard.” 

“What do your folks do?”  

“One dad is an attorney, the other was a stay-at-home dad, but now 

is involved in charity work. Kind of a stereotype.” 

Gears turned in Connor’s head, and he realized quickly that they 

must have been alpha and omega. What did that make Mel? Connor didn’t 

want to be rude and ask, but his curiosity was killing him. 

“And what do you do?” 

“Law librarian. At my dad’s firm. You?” 

“Uh, singer. I’m in a band. You might have heard our stuff on the 

radio. Ultimate Outlaw?” 

“Hm . . . I don’t really listen to the radio. I guess I’m not really a music 

person. I’m assuming rock music?” 

Even though Connor was far from being a true rock star, and his 

band had only recently been getting air play, they were pretty hot. In fact, 

he and his bandmates were currently on the cover of Alternative Press. He 

didn’t take offense at not being recognized, but Connor couldn’t understand 

how someone could be “not really a music person.” Music was his world. 

“Yeah, rock. So you don’t listen to anything?” 

Mel shifted uncomfortably. “Well, sure. I hear stuff. My dads are into 

old stuff like Tony Bennet, so I like that. And there’s that one Lady Gaga 

song that’s pretty good.” 

“Oh yeah? Which one?” 



Mel got a bit of a deer in the headlights look, and hummed something 

unrecognizable. 

“Yeah, she’s good,” Connor said, trying not to laugh. He found it 

adorable. 

“I suppose you just listen to rock and roll?” Mel said, defensively. 

“Not at all. I was raised on classic rock. Dylan and Springsteen, so I 

love that stuff, and then got hooked on pop-punk when I was about thirteen. 

Alkaline Trio, Green Day. That led me to the Clash and Ramones in high 

school. But I also love Dolly Parton and Patsy Cline. And I’m a big Bach 

fan. Believe it or not, it inspires me when I’m writing lyrics. And then there’s 

world music. Reggae. Chanting monks. I love all of it, honestly. If someone 

can express themselves with an instrument, I appreciate that.” 

Mel nodded thoughtfully. Connor made an immediate decision to 

make him a mix CD, with a little bit of everything on it. He wondered if it 

would be too arrogant to put an Ultimate Outlaw song on there. 

The conversation then turned to favorite authors and movies, and the 

next time Connor looked at his watched, two hours had gone by. It was just 

after midnight. 

“I shouldn’t have eaten all of that,” Mel said, out of the blue.  

Connor looked to where Mel indicated, and saw the empty ice cream 

carton. Connor’s own leftover ice cream had melted a while back. 

“The whole thing, huh? That is impressive.” 

Mel sighed. “Yeah. Well. I’m pregnant. That’s my excuse.” 

So he’s an omega. 

“Oh, wow. I mean, congratulations. I couldn’t even tell.” 

“Believe me,” Mel said, rubbing his belly over the tee shirt, “When I’m 

naked, you can tell.” 



Connor was appalled when he felt a stirring in his groin. He had never 

admitted it out loud, but he had a thing for pregnant men. There was a 

softness and succulence to them that he found incredibly erotic. It didn’t 

hurt that Mel was very attractive, slender and with an alabaster complexion 

that made a beautiful contrast against his almost-black hair. He reminded 

Connor of Keanu Reeves, but perhaps a little more intellectual looking with 

his tortoiseshell glasses. 

“How far along?” 

“About sixteen weeks.” 

“That’s really cool. I love kids.” 

“Yeah? For some reason, I find that surprising.” 

Connor smirked. “Why? Because I dress like a teenage vampire? 

Kids are the best. So honest and funny.” 

Connor decided to throw caution and courtesy to the wind and 

inquired about the alpha-father and any future wedding plans. To his 

surprise, Mel started talking. The entire story was short and definitely not 

sweet. 

“And you haven’t heard from him at all? What a dick.” It came out 

more passionately than intended, but Mel seemed amused. 

“I know, right? But now I don’t think I even want him in our lives. How 

could I trust him after this, you know? If he ran from this . . . ” He put his 

hands over his belly protectively. 

Connor thought he might now know why Mel had been avoiding him 

before. How could he trust anyone after that? 

“He sounds like a nitwit. I mean, I know we barely know each other, 

but in my limited experience, you kind of seem like the complete package.” 

Mel turned to him, his expression softening for the first time that night. 

“Really?” 



“Well, yeah. You’re gorgeous,” he said, ticking it off on his finger, 

“you’re obviously smart, you’re fun to talk to, you’ve got a job, and now 

you’re making a baby. I’m no alpha, but even to me, that sounds like the 

dream.” 

Mel was quiet, and Connor wondered if he had offended or upset 

him, and wanted to kick himself. Like being stranded in an elevator wasn’t 

awkward and stressful enough. 

“I’m sor—” Connor began, but was interrupted by the surprise 

development of Mel planting a kiss on his lips. 

It was just a simple kiss, no tongue, and over in less than a second, 

but it was far from passionless. Mel pulled back and kept his eyes on 

Connor’s, not speaking for a second as if gauging his reaction. 

Connor swallowed hard, and then went in for more. 

This time, it lasted longer, but was still innocent and sweet, their lips 

touching lightly as if introducing themselves to each other. Connor broke 

the stillness first, slightly opening his mouth and brushing his bottom lip 

against Mel’s before lightly capturing it. He heard the softest sigh from deep 

inside Mel, and took it as a good sign. His tongue peeked out and swiped 

softly at Mel’s lips, tasting the vanilla from his ice cream. 

“You taste good,” he whispered. 

“You too,” Mel whispered back. 

Mel reached up and ran his fingers through Connor’s hair, brushing it 

from his face, and Connor felt a delicious shiver run through his body.  

“We’ve probably got a few hours to kill,” Mel said and gave him a 

playful little smirk. 

Connor didn’t want to jump to conclusions, but that sounded like an 

invitation. 

“You mean . . . ?” 



“Mm-hm.” And just in case Connor wasn’t absolutely certain at that 

point, he was when Mel’s hand dropped to his thigh and slowly stroked its 

way up toward the growing mound in his jeans. 

Despite being a borderline rock star, Connor was not the kind to 

sleep around. His band had its share of groupies, male and female, and 

many of them were very beautiful. But Connor was looking for a deeper 

connection. Was this it? Or were they just taking comfort in each other 

while stuck thirty feet up in the air in an elevator shaft?  

Connor forced his inner voice to shut up as he leaned into Mel again. 

This time, the kiss wasn’t so innocent. Connor’s lips and tongue explored 

Mel’s, and Mel sucked on Connor’s tongue in a way that was highly 

suggestive of oral sex. Connor felt his semi-hard cock turn almost painfully 

rigid, and he moaned into Mel’s mouth. 

They were still sitting side by side in the elevator, but in between 

kisses, Connor pulled off his leather jacket and spread it on the floor of the 

compartment. He gently pushed Mel onto his back, and then bent over him 

and looked into his eyes. He could see Mel’s chest rising and falling 

quickly, his breath silent but panting ever so slightly, his lips held open just 

a bit. 

Connor  moved almost shyly, putting his hand on Mel’s hip and then 

slowly edging it up so that it slipped under the soft cotton hem of his shirt. 

His fingers brushed against smooth, warm skin before working their way 

up, pulling the shirt up with them. Mel’s breathing hitched as Connor found 

his ribs, and then he gasped when Connor found and lightly stroked a 

nipple. Connor politely ignored the erection he saw forming under Mel’s 

sweatpants, but was thrilled that he was getting such a strong reaction from 

just these tender touches. He bent down and kissed the spot just below 

Mel’s belly button, his lips grazing the softest trail of hair. 

As his lips worked their way back up to Mel’s mouth, he noticed and 

enjoyed the very subtle roundness to Mel’s form. If he hadn’t known about 

the pregnancy, he might have just thought Mel was a little chubby, but the 



small belly was firm and warm. Connor wanted to spend more time stroking 

and kissing it but was worried that would freak Mel out.  

Their lips met again, and now Connor’s kiss was more insistent and 

hungry. His own cock was hard as a rock now. Mel responded with the 

same hunger and made tiny little whimpers of passion that only aroused 

him further. 

When Connor thought he couldn’t take the agonizing delay of 

pleasure any longer, he pulled back from Mel and looked into his eyes—

beautiful eyes that seemed to glow from within. 

“Tell me what you want, Mel.” 

 

  



 

Chapter Five 

 

Mel’s hands had been on Connor’s shoulders, holding him as they 

kissed, and now they dropped down his chest. Connor asked what he 

wanted, and Mel’s thoughts raced. He decided it was no time to be timid. 

“This,” he whispered and placed his hand against the erection that 

was prominent in those tight black jeans. 

Connor grinned and growled, and Mel loved how eager he was. The 

smile did not slip as Connor began to undress Mel. The tiny room was 

starting to get warm, anyway, from the body heat being contained in such a 

small space. He was glad to be freed from his clothing. And the way that 

Connor oohed and ahhed over every inch of him was appreciated. His 

changing body could be a source of angst. 

“You’ve got the softest skin,” Connor said reverentially. “And this is so 

gorgeous.” Connor ran his hands over Mel’s belly as he untied the string of 

his sweats. Intentional or not, his hands brushed against Mel’s engorged 

dick as they worked, and Mel found himself biting his lip in anticipation. Mel 

reached up and started to unbutton Connor’s jeans. 

Before he could finish, though, Connor had Mel’s sweatpants off and 

got between his legs 

“I’ve been dying to taste you,” he whispered huskily, before dipping 

his head down and swiping his tongue against the ridge beneath Mel’s 

cock-head. Mel felt his body jerk in response. The hot, velvety feeling 

moved slowly along the entire length of his shaft, caressing his sac before 

moving up to the head again and dipping into his slit. The pregnancy 

hormones had made Mel’s entire body sensitive to every touch, and he 

could only gasp with every sensation. 



“Mmm, god, your pre-cum tastes like melted butter,” Connor 

whispered again. He pushed Mel’s legs up, and then his lips and tongue 

moved, down, down, down, until Mel felt him licking the crack of his ass. 

“So good,” he whispered, and Mel felt his tongue exploring his 

entrance softly. His body felt like it was blooming with every stroke of 

Connor’s expert tongue, and he could hear himself whimpering with need. 

Mel could tell that Connor was aching with desire, as well, and when 

he pulled himself up and gave Mel that look—need and longing making his 

eyes bright—Mel didn’t need to think twice. 

“Fuck me,” he said softly. 

“You sure?” Connor asked, but didn’t wait to start yanking down his 

tight jeans. 

“Just . . . yes . . . I’ve never been more sure. Fuck me, Connor.”  

Connor didn’t even take his jeans off all the way, just got them to his 

knees before lining himself up against Mel’s body. Mel felt the firm and 

smooth head of Connor’s cock brush against his now-wet hole, and then 

the gentle pressure of his new lover pushing into him. Mel’s body opened 

up to him, and Connor slid in slowly until his groin hit the fleshiness of Mel’s 

ass cheeks. He found Mel’s mouth again and kissed him, sensually and 

deeply, their tongues intertwining and dancing. Mel could taste his own 

earthy flavor on Connor’s tongue. 

Connor moved slowly, almost fearfully, and Mel knew why. He was 

worried about hurting him due to the pregnancy, but Mel knew better. He 

pulled his mouth away from Connor’s. 

“Hard. Fuck me hard. Hard,” was all he could breathe out before 

finding Connor’s mouth again as if his life depended on it. 

Connor didn’t need to be asked twice. He shifted his body so that his 

feet were against the elevator wall, trying to get the leverage he needed to 

fuck him as hard as he begged for. 



“Get up, darlin’,” he said, his voice containing just a hint of 

desperation. Connor helped him flip over so that he was on his hands and 

knees. He inhaled sharply, looking at the gorgeous site before him, a 

beautiful omega man willingly giving himself to him. Within seconds, he 

was buried again inside Mel and began to thrust again, deeply and 

confidently, and causing Mel to grunt. Connor was stroking him on the 

inside in that perfect spot, and soon Mel was gasping with need. 

“I think . . . I’m going to . . . ” 

“Oh, I want to feel you cum, please,” Connor begged. “Cum with me 

inside you. Cum on my cock. Please.” He reached down in front of Mel’s 

hips and grabbed his cock in his fist. “Cum for me, darlin’.”  

Mel felt himself throb against the pressure of Connor’s grasp, and 

within seconds his orgasm pulsed through him like a brilliant explosion, 

causing his arms to quiver until every last drop of cum was spilled onto the 

elevator carpet. 

Connor let go of Mel’s spent cock and gripped his ass hard as he 

began to unload inside of him. It was a surprisingly loud noise that he 

made, animalistic, and his body smacked into Mel’s one last time before he 

fell forward, catching himself on the handrail against the elevator wall. He 

finally allowed himself to slide down to the floor next to Mel, and they both 

panted together for a few minutes.  

Connor finally spoke. “That was intense. It’s been a while for me.” 

“Really? I just figured, you know, a rock star . . . ” 

He laughed softly. “Not quite yet. But even so, I’ve never been one for 

the groupies. I prefer something a little more substantial.” 

“Like fucking someone you get stranded in an elevator with?” 

Connor turned to him with a grin. “Exactly.” He turned to his side and 

got up on one elbow, so he could look down at Mel. He stroked his naked 

body lightly. “It’s not exactly like me to do this. But . . . is it stupid and cliché 

to say I had a good feeling about you?” 



Mel shook his head. “No. I have the same feeling. You’re different 

from . . . well, different from other guys, let’s just say that.” 

“Different from your ex?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll take that as a positive thing.” 

Connor lay back down next to Mel and pulled him close. His hand 

drifted down to the slightly rounded belly, and he stretched his fingers over 

it. “I can feel your pulse,” he whispered. 

“Sometimes I can feel the baby move,” Mel said. “But I think it will be 

about another month before anyone else can.” 

“Really? That must be so cool. I’ve always wanted . . . well, I’ve often 

thought that I would enjoy having children some day. It must be such a 

special feeling to know that you’ve created life.” He yawned. 

Mel turned slightly to look at him. His eyes were closed. After what 

Mel had been through with Jaxon, it was nice to hear that not all men were 

baby-phobic. He nuzzled into the warmth of Connor’s body and allowed his 

eyes to close as well. 

*** 

A noise that sounded like a wrench against a pipe startled them 

awake. They both sat up immediately and stared at the other. When the 

sound occurred again, Connor jumped to his feet and yanked up his jeans. 

“Hello?” he yelled. 

“Is someone up there?” called a feminine voice. 

“It’s Rachel!” Mel said. “From the second floor!” 

“Yeah! We’re stuck!” 

“Is that the fourth floor guys?” she called back up. 

“Yeah, Rachel, it’s us!” Mel yelled. 



She made sure no one was hurt and then told them she’d call for 

help. Mel got dressed as quickly as possible. He looked down guiltily at the 

now-dried stain that he knew was his own semen and made a mental note 

to come back later with a bucket of hot water and soap. 

“You okay?” Connor asked him, putting his arm around him and 

giving him a warm squeeze. His eyes were a little puffy and there was a 

pattern on his face from the elevator carpet. 

“I’m great. You?” 

Connor nodded, a big smile forming on his face. “Awesome.” 

It was already four in the morning, and it took about another forty-five 

minutes for the elevator repair technician to get them down. An EMT team 

was waiting to make sure they were okay, but besides needing to pee 

pretty bad, the men were fine. Rachel was heading to drop off her little boy 

at the sitter before starting her shift at the hospital when she realized the 

elevator was broken. The loud banging was just her being really pissed that 

she was going to have to take the stairs with a two-year-old in a stroller. 

“Good thing I’ve got that temper, huh?” she said jokingly before 

heading out the door. 

Soon it was just Mel and Connor standing alone in the lobby of the 

building. The sun hadn’t risen yet, but outside the front door, they saw 

people rushing by on their way to early jobs, bundled up against the 

morning cold. 

“Are you going to go to work today?” Connor asked. 

“I think that I deserve a sick day. I got a crick in my neck from 

sleeping on the floor.” 

Connor laughed. “Me too. Do you want to . . . sleep at my place?” 

Mel smiled. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think I need my own 

bed. Plus I’ve got this weird pregnancy pillow that helps me not feel like a 

complete whale, so  . . . ” 



“Oh. Okay. Yeah. I think I’m just going to crash, too.” Connor tried to 

hide his disappointment, but Mel heard it in his voice. 

“But . . . what about a late lunch? I’m in the mood for some really 

spicy food. Chinatown?” 

Connor’s face lit up. “Sounds great. Come by my place when you’re 

ready.” 

The two walked up the stairs together, joking about how they might 

not ever take the elevator again, and then gave each other a polite but 

sweet kiss before heading to their respective apartments. 

 

 

 

  



 

Chapter Six 

 

Connor hadn’t been able to sleep at all. He wanted to blame the fact 

that it was too bright out, and that his neck hurt, and the adrenaline from 

being trapped in the elevator was still coursing through his veins. But he 

knew that really that he just couldn’t stop thinking about Mel. 

When he first got home, his cat rubbed against his legs, meowing 

plaintively as if she was starving. 

“Anne Bonny, you haven’t even missed one meal, sweet girl,” he 

said, scooping her up and caressing her before digging out one of her 

favorite treats.  

And now, several hours later, she was lying on his chest, purring 

loudly, while he still stared up at the ceiling, thinking about the omega man 

that had captivated him so thoroughly. 

What was it about him? 

He was hot, of course, sure. He was lithe and delicate in a way that 

had captivated artists for a thousand years. His skin was like porcelain and 

his eyes were massive and liquid and he always looked deep in thought. 

Yes, those were the things that had intrigued Connor to begin with, 

when he had innocently watched his neighbor from afar. And—Connor 

blushed when he recalled their lewd scene in the elevator—the sex was 

great. But there was so much more to him than that. 

Connor thought back to the night before, when he’d almost climbed 

the walls in terror when they realized they were stuck. It was like Mel 

sensed his fear and couldn’t help his compassionate reaction. Lately, it felt 

like people were only nice to Connor when they wanted something: an 

autograph, free concert tickets, to give a blow job to a celebrity. But Mel 

had given freely, without being asked. 



Connor was more excited about his lunch date than he could 

remember being in a while. 

By the time Mel knocked on his door, Connor had been ready for a 

while, and was struggling to distract himself with a sitcom rerun. He jumped 

out of his chair but then tried to act nonchalant. 

“Perfect timing,” he said with a smile as he opened the door. Mel 

stood there in a chunky black sweater, jeans, and that adorable red-striped 

scarf. 

“I hope you’re hungry because there’s nothing more humiliating than 

being pregnant and being the only one at the table who’s eating.” 

“No worries, darlin’. I’ve been dreaming about soup dumplings.” 

“Oh, god, you’re a genius. I know the perfect place.” 

As they exited the building, Connor held his breath and reached for 

Mel’s hand. They headed to the subway station. 

The conversation was light and easy, and Connor marveled to 

himself over the difference one day had made. Yesterday, he was walking 

this same block, wondering about his handsome neighbor. Now they had 

been lovers, and maybe they would be again. Maybe, he thought, as he 

squeezed Mel’s hand, they would be more. 

Mel squeezed his hand back, and Connor’s heart leapt. 

Mel told Connor he was in for a treat as they headed toward 

Chinatown.  

“This place is a total tourist attraction, but you have to try them at 

least once,” he said. They took their styrofoam bowls to go and headed to 

the nearby park. The sun was shining and there was barely a breeze. It 

might have been the last good day to eat outside, they agreed, and sat next 

to each other on a bench near the playground. 

“What do you think?” Mel asked him, even as he shoved another 

dumpling into his mouth. 



“I think this may be one of the best things I’ve ever put in my mouth,” 

he said, with a rakish wink. 

Mel’s cheeks turned pink and he looked back at his soup with a grin.  

When they were finished, they stayed on the bench and watched kids 

playing in the park. It was just about the time when moms and babysitters 

were making afterschool pickups and bringing them to the park to run off 

steam. Connor thought that he had never laughed so hard. The kids were 

hilarious. One little boy stood at the top of the jungle gym, flexed his 

muscles, and roared, “Feel my raft!” A few minutes later, a tween girl was 

heard complaining to her friend, “If you’re going to be so Bella Swan-ish 

about this, then I won’t even have the sleepover!” 

“I never realized that playgrounds were so exciting,” Connor admitted. 

His arm was wrapped around Mel’s shoulders, and it felt like the most 

natural thing in the world. 

“I started coming after I found out I was pregnant,” Mel said. “I don’t 

have any siblings, no nieces or nephews, so . . . I just felt like I had no clue 

how kids behave.” 

“And has this helped?” 

“Well, the only thing I know for sure is that they are completely 

unpredictable, often hilarious, and sometimes disgusting.” 

Connor had to laugh.  

“You told me that you wanted a family some day. How do you see 

that working with you being a rock star?” 

“Well, assuming I do even become an actual rock star, I see myself 

traveling the world with my husband and kids in tow. Can you imagine that 

life for a child? Witnessing all of the world’s natural beauty, eating all of the 

amazing food, touring the amazing museums. And if and when my family 

gets tired of it, I’ll retire. As long as I’m in New York or LA, I can work as an 

engineer or at a label.”  



“I like that,” Mel said. “I especially like how you view the world as a 

beautiful place that you want to share. Not everyone feels that.” 

Connor simply nodded, but he wondered why Mel asked. He tried not 

to get his hopes up. 

“Listen, Connor,” Mel said. “What happened between us, I’m not 

sure . . . ” He paused, and Connor’s heart fell. “I’m not sure that it meant 

anything, and I don’t want you to feel like you need to stick around.” 

“I don’t feel I need to do anything,” Connor responded lightly. “I’m 

here for the good food and conversation.” 

Mel smiled. “But seriously. There’s no need to feel sorry for me or 

anything, because of . . . you know.” He rested his hand on his middle. 

Connor took a deep breath before responding. “You know, when I 

moved in back in August, I tried a few times to introduce myself to you—” 

“I know, I know,” Mel interrupted. “I was a dick.” 

“No, I never thought that. Well, maybe a little. But you’ve intrigued me 

from the beginning. And as silly as it sounds, I kind of feel like fate 

intervened with that elevator failure. I told you before, you’re the complete 

package: you’re handsome, you’re smart, you’re empathetic and warm. So 

even if the pregnancy was an issue, I’d still find you incredibly attractive.” 

Mel’s cheeks colored again. 

“And even that—” Connor said, stroking Mel’s cheek with a finger. 

“Fucking adorable how you blush. But . . . the pregnancy isn’t an issue. 

You’re hot, your body is gorgeous, and the thought of your 

body . . . blossoming . . . like that, is very exciting to me.” 

Connor felt his own face blush as soon as his true feelings came out. 

He thought for sure that Mel would call him a creepy pervert and run. 

“You really think so?” Mel’s voice was very soft. 



“I do. I know we just met, and I don’t want to rush into anything. But 

I’d love the chance to get to know you better, and if you can stand me, I’d 

love to, you know, help out, or whatever.” 

Mel chuckled. “You’re cute when you’re flustered.” 

The November sun was starting to go down, and the families were 

leaving the park. Connor hailed a cab since Mel’s feet were sore, and they 

headed back to their building. 

“Dare we risk it?” Connor asked, pointing to the elevator. 

“It’s probably running the best it has in years,” Mel said, and Connor 

conceded the point, pulling the brass gate open for him. 

They giggled nervously, but the ride was smooth. Connor leaned over 

and kissed Mel deeply. 

“I really like you,” he whispered. 

“I like you, too.” 

“Come over to my place. Meet my cat. Let me make you tea and rub 

your feet.” 

Mel nodded. “I’d like that.” 

Connor unlocked his door and invited his neighbor and new lover 

inside. He introduced the cat, who jumped right into Mel’s arms, and then 

stepped into the kitchen to make the tea. 

Alone in the kitchen, Connor stopped and slumped against the 

refrigerator. His cheeks hurt from smiling so hard, and his body was 

humming ever so slightly.  

After a few deep breaths, Connor moved again, going through the 

peaceful motions of making a cup of tea. He knew that he would keep 

being himself, and keep getting to know Mel, but he also knew that fate had 

already had a hand in this new relationship, and he couldn’t wait to see 

what it had in store for them next. 



 

  



Love in Stereo 2: Hard Rock 

 

  



 

Chapter One 

 

It was Thanksgiving Day, and an unexpected cold front brought a 

surprise snow flurry to New York City. The snow wouldn’t accumulate, of 

course, probably not until January, but the dancing snowflakes provided a 

festive backdrop to the holiday. 

Mel stood at a large picture window, holding a mug of hot apple cider 

in his hands. Behind him, a fire crackled in the fireplace. He felt almost 

overcome with happy memories. 

Mel had grown up in this apartment in the Upper West Side of 

Manhattan. It was in a prewar building, and was small by modern standards 

but beautiful, with twelve-foot ceilings and herringbone wood floors. His 

parents bought it right after they were married, combining all their savings 

plus generous gifts from both sets of parents, and it had served them very 

well through Mel’s childhood. Now, it was worth several million dollars but 

he knew his folks would never part with this little gem.  

His fathers had already set up the Christmas tree, a fluffy fir covered 

in ornaments and garlands. They used to make a day of it and go to a cut-

your-own tree farm in Westchester County. Now his parents went a more 

convenient route, but still got the most beautiful tree they could afford. As a 

boy, Mel would lie under the tree and stare up through the branches. His 

omega-dad was the expert tree decorator and knew to place ornaments 

deep within the boughs, and Mel made up stories about the figures that 

were hidden in there. A wooden clothespin nutcracker was a soldier who 

protected the glass Santa. A trumpeting angel was friends with Rudolph 

(with a battery-operated glowing nose) and a plastic Garfield (it had been 

Mel’s favorite cartoon). One year, while climbing out from under the tree, 

Mel accidentally knocked a treasured ornament off a branch, causing it to 

shatter. He watched his omega-dad sweep up the shards with tears in his 

eyes, because it had been a gift from his great-grandfather, but then his 



dad hugged him hard and told him that he was more important than “any 

old ornament.” 

Out the window to his right, Mel could see a corner of Central Park. It 

had been their family tradition to go ice skating after the Thanksgiving 

meal, every year until he went off to college. Their family photo albums 

were filled with pictures of all three of them, one dad on either side of a 

clumsy but grinning Mel, struggling to stay upright on skates.  

His parents were well-off, obviously, and they had sheltered their son. 

He hadn’t realized until he started volunteering during his junior year of 

high school that his upbringing was quite privileged. However, while Mel 

had never wanted for anything, his parents worked to make sure their son 

wasn’t spoiled. The focus of the holidays had always been family, not 

presents, and for that, Mel was grateful. Whenever the air turned crisp, a 

warm feeling spread inside him, knowing that soon he’d be celebrating the 

holidays with his two fathers. 

Despite the joy of these memories, Mel felt a pang. He caressed his 

belly, hidden beneath a thick oversized sweater, and wondered if he would 

be able to provide the same happiness for his coming child, without a 

partner. He wondered if ice skating would be as fun with only one father 

keeping the child upright. Could one dad cut down a Christmas tree by 

himself? 

“Penny for your thoughts.” 

Mel jumped and dropped his hand. His parents didn’t know he was 

pregnant yet. 

“Hey, Dad. Just enjoying the view and reminiscing.” 

His omega-dad, Karl, stood next to him. “Every time I look out this 

window, I thank our lucky stars that your dad and I were able to afford this 

old place. We had to live on beans for a few months, but it was worth it. 

Don’t you think?”  

“I do. I love this place.” 



“Do you remember the Saunders, who used to live on the second 

floor? They had the girl that was a year older than you? They moved to a 

newer building last year, and they keep emailing us and telling us we’d love 

it. Bigger kitchens and bathrooms, better heating and cooling. And I tell 

them, not in a million years.” 

Mel just smiled and then followed Karl back into the kitchen to help 

prepare the meal. His alpha-father, Gregory, was rolling out his famous pie 

crust, and they all caught up and shared jokes as they worked together.  

Mel had to ask himself, Am I making a mistake, having this child on 

my own? 

*** 

Connor sat in a recliner in the living room of his parents’ place. His 

dad insisted on watching football, and while Connor had never been much 

of a fan, he valued the time spent sitting side by side with his father. His 

mom and sister both loved to cook and never let the boys into the kitchen 

on Thanksgiving. It was stereotypical, for sure, but it worked for his folks 

and he had no reason to complain. 

“So what’s new, bud?” his dad asked, without taking his eyes off the 

TV. His parents lived about two hours away from New York City in a suburb 

of Philadelphia, so there was always news to exchange whenever they got 

together.  

“Not a whole lot. Did Mom show you the magazine cover?” Connor’s 

up and coming rock band was featured in Alternative Press. 

“Sure did. I’m proud of you boys. Lots of hard work to get where you 

are.” 

“Thanks, Dad.” Connor was warmed by the compliment. His father 

hadn’t always understood Connor’s goals and desires, but he had 

supported him without a doubt.  

“Dating anyone?” 



Connor’s mind had been on Mel all day. They had only been dating 

for a few weeks now, but they had been wonderful weeks. He wondered if it 

was too early to tell his parents about him. 

“There’s a guy, yeah. It’s still early, though.” 

“That’s great, Con!” his dad said. Connor could tell his dad was 

surprised to hear it, and it was the one thing that had finally pulled his eyes 

away from the screen. “Hey, Susie? Did Connor tell you he’s seeing 

someone?” 

His mom ducked her head into the room. “You’ve got a boyfriend, 

Connor?” 

“It’s—yeah, I guess he’s my boyfriend. We just started dating though. 

Don’t get too excited.” 

She was wiping her hands on a dish towel as she came into the 

room. “Of course I’m excited! Tell me more. Where’d you meet him?” 

Soon his younger sister, Corina, joined his audience, and they were 

all asking questions. 

“His name is Mel. He’s my age. He’s a librarian. And I met him 

because he lives across the hall from me.” 

“Is he hot?” asked Corina, and their mom swatted her with the dish 

towel. 

“I think so,” said Connor with a wink. 

“Librarian, huh?” he dad said. “A smarty-pants. You better start 

reading some books.” 

“Have you met his parents? Are they nice? What do they do? Do you 

think it’s serious?” 

The questions came fast and curious, and Connor wondered if he 

should be telling them so much so soon. He and Mel had agreed to take 

things slowly. One of the first things that Mel had told him when they met 



was that he was pregnant, and both of them wanted to make sure that they 

were dating for the right reasons: to get to know each other in the same 

way they would if there wasn’t a baby in the near-future.  

“Calm down, guys. It’s . . . new, like I said. We’re taking things slow. 

It’s not really . . . serious right now. There are . . . complications.” 

“Complications?” All three said it at once, and Connor mentally kicked 

himself for saying the wrong thing. He sighed. 

“He’s . . . Mel’s an omega. He’s pregnant. Before I even met him, he 

was in a relationship with an alpha. When the alpha found out  Mel was 

going to have a baby, he took off.” 

His folks were now silent. He knew that they were familiar with alphas 

and omegas, but they’d always thought they were kind of weird. The looks 

on their faces now seemed to indicate that was still the opinion. 

“We’re just seeing if we like each other. It’s almost like we’re 

pretending there isn’t a baby right now, so that our feelings aren’t swayed 

by that. If that makes any sense.” 

“But there is a baby,” his mom said finally. “You won’t be able to 

pretend for much longer.” 

“Son, taking on another man’s child . . . that’s a huge deal. It’s not 

your responsibility. And the alphas and omegas are a little . . . different.” 

His father looked worried. And stubborn. 

“I know it’s not my responsibility,” Connor said, his voice coming out 

higher than he wanted. “But I like Mel. We’re just having fun. That’s all. 

Nothing . . . nothing serious, okay? Just forget I mentioned it.” He turned 

back to the football game with a huff. 

The silence was heavy, until his little sister spoke up. “I’m happy for 

you, Condor,” she said, using her childhood nickname for him. “If you like 

him, he must be awesome. And I think if it does work out, it would be a lot 

of fun to have a little one around here. A little nibbling to play with!” She sat 

on the arm of his recliner and gave him a squeeze. 



“Thanks, Corina,” he said, but his parents’ reaction had already 

dampened his mood. He was still pissed at himself for even bringing it up at 

all. He hoped that Mel was having a better time in Manhattan. Today was 

the day he planned on telling his parents that he was pregnant. 

*** 

 “Dad, as always, your pies are the best. You should enter a contest.” 

The big meal over, Mel’s family was relaxing at the table with coffee and 

dessert. 

“He did, actually,” Karl said with no small amount of pride. “At the 

firm. They held a bake-off, and Gregory won first place for his blueberry 

torte.” 

Gregory simply nodded humbly. He was a force to be reckoned with 

in the courtroom and boardroom, but at home, he was the strong and silent 

type. 

“Is there any vanilla ice cream left?” Mel asked, as he helped himself 

to his second serving of apple pie. 

“Of course, my love,” Karl said, hopping up to get it. 

“Something wrong, son?” Gregory asked. “You don’t usually eat so 

much, and, I hope this doesn’t upset you, but you’ve put on a few pounds 

since the last time we saw you. It reminds me of your freshman fifteen, 

when you were so stressed out that first year of college. Is it work?” 

Mel cringed to hear that he was looking fat. He could justify to himself 

that he was eating for two all he wanted, but he was still conscientious 

about putting on too much weight. And he also was reminded that he 

couldn’t hide the pregnancy much longer. He was approaching twenty 

weeks. 

The problem was, Mel knew that his parents would want to know who 

the alpha-father was. They weren’t even aware that Mel had been seeing 

anyone. Mel had agreed to keep his relationship with the baby’s father on 

the down-low for a year, because they were afraid it might impact the 



father’s job. He was an attorney at the law firm where Mel was a librarian—

the same law firm where Mel’s father Gregory was a founding partner. 

When Mel told the alpha that he was pregnant, the guy took off. Mel hadn’t 

heard from him for almost four months now. It was heartbreaking and 

humiliating. And Mel didn’t want to have that conversation with his fathers. 

“I’m fine, Dad. Just hungry.” 

Karl came back in with the ice cream and a scoop. “Are you giving 

your son a hard time, Gregory?” he scolded.  

“Not at all. I just commented that he’d put on some weight, and I 

wanted to make sure he is feeling okay.” 

“Leave him alone. He’s perfect.” Karl smiled at his son, his pride and 

joy.  

Mel took a much smaller scoop of ice cream than he had originally 

planned, and as he watched it melt on the warm pie, he steeled his resolve. 

“There is something, actually,” he said, and without taking his eyes off 

his plate, he told his parents that he was expecting. 

They greeted his announcement with joy. Mel expected that. He also 

expected the ensuing question. 

“We didn’t even realize you were seeing anyone!” Karl exclaimed. 

“When do we get to meet the lucky alpha? Are there wedding plans?” 

Gregory asked. 

“Um, I don’t know.” 

“What—what do you mean, you don’t know?” Karl’s voice sounded 

borderline-panicky. “Certainly, you’re going to get married, I mean, you 

need to get married.” 

“No, I meant, I’m not sure when you’ll meet him,” Mel said, and 

immediately regretted it. “Soon, though. I’ll bring him around soon. Maybe 

Christmas?” 



The rest of the afternoon was spent talking about baby names, baby 

products, and memories of Mel as a baby. He put on a happy face and tried 

to enjoy the conversation, but either the two slices of pie weren’t settling 

well in his gut, or he was feeling incredibly guilty about lying to his folks. 

 

  



 

Chapter Two 

 

The shower stall was filled with steam. Mel stood with his back 

against the tile wall, hot water splashing against his head and chest and 

dripping down his body. He made a mental note to ask Connor where he’d 

purchased that fantastic shower head. But now wasn’t a good time.  

Connor was on his knees in front of him. 

Mel had come home from his parents’ place all stressed out. He 

hated lying to them, and he hated not knowing if he was making a mistake 

by having a child on his own. And his parents had tried to set up dinner 

plans to meet the lucky alpha. Mel didn’t have the courage to tell them that 

the “lucky alpha” was out on the other coast, likely never to be heard from 

again.  

When he knocked on Connor’s door, Connor didn’t seem to be in a 

great mood, either, but he wouldn’t say what was wrong, just that it was 

“typical holiday stress,” whatever that meant. 

“Can I use that awesome shower of yours? The shower head always 

works the kinks out of my neck.” Mel asked. “We could even take one 

together?” 

That’s where they were now, and Connor was apparently very 

committed to helping Mel relax. Connor had a way of sucking cock that was 

simply magical. He paid attention to every inch, gently holding the sac in 

his left hand while sliding his right fist up and down the shaft, as his tongue 

flicked expertly against the head.  

Before Connor, Mel had only ever been with alphas. Connor wasn’t 

an alpha, just a normal man, and it was a nice surprise. Maybe it had just 

been Mel’s bad luck, but the alphas he’d been with didn’t like to give 

blowjobs. When he’d asked a boyfriend about it once in the past, he just 

shrugged and said, “That’s an omega thing.” That seemed to be the way 



they all felt. But Connor took delight in it, savoring his boyfriend’s hardness 

like it was a delicacy. 

Mel looked down over the small bump of his stomach and Connor 

was looking up at him. It was an incredibly erotic sight. His lips were 

already plump and pink from his efforts, and every time he reached the 

head of Mel’s dick, he sucked at it for a second. Mel’s breath was coming 

out in sharp hisses; he was having a hard time holding back. 

Connor didn’t seem to want him to. He reached in between Mel’s legs 

and stroked a finger along his crack. Insistent, he worked it in a millimeter 

at a time, until he reached that sensitive puckered place, causing Mel’s 

breath to shudder. 

Mel grabbed Connor’s wet hair and held it in his fists, in case he 

needed to stop him quickly. Connor let Mel’s cock bob out of his mouth, just 

long enough to say, “Let me. I want to taste your cum.” Then he put his 

luscious lips back around Mel’s throbbing erection. 

His finger had penetrated Mel’s hole by now, and was searching for 

that sweet spot, that small bump inside that would send him crashing over 

the edge. There it is, there it is, Mel thought to himself. His orgasm built up 

quickly, a wickedly erotic sensation, and he gave himself up to it, like an 

intense thirst being immediately quenched by a deluge of pleasure. Mel’s 

knees shook as he spilled his seed into Connor’s waiting mouth. 

When Mel’s body stopped quaking, he slid down the tile so that he 

was sitting on the shower floor, face to face with his lover. Connor’s lips 

were, indeed, bright red now, and Mel swiped a gentle thumb across them. 

“I needed that so badly,” he said. 

Connor smiled. “I know.” 

The water still poured over them until it started to get cool, and then 

they helped each other up and out. 

*** 



“So, tell me, how did it go?” Connor asked. They were naked and 

draped over each other on Connor’s couch, a green velvet vintage thing 

that he fell in love with when he first moved to New York. Connor’s one-

eyed cat was nearby, purring. “How did they take the news?” 

Mel couldn’t look at him, so he kept his eyes on the TV. It was still 

Thanksgiving Day, and the annual Christmas movie marathons had begun. 

“It went well. They’re thrilled about the pregnancy. I think they’ve always 

hoped I’d give them grandchildren.” 

“That’s good, right? Better than you thought it would go.” 

“It is, yeah.” He turned and smiled at his boyfriend. “It’s going to be 

great.” 

  



 

Chapter Three 

 

One of the first things Connor had done when he moved to NYC was 

go shopping and send home souvenirs and weird little gifts to his family 

and friends back in Pennsylvania. He had been looking forward to 

Christmas shopping for months. 

“I’ve never met a man who actually enjoys Christmas shopping,” Mel 

told him as they got dressed to head out. “It’s going to be a zoo out there, 

you know that, right?” 

“Oh, stop being a scrooge. I just love picking out all the perfect little 

things to give to my family. And it’s so much more fun in New York. The 

best store we have back home is Target. Did I tell you about the vintage 

clothing shop next door to the recording studio? I want to find Corina an old 

suede jacket. She’d lose her mind.” He wrapped Mel’s red-striped scarf 

around his neck and then planted a soft, sweet kiss on his lips. “Thank you 

for doing this with me.” 

“Of course. I’d do it even if you hadn’t promised to take me out for 

Mexican hot chocolate after.” 

Connor had waited for an excruciating week after Thanksgiving to 

start shopping, hoping that the crowds would go down a little. He wanted to 

go out on Black Friday, but Mel wasn’t feeling great, so they spent the day 

at home, cuddled up and watching movies. Connor was not disappointed in 

the least. 

But finally, he was on the streets of New York, shopping with the 

natives. The first stop was at that vintage shop, and they had fun 

rummaging through racks and racks of old clothing, most still in impeccable 

condition. Not only did Connor find the perfect jacket for his sister, but he 

found a pair of leather jeans for himself. Then it was on to the Strand 

Bookstore, where he loaded up on unusual cookbooks for his mom. Mel 



had declared that it was one of his favorite stores in the world, and they 

managed to spend two hours there. Down the block was a colorful store 

that specialized in all-natural bath products. Connor grabbed a few stocking 

stuffers for his friends and family. 

Only three stores in, and Mel was begging for a break, so they 

headed to the Mexican restaurant where he could get his fix. The frothy 

chocolate concoction came out in a tall mug with a cinnamon stick to stir, 

and Connor ordered a side of churros to share. 

“I can’t believe I found these for only twenty bucks,” Connor said, 

pulling the leather jeans out of the plastic sack. “They’re in fantastic 

condition. I just need to rub some leather conditioner on them.” 

“You certainly dress the part of a rock star,” Mel said. He had a little 

whipped cream on his upper lip. Connor wiped it off with a smirk. 

“I’m not a rock star, darlin’. Not yet anyway. When I’m a rock star, I 

won’t have to buy things at thrifts shops.” 

“What’s the latest with the band, anyway? I feel bad—you’re always 

so concerned about me, and I haven’t even asked.” 

“Don’t feel bad, Mel. Honestly. Right now, there’s not a lot to tell. All 

our tracks have been laid, so the engineer is just trying to get the right 

sound. The band and I are supposed to go down there in a couple days to 

listen and give our approval.” 

“And after that?” 

“That’s when it gets exciting. The album is released, and we hopefully 

get a tour going. We’re on an indie label, so there’s not a lot of money for 

touring. So that means we either do it the economy van route—where we 

all sleep in the van and tow a trailer with our equipment; or we join up with 

a bigger band and get to ride their coattails, luxury-wise. Then we might get 

an actual tour bus and might get to go to Europe.” 

“Wow.” Mel got quiet and seemed to focus on his cocoa. Connor 

thought he might know what Mel was thinking: What would that mean for 



the two of them, if Connor left for a few months? And Connor didn’t know 

the answer. 

“I’ve got an idea,” Connor said as Mel finished up. “Let’s go.” 

He hailed a cab, knowing that by now, Mel’s feet were sore, and he 

made Mel cover his ears as he told the cabbie where to go. 

“It’s a surprise,” he told Mel. 

They pulled up on a side street off of Fifth Avenue, and Mel turned to 

him suspiciously. “Where are we going?” 

“I’ve wanted to come here since the first time I saw Big,” Connor told 

him, looking around. “I think I was four? Where is it?” 

“You mean that?” Mel said. He was pointing to the glass structure 

with a big red sign that read FAO SCHWARZ. 

“That’s it! I can’t believe I’m here!” He grabbed Mel’s hand and 

dragged him down the sidewalk toward the building. He knew he was 

acting like a child, but he didn’t care. 

Connor could tell that Mel wasn’t thrilled about being there at first. 

The crowd was thick, and of course it was a New York cliché. But Connor 

took him to the baby toy section and they started having fun with all of the 

colorful wood and plastic toys. Connor wondered aloud if Mel’s baby would 

be a boy or a girl. 

“I might know next week,” Mel said quietly, a little smile playing on his 

lips. 

“Really?!” 

“Yeah, they can sometimes tell at the twenty-week checkup. It’s not a 

sure thing.” 

“Do you want to know?” 

Mel looked thoughtful. “What do you think?” 



“It’s absolutely none of my business. But I can see how that might 

make things easier. I’m all for gender-neutral toys and clothes, but that 

takes some work. What happens when the baby is a girl? She’s not alpha 

or omega, so . . . ?” 

Mel started to say something, but then his face dropped and his 

mouth stayed open for a second too long. 

Connor turned to see what had upset his boyfriend, but he just saw a 

lot of shoppers. Then two of them got closer and were saying Mel’s name. 

“Mel! Fancy running into you here!” said one of the men, giving Mel a 

big hug. The other man gave Connor a polite smile and the once-over. 

“Hi, I’m Connor Knight,” he said, holding out his hand. 

“Gregory McDowell. Nice to meet you.” 

Oh shit. I’m meeting the parents. 

The man hugging Mel turned quickly. “Is this—Mel, can you introduce 

us?” His eyes were excited. It became immediately clear to Connor where 

Mel got his good looks. Both men were very attractive, but the one that 

Connor guessed to be his omega-father looked like just a more mature 

version of Mel: tall and slender, with fair skin and delicate features. He had 

a dramatic streak of silver running through his silken black hair. Even 

though he had to be approaching sixty, he could have been a model. 

“Um, Connor, these are my dads. Gregory and Karl McDowell. Guys, 

this is Connor, my boyfriend.” 

Connor almost fell backward from the force of Karl’s hug.  

“We have been looking forward to meeting you ever since Mel told us 

about you! We must have dinner tonight. Must. What do you say?” 

“Dad, we just ate a late lunch and it’s only three o’clock anyway. 

Maybe—” 



“What did you have for lunch?” Karl asked Connor. It was almost an 

aggressively curious question, as if Karl wanted to find out if his son was 

telling him the truth. 

“Oh . . . um . . . I just had churros.” As soon as Connor said it, Mel 

shot him a dirty look. Oops. 

“So you haven’t actually had lunch,” Karl said in an a-ha tone. He 

grabbed one of Connor’s hands and one of Mel’s. “Gregory, love, call 

ahead to Guillermo’s. We’re taking these boys to lunch.” 

Connor felt like he had been run over by a very affectionate 

steamroller, but he liked it. He missed spending time with his own family, 

and it was nice to be coddled. He tried to give Mel a look like, hey, this isn’t 

so bad! but Mel’s eyes were cast down at the sidewalk. 

Once they placed their orders at the little Italian bistro, it became 

quickly apparent why Mel was acting so weird. 

His parents thought Connor was the alpha who had impregnated their 

son. 

The situation went quickly from mildly awkward but pleasant to oh my 

god get me out of here I am dying, I am truly dying. As Connor’s parents 

began to ask him questions relating to their relationship and even the birth 

of the baby, he felt trapped. The seemingly easy way out—“I think you’re 

mistaken, I’m not the baby’s father, I’m just Mel’s boyfriend”—would have 

made things bad for Mel. After all, there must have been a reason that he 

didn’t tell them the truth. But playing along was just as treacherous, if not 

more so. Connor and Mel had only been together for a few weeks. What if 

it didn’t work out for some reason? Connor had no desire to be the 

deadbeat dad in the eyes of Mel’s folks. Or worse, what if it did work out? 

What lies that Connor told today would come back to bite him on the ass? 

Now Connor was the one shooting dirty looks. 

“Connor, tell us about your family. And what do they think about the 

baby? We must get together with them!” 



“They—they’re thrilled. Of course. It will be the first baby in the 

family.” 

“Now, what are your parents’ names?” Karl pulled out his phone as if 

to add them to his contacts. As soon as Connor told him the truth, Karl and 

Gregory would know he wasn’t an alpha because he didn’t have two 

fathers. Did Mel expect him to make up names for his imaginary alpha and 

omega parents? 

Just then, Mel knocked over his ice water, all over the table and his 

lap. 

“Oh no! Oh my god, it’s so cold!”  

Karl leaned over and started blotting at Mel’s lap, while Gregory 

flagged down a server. 

“I’ll go get some towels,” Connor said, and he headed to the wait 

station. What now? 

He brought the towels back to the table, and tried to mop everything 

up, his brain still racing to figure out what to say next. 

“I think I need to just head home,” Mel said apologetically. “It’s so cold 

out, and I don’t want to walk around with icy cold jeans on.” 

“Of course not,” Gregory said. He reached into his wallet and handed 

Connor a twenty. “Here, Connor, hail a cab so Mel doesn’t have to walk 

home. And let’s plan to get together soon, okay?” 

“Yes, tell your parents we can’t wait to meet them!” Karl said, giving 

them each one of his tight-and-forever hugs. 

Neither Connor nor Mel said a word as they headed out to the street 

and waited for a cab. The silence continued as they headed across the 

bridge toward Brooklyn. It was only about four o’clock in the afternoon, but 

the sun was getting lower in the sky, and things were a little dreary. Connor 

looked down at his bags and considered the few things he was able to 



check off his shopping list. He’d have to head out again. But right now, he 

was just stressed and a little depressed. 

They headed straight to Mel’s apartment so he could get changed. 

“That’s better,” he said with a shy smile, coming out in dry clothes. 

“Sometimes, one must suffer for their art.” 

“The art of deception?” Connor asked softly. He tried to hide how 

upset he really was. “What exactly did you tell your parents about me?” 

“Honestly?” Mel said, “Nothing.” He bit his lip. 

“Nothing?” 

“I told them I was pregnant, and they started jumping to conclusions. I 

couldn’t bear to tell them that the alpha had skipped town. So I just said 

something about seeing someone. They . . . jumped to conclusions.” He 

was sitting on the arm of the couch, looking down at his hands. 

“What do you see me as, Mel?” Connor tried to control his voice, but 

as always, too much emotion came through. He was told that that’s what 

made him a good vocalist, but he hated how it gave him away. 

Mel held up his hands, as if searching for an answer and coming up 

empty. “I see you as my friend, and my boyfriend. We said we’d take it 

slow.” 

Connor nodded. He had no right to ask for anything more.  

“We need to figure out how to clear this up with your parents, okay? I 

see it spiraling out of control if we don’t.” Connor hoped that Mel 

understood that by “we,” he meant Mel. It was entirely in his hands. 

Connor moved to the couch, and pulled Mel down onto his lap 

playfully. He was exhausted by the drama of the day, and he didn’t want to 

talk anymore. Mel seemed to feel the same way. They stretched out and 

spooned. Before long, Connor heard the soft purr that was Mel’s snore, and 

he closed his own eyes. He couldn’t sleep though, as thoughts were 



running wild through his head. After a few minutes, he gently moved out 

from behind Mel. He left a note where Mel could see it and headed out. 

By the time he came back, it was black outside, and Mel was still 

sound asleep.  

“Darlin’?” Connor whispered into his ear. Mel stirred. “If you don’t 

wake up now, you won’t be able to sleep later.” Mel stirred and moaned. 

“Besides, I’ve got a little surprise for you.” 

Mel’s eyes opened slowly and took in the room. It always took him 

about twenty seconds to realize where he was. It was cute. 

“I’m going to spoil you tonight, okay?” Connor said. “To thank you for 

going shopping with me.” 

“Okay. Yes. And does this include food? I’m famished.”  

“I know you are. Plus you’re eating for two.” Whenever Connor said 

that, Mel’s eyes would get all warm and gooey, as if full of affection for 

Connor for giving him permission to indulge. 

Mel stayed lying on the couch while Connor went back to his 

apartment. He came back twenty minutes later, his arms full, but 

commanded that Mel stay put. He put a CD into the stereo at a low 

soothing volume. 

“This is just for you,” he told Mel, kneeling next to him and smoothing 

his hair away from his face. “It’s a mix CD of songs that make me think of 

you.” 

“You just made this?” Mel’s eyes opened wide in surprise.  

“Not really. I started compiling it when I first met you. But I thought of 

the last song today and just burned it.” 

“What’s the last song? 

“You’ll see.” He kissed Mel’s forehead and then went back to work in 

the kitchen. Eventually, delicious smells wafted throughout the entire 



apartment. Conner had to do two final things—fill the tub with bubbles and 

light the candles.  

Connor undressed Mel slowly, sensuously, and then helped him step 

into the tub. Then he reached behind the bathroom door and handed him a 

long, rectangular package, wrapped with a bow. “It’s an early Christmas 

gift.” 

Mel’s eyes glittered with excitement as he opened the gift. It was a 

long, flat board with a few interesting notches cut into it. “What is it?” 

“It’s called a tub caddy. Here . . . ” Connor turned the board and 

rested it on the edges of the tub, so that it expanded across like a table. 

“Hold on.” He stepped out of the bathroom and then came back with a 

serving tray. On it were two plates of food and two wineglasses filled with 

sparkling water. Connor placed everything on the caddy. 

“How did you know I needed this?!” Mel cried. His smile extended 

from ear to ear.  

“You told me you liked to eat in the tub, but I didn’t see one of these 

lying around. I saw it today at that bath shop.  And then I went out when 

you took your nap. See? You slide the bottom of the wine glass into this 

little slot, and it can’t tip over. And here’s a book stand that flips up.” 

As Mel marveled over his gift, Connor took his own clothes off 

quickly, and eased into the tub at the opposite end. It was an old, solid, 

claw foot tub, possibly an original fixture from when the building was first 

built, and it fit both of them snugly but comfortably. Mel’s legs rested inside 

Connor’s. 

Mel dug into the meal first, and his eyes rolled back in a dramatic 

display of ecstasy. “You made this?!” 

“Um . . . no. I got it from the Thai place while I was out, and then 

reheated it. I’m not that great of a cook. But I had them make it extra spicy 

for you.” 

“It’s divine.” 



They ate in tranquility for a few minutes. Connor contemplated his 

work, and the effect it had on Mel. Candles flickered everywhere, the room 

smelled like sandalwood and lavender, and relaxing music drifted in from 

the other room. The setting was so serene, and Mel looked so peaceful. It 

made Connor truly happy to take care of him. 

One last song came on.  

“This is the one that made me think of you,” Connor told him. It was 

All I Want for Christmas is You. 

  



 

Chapter Four 

 

Mel wasn’t sure if Connor was hoping to have sex in the tub, but after 

being on his feet for most of the day, and then the stress of running into his 

parents, it was the last thing on Mel’s mind. Gratefully, Connor didn’t ask, 

so Mel didn’t offer. 

After their romantic in-tub dinner, Connor washed Mel’s back and 

hair, and then helped him rinse off before wrapping his robe around him.  

“Movie? Or is there something binge-worthy you want to watch?” 

“Can we talk first?” Mel asked. Part of him just wanted to act like the 

entire day (before the bath anyway) hadn’t happened. But he knew that 

they needed to sort this out. 

“Yeah, sure.” Connor sat next to him. 

“I don’t know what your parents are like. It sounds like they’re 

somewhat traditional, the way you described your Thanksgiving, with your 

dad watching football and your mom cooking all day.” 

Connor looked thoughtful. “Yeah, that’s a good assessment. They’re 

open-minded, of course, but I think they prefer things the old-fashioned 

way.” 

“Okay, so, maybe there’s been a time in your life when you wanted to 

share something with them, but you weren’t sure how they’d take it. And 

you didn’t want to upset them.” 

Connor just nodded. 

Mel continued. “That’s what happened with my parents. I hid my 

relationship with Jaxon, the baby’s father, from them for more than a year. 

That would have been upsetting to them alone, but I thought it was going to 

turn out okay. And now, if they knew what really happened, how Jaxon just 



split on us,” he said, placing his hand on his belly, “my alpha-dad would go 

ape-shit. He’d track him down, serve him papers, and . . . I just don’t want 

that. I don’t want that negativity in my life. As long as I can care for and pay 

for this baby on my own, I don’t want him in our life. If I ever need the 

money, then, yeah, I’ll call my dad. But until then. No.” 

“I understand that, absolutely.” 

“So when the pregnancy came up, telling them the truth didn’t seem 

like an option, and I didn’t have enough time to think of a . . . an adequate 

lie, I guess. I don’t like lying to them at all. So I said there was a boyfriend, 

and they assumed I meant the baby’s alpha-father, and then you were 

there with me at FAO Schwarz. I mean, I never run into them in the city. 

What are the chances?” 

“I understand why you felt you couldn’t tell them. But here’s the thing. 

I can’t pretend to be an alpha, for several reasons. You have to tell them 

that I’m not the baby’s father. But . . . I don’t think you need to mention 

Jaxon at all. Just leave his name out. ‘The alpha was a jerk and he left, end 

of story. No, Dad, I’m not giving you his name because we are better off 

without him.’ I’ve seen how your parents dote on you. I think your 

happiness is their only concern.” 

Mel knew that Connor was right.  

Connor continued, “I’m glad you told me what happened. When you 

said that you hadn’t told them anything about me, I thought maybe that you 

didn’t want them to know about me at all.” 

“No!” Mel was appalled. “That’s not it at all. I was just struggling with 

how to tell them about you without it . . . turning into what it did turn into!” 

“Okay, good.” Connor’s little smile did a lot to ease Mel’s concern. 

“So what now?” 

“Well, they’ve met you. And you’ve met them. They are . . . slightly 

crazy.” 



“I loved it. You make Gregory sound like this gruff, legal powerhouse 

that is not to be fucked with, but damn if Karl doesn’t have him wrapped 

around his little finger.” 

Mel threw his head back with a loud guffaw. “I’m not going to tell 

either of them you said that. But . . . what should I tell them about you?” 

“Are we still taking it slow? Because we keep saying it, but it doesn’t 

feel like it. I’m not saying I want your baby to call me Daddy or anything, but 

I’m not planning on going anywhere.” 

Mel’s smile was sad. He had been let down so hard by a man that he 

had loved, the man that was supposed to be his alpha, his partner in 

parenthood and life. And he had let himself down, too—truth be told, he 

beat himself up quite a bit for choosing the wrong alpha. 

“I’ve been told that having a baby is hard work,” Mel began. “The end 

stages of omega pregnancy can get really uncomfortable. Then after a 

painful childbirth, there’s a wailing infant. Sure, I’m going to be in love with 

the little thing, because I carried it for nine months. But I can’t expect the 

same from you. And then there’s diaper changes, feedings, baby-proofing, 

crawling, ER visits for high fevers—” 

“Mel.” 

“—then temper tantrums, talking back, braces—” 

“Mel!” 

Mel looked at him meekly. “Yeah?” 

“You’re not scaring me off. Nothing is going to scare me off. Stop 

assuming I’m going to be like Jaxon. To be honest, it’s a bit insulting.” 

Connor’s lips had the hint of a smirk on them, so Mel knew he wasn’t truly 

offended, but he made a good point. 

“You’re right. I’m sorry.” 



“Again, I know that after only a month, we are not sure how long we’ll 

be together, but I’m going into it with an open mind and an open heart. And 

I do not scare easily.” 

Mel’s heart soared to hear those words. Connor wasn’t going to run 

away.  He scooted over on the couch and let Connor put his arm around 

him. He brushed Connor’s rock-star locks away from his face and then 

kissed him softly. 

A loud knock from across the hall made them both jump. Someone 

was at Connor’s place. Someone loud. 

Connor got up with a puzzled look and opened Mel’s front door. Mel 

peered out from behind him. Three energetic men dressed all in black were 

banging on Connor’s apartment door, demanding to be let in. 

“What do you dirtbags want?” Connor yelled in a booming voice. The 

three guys swung around, looking somewhat terrified, before bursting into 

whoops of laughter as they ran over to Mel’s place. 

Connor hugged his friends and then introduced them. “These 

assholes are my bandmates and best friends. This is Petri, our guitarist. 

We call him that because he’s disgusting. This is Zeus, the god of bass. 

And this is Tommy, drummer extraordinaire. Guys, this is my boyfriend, 

Mel.” Mel pulled his robe tighter around him and shook their hands. 

Despite their hardcore punk appearance, the guys were all very 

friendly and seemed nice. They explained that they were down at the studio 

when their manager arrived with some good news. 

“Dude,” Petri said, throwing his arm loosely around Connor’s neck. 

“Guess who wants us to open for them on their next tour?” 

Mel watched as Connor’s eyes got wide. “Against Me?” 

“Bigger.” 

“Thirty Seconds to Mars?” 

“Better!” 



“You guys are killing me! Who?!” 

“Green Day!” They all said in unison.  

Mel wasn’t familiar with the name, but it must have been a huge deal, 

because Connor started whooping and jumping around like the rest of 

them. Mel had never seen him like this. It was adorable. He felt a rush of 

pride and joy in his boyfriend’s accomplishments, even though he wasn’t 

quite sure what they were. 

“It’s for the entire East Coast, dude,” Tommy said, dancing in place. 

“Starting here, then doing a big-ass loop down through Miami, and then 

coming back for a second show. We’ll be on the road for a month, traveling 

in style. We leave right after the album is finished!” 

That’s when Mel felt his stomach drop. He forced himself to keep 

smiling, knowing that this was not about him, this was about Connor’s and 

his bandmates’ hard work and well-deserved success. But all he could 

think was, He’s leaving me. He’s leaving me. 

Petri asked if he could use the bathroom, and Mel showed him the 

way. When he came back out, Connor pulled Mel aside. “Would you mind if 

I ran down to the pub with the guys and had a toast? Our manager is 

waiting for us. I won’t be long.” 

Mel gave him a look that said, Don’t be ridiculous. “Of course! Go!” 

“Come with us, Mel!” Tommy said, and Mel could tell it was sincere. 

“Oh, god, I’m exhausted. You guys go have fun. Drink one for me, 

okay?” 

They were gone before Mel could count to five. He noted that they 

took the stairwell. Energy and excitement like that couldn’t be contained in 

an old elevator. 

Mel closed the apartment door. The CD was finished and they hadn’t 

started watching anything yet, so it was silent. He went to the kitchen and 

washed up the dinner dishes, then took out the garbage so it didn’t smell 



like old Thai food in the morning. He dropped by Connor’s apartment to 

feed his cat. Then he sat down with a book . . . and couldn’t focus at all. 

Mel couldn’t tell if he was more disappointed at Connor for leaving 

him, tonight and for the big tour with Green Night or whatever it was called, 

or if he was more disappointed in himself for falling for someone again, 

someone who was going to let him down. 

He flipped languidly through the pages, not even looking at the 

words, just taking comfort in the repetition, when there was a knock on his 

door. He got up and looked through the peephole. It was Connor. 

“Hey. Did you forget something?” 

“Nope. Like I said, one toast and then I wanted to be back here with 

you.” 

Mel was surprised. “Literally only one toast?” 

Connor laughed. “Uh, yeah? I mean, I had to acknowledge that 

something great had happened. Music’s my business, after all. But you and 

I were in the middle of a date. And there’s nowhere I’d rather be right now 

than right here. You’re the one I want to celebrate with.” 

He wrapped his arms around Mel. Connor was only an inch or two 

taller than him, but Mel loved the difference. It made him feel safe and 

protected. Connor backed him up, slowly, kissing him gently and 

repeatedly, as he made their way to the bedroom. When Mel felt the back 

of his legs hit the bed, Connor laid him back on it. He took his own shirt off. 

Then he straddled Mel and started to untie his robe. 

“So what did you guys talk about at the pub?” Mel asked. He was 

struggling to get into the mood while worried about his boyfriend leaving 

him for a month, no doubt meeting hotter, less-pregnant men. “Any news 

on the tour?” 

“Yep. For one thing, an East Coast tour means only about six dates. 

And for another, you get to come with me. Hotels. Room service. Hanging 

out with rock stars. Sound good to you?” 



“Yes!” It came out louder and more ecstatic than he meant, but he 

was ecstatic.  

Connor took the opportunity to fully open Mel’s robe. He ran his 

fingers lightly across his chest and down to his belly, which seemed to grow 

fuller by the day. 

“What about my job, though?” Mel said. He thought he saw just a 

flash of annoyance cross Connor’s face, but Connor was sweet. He 

continued to stroke Mel’s flesh as he responded. 

“It’s up to you, darlin’. If it’s only six shows, and you’ve got the 

vacation time, you can take a day or two off and fly down for each one. 

Or . . . you could take a leave of absence while you’re waiting for the baby 

to come. I’ll take care of you. You can lounge in the hotel spas every day, 

stand backstage every night, sleep in late every morning. It’s up to you.” 

Mel felt giddy with the possibilities. Before he could say another word, 

though, Connor leaned over suddenly and took one of his little nipples into 

his mouth, sucked at it, twirled his tongue around it, nipped it. Mel gasped 

in surprise and arousal, and felt his cock stiffen in response. He knew that 

his nipples were more sensitive than usual, but this was divine. Upon Mel’s 

reaction, Connor sucked harder, and Mel moaned louder. 

“You want me to take care of you, darlin’?” he asked. He traced a line 

from Mel’s right nipple up to his bottom lip, and plucked at it like a guitar 

string.  

Mel nodded, unable to form the words of what he really wanted. 

“Tell me what you want. I’m not doing anything until you tell me.” 

Mel gulped, and he knew that Connor could see how Mel was 

reacting to him. He just stayed there, though, looking casual and sexy, with 

his smudged black eyeliner and his toned, porcelain-perfect pecs, and his 

hair falling into his eyes. 

“Tell me.” 



“Fuck me, Connor,” he whispered. “Flip me over and fuck me. Show 

me how you’re going to take care of me.” 

Connor’s smile was delightfully naughty. He bent over again and 

lightly bit Mel’s lip, then he moved like lightning to flip Mel over on the bed. 

He pulled the robe the rest of the way off and gave his bare ass a playful 

slap.  

Mel felt his ass cheeks being parted, and his face turned hot. Connor 

had a way of making him feel deliciously dirty.  

“I’m going to show you how I’m going to take care of you in 

Miami . . . ” Connor paused and ran his tongue lightly up the crack of Mel’s 

ass. “And in Atlanta . . . ” Again. Deeper, just grazing the edge of his 

entrance. “And this is what I’m going to do to you in DC,” he said, holding 

Mel open and teasing his hole with his tongue. “And this is what I’m going 

to do to you in Boston.” He pressed his face into Mel, as if trying to fuck 

him. “And you know what I’m going to do the night we play Madison Square 

Garden?” he asked. 

Mel could barely squeak out a response. “What?” 

Connor could be merciless with his teasing, when he knew Mel was 

already climbing the walls with lust. He took his time now, pulling a bottle of 

lubricant from the nightstand, clicking the top open, and then drizzling it 

down the cleft of Mel’s ass. 

Connor moved his body so that he was almost lying on top of his 

lover. He lined his cock up, and Mel could feel it, hard and hot and wanting 

inside him. Mel felt his lips graze his ear, and his whisper was hot and 

husky. 

“After I play Madison Square Garden, I’m going to make love to you 

all night long. Like a rock star. Is that what you want?” 

“Yes!” 

“Say it, darlin’.” 



“I want it. All night long. I need you inside me.” Mel reached behind 

him, grabbing his lover and pulling him, as if he could force him inside.  

Connor pressed against the slick opening, and when Mel’s body 

accepted , he sunk in with a groan. He held himself up over his lover and 

began smooth, luxurious strokes, as if savoring every thrust.  

Something came undone in Mel. He couldn’t explain it if he tried, but 

it was as if he had been holding back every other time, with every other 

man and even with Connor, trying to be the perfect good boy, the perfect 

omega, the perfect vessel. But suddenly he knew that with Connor, he was 

safe to let that naughty little beast loose. He reached back and dug his 

nails into Connor’s butt, then rammed himself back into him, meeting every 

slam of his lover’s hips with a lewd grunt. 

The cry of surprise that escaped Connor’s lips only riled Mel up more, 

and he began to buck against his lover. Connor pulled him up, quickly, so 

that they were both on their knees and upright in bed. Mel was still impaled 

on Connor’s cock. Connor wrapped his strong arms around Mel’s chest and 

neck, secure but not tight, as if to just let Mel know who was in control. And 

then he started to pound into him again. 

The only thing that Mel wanted, in that moment, was to feel his lover 

explode inside him and hear him howl in pleasure. Even while Connor tried 

to hold him still, Mel writhed against him, trying to increase the friction in 

that hot, tight place where they were connected.  

“You want to cum, don’t you? Damn, you want it bad.” 

Mel whimpered out, “I want you to fill me up.” 

“I’m so close, darlin’.” He was whispering in Mel’s ear, and the words 

were filled with need. “I’m going to jerk you off. I want you to cum all over 

the fucking bed for me.”  

Mel nodded, and at that, Connor reached down and gripped Mel’s 

dick in his fist. He pumped it fast and hard. It didn’t take long. Mel’s body 



shuddered as ribbons of white liquid splashed out of him and onto the 

comforter. 

 As soon as the last drop landed, Connor pushed Mel back to his 

hands and knees and began to fuck him wildly. As the pleasure mounted, 

so did Connor’s groans. With one last push, he gave Mel what he had 

begged for. 

  



 

Chapter Five 

 

They slept through the night.  

When Connor woke up in the morning, but before he opened his 

eyes, his thoughts were, first, that he was going to surprise Mel with 

breakfast, and second, that he still couldn’t believe that his band was going 

to open for Green Day.  

A second later, however, he smelled the wonderful intermingled 

aromas of coffee and bacon. He opened his eyes, and there was Mel, 

looking gorgeous in just a pair of boxers. 

“Good morning, handsome,” Mel said. “Sit up so I can serve you your 

breakfast.” 

Connor gave him a sleepy smile and struggled to sit up. “I’m not sure 

I’m awake enough to be trusted with hot coffee,” he admitted. 

“I’ll help you.” Mel put a dishtowel across his lap instead of a napkin. 

“There. That’ll catch any spills.” 

There was a hearty spread of bacon, eggs, toast, and that big hot 

mug of black coffee. 

“This is quite a surprise. What’s the occasion?” 

“Can’t a man serve his rock star slash sex god boyfriend breakfast in 

bed for no reason?” 

Connor laughed and pulled Mel in for a kiss. “You’re perfect, you 

know that?” 

“I’m still smiling from last night. That was—” 

“Insanely hot?” Connor finished his sentence. “You were an animal, 

darlin’.” 



“I know! I don’t know what got into me. Maybe it’s the hormones.” 

“Whatever it is, I like it.” Connor popped a piece of bacon into his 

mouth as if to emphasize the point. 

“Me too. And then I woke up early and got some stuff done. Like I 

sent an email to HR to find out about taking some time off from work. And I 

wrote an email to my parents, telling them the truth about the baby’s alpha-

father.” 

Connor’s eyebrows went up at that. “Did you send it already?” 

“I did, and,” he said, looking at the clock on the bedside table, “I 

expect Gregory will get it when he goes into his office after lunch.” 

“So what did it say? I’m dying to know!” 

Mel grabbed his phone and found the email. “I’ll give you the bullet 

points. I told them that I didn’t mean to mislead them and needed them to 

know that you are not the baby’s father. Then I told them—without 

mentioning Jaxon or that it was an employee at Dad’s firm—I had been in a 

relationship for a while, one that I thought was going to last, and that the 

alpha left when he found out I was pregnant. I explained how I tried to 

contact him, and that now I want nothing to do with him. And then I told 

them how wonderful you are, how I want you in my life, and that you are 

not an alpha. And that I don’t care and neither should they.” 

Connor wanted to say something, but he could barely speak. He just 

grinned like a fool and stroked Mel’s cheek. He hadn’t expected the email 

to say much about him and was touched. 

“Have you known many alphas and omegas in your life?” Mel asked 

him, after putting his phone down. 

Connor cleared his throat. “Not really. There was a family on my 

block when I was in elementary school. I didn’t know them well though.” 

“Okay, well, you should know that there’s more to us than just the 

biological differences that allow us to breed. There’s kind of a . . . a culture 



that gets passed down from generation to generation. We often seek out 

our own kind, just so that we have that comfort of being with people who 

understand us. And our relationships are usually very intense. I don’t—I 

don’t know what the hell was wrong with Jaxon.” He shook his head. “It’s 

not like an alpha to take off.” 

Mel looked like he might get upset, so Connor reached out and held 

his hand.  

“So we bond, tightly, the alphas and omegas. Sociologists don’t know 

why we seem to be more committed than other groups. Divorce is 

exceptionally rare. Remarriages are rare, even after a spouse dies of 

natural causes. It’s just . . . how we are.” He gave Connor a serious look. 

Connor couldn’t tell where this was going. Mel had just told him how 

he’d told his parents that non-alpha Connor was going to be sticking 

around for a while.  

“You mentioned that Karl has Gregory wrapped around his finger. It’s 

so true. And that’s such an alpha-omega thing,” Mel explained with a little 

smirk. “Alphas treasure their omegas, cherish them, and would do anything 

to protect them. Especially when they’re pregnant. I was taught as a child, 

when my dads were explaining the birds and the bees, that I was special, a 

gift to the world, and that one day I’d bear a child that might be a gift to the 

world, too. I learned from the example of my fathers, and from that of my 

friends’ fathers, that I was to be treasured, cherished, and protected. 

“So, when I tell you, Connor, that you have been more of an alpha to 

me than any real alpha ever has, I hope you comprehend how meaningful 

that is. When I’m with you, I feel treasured, cherished, and protected. And 

in a weird way, like you are helping me realize my destiny. We keep saying 

it’s too early to commit, we’re just seeing how it goes, but I can tell you right 

now, that if you want to be with me and my baby, I want it, too.” 

His voice was clear and calm, but tears were running down Mel’s 

face. Connor had never been comfortable displaying his own feelings, but 



he couldn’t resist this beautiful display of emotion. As he tried to speak, he 

choked up. 

“I want to be your alpha, Mel. I want to treasure you and protect you, 

and I want to be there for you and the baby, as long as you’ll have me.” 

Mel started laughing through his tears, and then Connor did, and then 

they were both hugging each other and blowing their noses. Connor’s now-

lukewarm cup of coffee was finally knocked over.  

“So listen,” Mel said a few minutes later, while blotting up the brown 

puddle on the sheets. “Now that the sappy stuff is over, will you come with 

me next week to my doctor appointment? I’m getting an ultrasound. We 

might be able to find out the sex of the baby.” 

Connor thought he might cry again. He managed to squeak out, 

“Yes!” and then clamped his mouth shut. He needed to be strong for his 

omega. 

“Excellent. Okay, I’m going to get into the shower. Do you want to try 

shopping again today?” 

When Mel was in the shower, Connor grabbed his own phone. He 

started to tap out an email, then thought better of it. This needed to be an 

actual conversation. He punched in a number. 

“Good morning, Mom. Yeah, I’m great! Beautiful weather. Hey, is Dad 

there? Make him get on the other line. I have some good news. I’m in love.” 

 

  



Love in Stereo 3: Long, Hard Road 

  



 

Chapter One 

 

Summer in New York City was excruciating, even if you weren’t nine 

months pregnant. Mel made his way home from the subway, trying to catch 

a breath of fresh air through the mob of sweating pedestrians. His high, 

round belly kept bumping into people in front of him. Apologizing was 

second nature by now.  

Bump. “Sorry!” 

Bump. “Excuse me.” 

Bump. “Oops!” 

He had just finished his last day of work before his paternity leave, so 

he tried to keep that in mind. Just a few more blocks, he thought to himself, 

then I can sit on my fat butt for a week. He ignored the perspiration that 

was dripping down his ribcage and along his spine.  

Mel’s due date was in three weeks, and he knew how lucky he was to 

have a health plan and a job that gave him such generous time off. He 

wasn’t even sure if he’d be going back to work after he had the baby. 

Maybe he’d be so enamored of fatherhood that he’d want to stay with the 

little one full time. Or maybe he’d be climbing the walls to get out of the 

house, and hire a great nanny that handled the hard stuff.  

He refused to even think about it for at least a week, though. Knowing 

that they were about to have their lives upended by a demanding little boss, 

Mel and his boyfriend Connor were committed to having one fantastic final 

week alone together. 

It was Mel’s omega-father Karl who kept insisting they take a little trip. 

A babymoon is what he called it. 



“You’re going to be so busy, my loves,” he said. They were at Mel’s 

folks’ house for lunch, and Karl was using his elbow to try to work the kinks 

out of Mel’s back. Pregnancy had been more painful than expected. “It’s 

going to be a little while before you can spend any alone time with each 

other. So take it now. Find a romantic little place that you can drive to and 

enjoy each other for a few days. In fact—” 

Karl jumped up and grabbed his phone. He texted contact information 

for a “lovely spa resort in a gorgeous old house” in Skaneateles, and 

insisted that he and Mel’s alpha-father, Gregory, would pay for it. When 

both Mel and Connor tried to refuse, Karl pouted. 

“You wouldn’t let us throw you a shower, so this is the least we can 

do. I want to make sure my baby boy is taken care of.” 

Mel felt his face turn red when Karl said that, and Connor snickered. 

Karl was every bit the omega—a wonderful father and completely 

convinced that his child was the walking epitome of perfection. 

Mel was actually looking forward to the getaway, and he and 

Connor were leaving in just a few days. He still needed to pack, but 

tonight? Tonight he wasn’t going to do a damn thing but put his feet up 

and eat and maybe let his boyfriend rub his back. 

When he walked into his apartment building, the first thing he saw 

was a big OUT OF ORDER sign on the old elevator gate.  

Fuck. 

A part of him got a secret thrill at seeing the sign. It was the same 

rickety old elevator that brought him and Connor together to begin with, 

late one night when it broke down and forced the two of them to get to 

know each other. Really know each other.  

But now, as he slowly pulled his heft up the stairs to his fourth-floor 

apartment, he cursed the elevator, the building, the landlord, and the 

asshole alpha who got him pregnant and took off never to be heard from 

again. 



The one person he could not curse was his handsome, loving 

boyfriend, and the one his parents now affectionately referred to as “the 

honorary alpha,” Connor. As soon as Mel opened the door to the fourth 

floor, his heart got full. The air was redolent with the smell of something 

wonderful. Connor was making dinner. Mel was immediately cheered by 

the sight of his man wearing nothing but an apron, pulling something out 

of the oven. 

“This is a nice surprise,” Mel said. 

Connor laughed. “I hope you like it. But I just got hot while standing 

over the oven, and had to take my shirt off.” 

“You could be in a calendar for horny housewives. Or omegas.” 

“Are you horny, baby?” Connor teased, in a poor impersonation of 

Austin Powers. 

“Don’t I wish,” Mel sighed, as he tossed his messenger bag onto the 

couch. “I’m sore, tired, and hot. And I’m going to take a cold shower.” 

Connor pulled him in for a tender kiss. “You do that, darlin’. By the 

time you get out, dinner will be ready. And there’s a special treat for you 

in the freezer.” 

Mel knew he meant a pint of Ben & Jerry’s Chubby Hubby, and his 

heart got even fuller. 

 

  



 

Chapter Two 

 

Connor’s up-and-coming rock band, Ultimate Outlaw, was on the 

front page of several music blogs, and they even had a two-page spread in 

Rolling Stone. At the beginning of the year, he and his bandmates got to go 

on tour with Green Day, one of the biggest rock acts in the world. Ultimate 

Outlaw was being courted by several different major record labels and lots 

of monetary figures were being tossed around. It was everything he had 

dreamed about ever since he first saw Blink-182 on MTV when he was 

twelve. He always wanted to be a rock star, and now he was. 

But all he could think about these days was Mel. Mel and that little 

one he carried around inside him. They were his world.  

He kept up the rock and roll job, of course. When it was good, it was 

very, very good. He was able to put money away in savings so that if Mel 

did decide to be a stay-at-home father, he could support the three of them. 

He was also looking into the record labels that allowed their musicians to 

call the shots, so that he was able to spend as much time as possible with 

his new little family. Finally, he kept his other skills up to date, learning 

engineering software and networking with executives at the different 

studios and labels. Connor had no plans to be a washed up rock star when 

this was over. He was working hard to make sure that Mel and the baby 

would be well taken care of. 

Thus he was looking forward to this “babymoon” as much as Mel 

was. Connor had been working overtime to get ready for the new arrival, 

and he was excited about a romantic break. Everything was set. He made 

reservations at the inn that Karl recommended, and from the website it 

looked like the perfect place—located on a picturesque lake in a 

refurbished lodge, it was rustic on the outside but decked out in complete 

luxury on the inside, with in-suite Jacuzzis in every room and a full spa 

where the guests could get the works. Connor booked several 



appointments for massages and treatments, and made reservations at the 

Michelin-starred restaurant. They would be staying for five glorious nights. 

Connor hoped that after a day or two of complete relaxation, Mel would be 

back to his passionate self. 

That night, he served his pregnant lover a dinner of lasagna and 

homemade garlic bread, plus a green salad. He was learning to cook for 

Mel. Over the meal, they discussed their plans to leave in just a few days, 

what they needed to pack, and what needed to be done before they left. 

Connor told Mel that he would take care of everything like confirming the 

reservations and making arrangements for his cat; all Mel needed to do 

was pack for himself. 

Connor couldn’t wait to spoil his omega. 

  



 

Chapter Three 

 

Mel realized as he pulled his suitcase out of the back of the closet 

that the last time he had used it, he was heading out on tour with Connor 

and his band. It was one of the most exciting times of his life. He got to 

watch as thousands of screaming fans chanted his boyfriend’s name. They 

stayed in fantastic hotels that catered to rock stars, with satin sheets and 

champagne in every room. There were celebrities that stopped by 

backstage. And then there were the groupies, sexy young women and men 

who would have done just about anything to spend the night with the band. 

Mel had never felt so hot as when he got to walk hand-in-hand with Connor 

past the throng of those lustful fans. 

Connor must have felt pretty fucking hot, as well, because the sex 

they had on tour . . . Damn. Connor told him the night he found out about 

the tour that he was going to fuck Mel like a rock star, and he followed 

through on that. His stage name was Connor Alnight, and it was often all 

night indeed.  

The best night—Mel got a delicious shiver just thinking about it—was 

after Ultimate Outlaw played at Madison Square Garden. Mel stood on the 

side of the stage, watching the band. He’d really put some effort into 

looking cool that night. As a law librarian, his wardrobe consisted of mostly 

suits for work, and jeans and sweaters for after, but that night he was 

wearing a black silk shirt over black jeans, and Italian leather boots. He 

himself felt like a rock star. And Connor looked so, so good. He was so 

passionate about music, and he loved to whip the crowd into a frenzy. Mel 

was completely turned on by the power that his Connor held over the 

audience. 

Connor got off the stage that night, his hair wet with sweat, his eyes 

ablaze with adrenaline, and he grabbed Mel by the arm and pulled him to a 

door down the corridor. After checking behind them, he pulled Mel inside 



and then backed him up hard against the door. Mel could tell that he 

already had a raging hard-on from being onstage. Connor’s mouth covered 

Mel’s and he kissed him so hard and long that Mel gasped when Connor 

moved on to his neck. He bit and suckled at it, and Mel knew he would 

have marks in the morning, but he didn’t care. He pressed his groin hard 

against Connor’s, hard cock to hard cock, and told Connor to take him right 

there. 

It was vicious, delicious, bestial fucking, and Mel thought for sure that 

the other band members and employees could hear them. Connor growled 

as he ripped Mel’s silk shirt down off his shoulders, popping several 

buttons, and then he spun Mel around so that he was bent over a shelf, 

knocking over several bottles of cleaning supplies. He pulled Mel’s jeans 

down to his ankles so fast that Mel thought he got a friction burn. He spat 

on Mel’s asshole, then grunted like a beast as he pushed into him again 

and again and again. Mel thought he had never orgasmed so fast. It was 

like Connor forced it out of him, before filling him up with his own cum. 

Panting, but calm once again, Connor pulled Mel up from his bent-

over position, and held him close. Neither of them could speak for a few 

minutes, they just caught their breath in the near-dark of the closet. Connor 

brushed his lips against Mel’s neck and then whispered declarations of 

love. 

Now Mel was sitting on the bed, with a semi-erect cock of his own, 

when he was supposed to be packing for the trip. That was one thing he 

hoped for on this little getaway—to relax and rejuvenate enough to finally 

be in the mood to make love. Poor Connor had been unbelievably patient 

and understanding about how uncomfortable pregnancy was. No doubt he 

missed their passionate physical connection. And no doubt, Mel missed 

making him act like a feral beast.  

He had high hopes for their little trip. 

 

  



 

Chapter Four 

 

Connor’s parents only lived about two hours outside of NYC, in the 

Philadelphia suburb where Connor was born and raised. Since moving to 

New York for his music career, he made an effort to go visit them and his 

little sister Corina at least once a month. He decided to kill two birds by 

asking them to cat-sit his one-eyed cat, Anne Bonny, for their trip, and 

brought the cat in her carrier to their house the day before they were 

scheduled to leave. 

“Hey, Anne Bonny!” his sister cooed at the cat, still in her little crate. 

“Oh, the poor thing is terrified. I bet you played loud rock music on the 

whole drive.” 

“Hello and I missed you, too, Sis,” Connor replied with a wink.  

“Mom is making an entire freaking turkey for dinner, to celebrate the 

return of her prodigal son. Yet when I graduated from business school, she 

ordered a few pizzas.” 

He pulled Corina in for a bear hug and a noogie before heading 

inside. The house was the same modest two-story that his parents bought 

before he was even born, and his bedroom upstairs still had the same solar 

system bedding that he chose when he was nine. He often found great 

comfort in the familiarity and stability. 

The one thing that he wished was not so stable was his parents’ 

stubborn prejudice against his omega partner. Connor knew that they were 

just old-school, and like a lot of people their age, they thought that alphas 

and omegas were weird. When they first heard that Connor was dating an 

omega—a pregnant one at that—they tried to discourage it. When he 

called them and told them that he was in love and was planning on staying 

with Mel for as long as he’d have him, they stopped trying to interfere, but 



they still weren’t happy. Corina told him shortly after that they were worried 

he was going to be tied down with “some omega’s baby.” 

His parents greeted him with great affection, as always. They loved 

both of their children, but Corina made a point when she complained about 

their special treatment of him. Upon his arrival, everyone stopped what they 

were doing and gathered around. They wanted to know the latest band 

news, about the exciting events in the city, and about any new movies he 

had seen. He was a minor celebrity in his own home. 

“Now, what’s this I hear about a trip?” his father asked as they sat 

down to eat. “Is that why we’re watching that little fur-ball?” 

“Yeah, Dad. Mel and I are going on a little vacation. Just heading up 

to a resort upstate. We thought it would be nice to get some alone time 

before the baby comes, because it might be a while after that.” 

His dad didn’t respond, and his mother made a sound like hmph. 

“That’s for sure, Conny,” she said. “When I had you, you did not let 

me sleep for more than an hour at a time. You nursed like a piglet. Then 

you had colic. Then you had diaper rash. Your poor dad was practically 

sleepwalking at construction sites. And I finally had to have your Grandma 

June come stay to help out. I was a mess!” Her tone very clearly indicated 

that she was trying to warn him. 

“It’s so nice that you had the support of Grandma,” Connor said, 

innocently, and Corina snickered. 

“Oh, you laugh all you want,” his mom replied. “But I just want you to 

know what you are taking on.” 

Connor took a large drink of water so that he didn’t speak too soon 

and say something he’d regret. 

“So where are you two going?” Corina asked. She was always one he 

could count on for support. 



“A little inn and spa on a lake. We’ve got massages and facials 

booked, there’s a hot tub in the room, and the food is supposed to be 

amazing. Mel’s parents are paying for it, since we didn’t want a baby 

shower.” 

“Oh, how nice!” Corina said. “And how great that they support your 

relationship.” She was laying it on rather thick, and kicking him under the 

table at the same time. Connor was trying not to laugh now. 

“Of course they support the relationship!” his father said loudly. “Their 

knocked-up son is getting a free babysitter. And let me guess, you’ll be 

paying the rent while he’s taking his maternity leave?” 

“Um, Dad . . . I think you mean paternity leave. From the German 

root—” 

“Corina, go to your room!” 

She balked. “I’m . . . twenty-five, Dad.” 

“Well. Go anyway! I need to talk to your brother.” 

His sister stormed off.  

“Now, listen, Connor—” 

“No. Dad, I need you to listen.” 

Connor had a great deal of respect for his father—usually. Sam 

Knight had come from humble beginnings and built a successful company 

despite not having a formal education. He met his future wife Susan, a 

college student earning her teacher’s degree, while taking his contractor’s 

exams and impressed her with his intelligence, humor, and respectful 

behavior. And he had worked hard to provide a nice life for his beloved wife 

and kids.  

But right now, Connor needed his father to know how wrong he was. 

“When I was sixteen and I came out to you, I thought you were going 

to be angry or disappointed. I was scared. You’d always shown me love 



and respect, but I thought that me being gay might be too much. But 

instead, you hugged me and told me about how you felt when you met 

Mom, about your heart skipping a beat, and feeling like the world revolved 

around her, and all those clichés. And how she always made you feel like 

the most important guy in the room. You told me that you didn’t care who I 

fell in love with, as long as that person made me feel the same way. That I 

needed to find the one. Well, Mel is the one. The first night we met, we 

were trapped in an elevator together, and I thought I would lose my mind. I 

was terrified. And he was kind of shy. But he started talking with me and 

joking around. And the next thing you know, I’m calm and talking and 

laughing too. And our entire relationship has been like that. We 

complement each other perfectly. He makes me feel loved, and important, 

and like a real man. And I only hope I do the same for him. I want to be with 

him. And that baby is going to be my baby, too. That baby is going to be 

the grandchild you’ve always wanted. It’s up to you whether you accept 

them in your life.” 

Connor stood up, told his parents he loved them, and left.  

 

  



 

Chapter Five 

 

Connor knew that Mel would love the shiny red Mustang convertible. 

They could have taken his little ten-year-old Hyundai on the road trip, 

and Mel wouldn’t have minded at all, but this felt right. Connor had rented it 

just for the trip. The top was down and Mel had the seat laid back, a smile 

on his face, as he enjoyed the morning sunshine. It didn’t take long until 

they were far enough out of the city to enjoy some lovely scenery. Once the 

traffic was behind them and Connor felt comfortable behind the wheel, he 

reached over and held Mel’s hand. They were off to a promising start. 

It was about thirty miles out of the city when they heard the alarming 

ka-thunk, ka-thunk, ka-thunk of a flat tire. 

The road was narrow and twisty at that point, but there were hardly 

any other cars and Connor thought he’d have the room to change the tire. 

He opened up the trunk of the rental, deciding that he was going to impress 

his man with a show of masculinity . . . and saw that there was no spare 

tire. 

One terse phone call later, and the car rental company was sending 

help. It took them more than an hour to get there. They had to put up the 

roof of the car so they didn’t get sunburned while they waited. 

Once on the road again, when they finally got to the turn-off where 

the inn was located, Connor told him to get ready for a gorgeous sight. The 

hassles were going to be worth it. It would be better than they even 

expected. 

The plumbing company trucks, port-a-potties, and incredible stench 

were definitely not expected. 



The smell was even worse when they walked into the lobby. A frantic-

looking man was on the phone behind the counter, but he put the call on 

hold to greet them. 

“Oh, Mr. Knight? I’m so sorry. We did try to call you a few times this 

morning. There was a huge . . . um . . . leak on the property, and we don’t 

quite know what the problem is yet. It’s just . . . everywhere. We have to 

turn everyone away at this point. And of course we won’t charge your credit 

card.” 

Connor could tell Mel was disappointed, and he himself certainly was, 

but he was determined to make this “babymoon” happen. 

“Is there another inn or hotel that you would recommend in the area?” 

“Of course. Here.” The man jotted some information down. “There’s a 

hotel at this address, about five miles into town. It’s no Mirabeau Inn and 

Spa, of course,” he said with an embarrassed chuckle, “but their plumbing 

works!” He handed them a twenty-five percent off coupon as they left. 

The hotel that was recommended was a Holiday Inn Express & 

Suites. It looked to be about twenty years old, and while their room was 

clean, the carpet smelled mildewed, the wallpaper was peeling in the 

corners, and the sheets felt rough. 

Connor sat on the tiny couch—he could feel the bars from the 

hideaway bed mashing into his butt through the seat cushions—and felt 

bad. This wasn’t what he wanted for his omega. 

“This is fine, really!” Mel said cheerily. “I mean, hotels are always fun. 

It’s nice to get away. And—” he said, holding up a business card that he got 

in the lobby, “there’s a massage therapist not far from here. I bet we could 

get two appointments in the morning.” He said all this in an adorable sing-

song tone, and Connor was touched that he was trying so hard to cheer 

him up. 



“You’re right, darlin’. This is nice. And I bet we can get some good 

cheeseburgers from room service.” He looked around for a menu, to no 

avail, and so called down to the office. 

It turned out that the hotel did not have room service. “Is there a good 

burger joint around?” he asked the operator.  

He hung up with a grimace. 

“What?” asked Mel. His face showed that he was starting to expect 

the worst. 

“There’s a McDonald’s up the road, and a Taco Bell. The closest real 

restaurant is about twenty miles away. I guess this place doesn’t get a lot of 

visitors.” 

Mel smiled patiently. “I know I never told you this, because I didn’t 

want you to know that I’m not a foodie, but McDonald’s fries dipped into a 

chocolate shake are, like, the most delicious food in the world.” 

“Yeah?” Connor asked. Goddamn, he loved this man. 

“Yeah. And I’m starving, so let’s go.” 

“Yes, sir!” 

After sating their hunger at the fast food chain, they drove around for 

a bit. They did not know of anything else to do in the area except explore, 

and even then, there wasn’t much to see. They pulled into a small 

community park near an elementary school, and watched some local 

children play for a bit, and it reminded Connor of their early days of dating. 

He thought about how, in just about a month, a small and helpless human 

would be taking up all of their time. The child wouldn’t even be able to play 

like this for another year. He never expressed his doubts to Mel, but he 

hoped that he was up to the challenge.  

On the way back to the hotel, they stopped at a gas station and 

loaded up on snacks for the night. Mel had been so worried about his 

weight for months, but “this is vacation!” he declared, and he put Bugles 



and chocolate-covered pretzels into their basket. They grabbed a few pints 

of their favorite ice cream, root beer for floats, and granola bars and OJ for 

in the morning. 

At the register, Connor’s credit card was declined. 

He felt his face go red. “Can you, uh, try it again?” 

The clerk tried three times. “I’m sorry, it’s just not taking it.” 

“Shit,” he said to Mel. “It’s the hotel. I wasn’t expecting—you know.” 

He wanted to die right there. He’d been meaning to get his limit raised now 

that he was making money as a musician, but hadn’t gotten around to it. 

Mel bit his lip. “I left my wallet in the room. I’m sorry.” He smiled at the 

clerk. “Whoops!” he said, and they walked out to the car. 

They drove back to the hotel, and for dinner had snacks from the 

vending machine which, fortunately, took Mel’s debit card.  

Mel kept declaring what fun he was having, as they curled up on the 

hard mattress and watched movies on the local cable channels. But 

Connor couldn’t shake the feeling that he was ruining their last chance at 

intimacy.  

In the morning, Mel woke up with a moan.  

“My back . . . oh my god . . . it’s like the muscles all up and down my 

left side are stiff.” 

Connor tried to rub it for him, but it was too painful to be touched. 

“Let me call that massage therapist,” Connor said, looking for the 

business card. “Maybe a professional can do the trick.” After placing the 

call, he announced that they both had appointments within the hour. It was 

the first good break they’d gotten since they left the city. 

Or so they thought. When they pulled up to the address, it became 

clear that this was not exactly a clinical practice. The sign in the front 

window was red neon, with a curly heart attached. 



“I think this is a . . . happy endings type of place,” Mel said. 

Connor laughed sharply. “Ya think?” He shifted the car into reverse. 

“No!” Mel said, placing his hand on Connor’s. “I want to see if anyone 

in there actually knows how to give a massage. I’m desperate.” 

Connor couldn’t believe his ears. “They’re, like, prostitutes, Mel.” 

“So? A prostitute can’t give a good back rub? I’m serious.” 

One would think that pregnant omega men never visited the 

establishment. The two women who sat at the front desk both dropped their 

jaws when Mel waddled in, with his handsome boyfriend right behind him. 

The woman with very curly and vivid red hair and a tight zebra-print dress 

spoke first. 

“Can I help you?” 

“Uh, yeah,” Connor said, “I called earlier. Connor and Mel. For 

massages.” 

“Ohhhkay.” She had a very heavy Long Island accent. “You do realize 

that this is a . . . well, none of us is actually licensed to do therapeutic 

massage.” 

“Except Lisa,” the black woman with long, blonde braids and a tight, 

shiny red latex dress added. “Lisa’s licensed.” 

“Is Lisa available?” Mel asked. His pain and desperation came out 

loud and clear in just those three words. 

“Oh, honey!” the redhead said. “You sound like you’re miserable. 

Here, sit.” 

The two women busied themselves in making Mel comfortable. They 

both had inch-long fingernails, and Connor briefly wondered how they 

did . . . their jobs . . . with those talons. 

“Lisa! Your next client is here!” the black woman called into the back 

of the building. 



Lisa yelled something in return, and a few minutes later, an 

embarrassed-looking guy walked quickly through the waiting area, tucking 

in his shirt as he went. The woman apparently known as Lisa came out. 

She was tiny and had a pixie-cut, and her arms were covered in tattoos. 

“Oh,” she said in surprise, taking in Mel’s very pregnant state. “What 

do we have here?” 

“This is Mel,” said the redhead. “He actually needs a real massage.” 

Mel nodded and explained that he slept on a hard bed with a flat 

pillow. 

“This is a fun change of pace!” Lisa declared and led him to a back 

room. 

And that’s how Mel McDowell of the Upper West Side McDowells 

ended up getting an actual therapeutic massage from a prostitute in small-

town, New York. 

When he came out of the back room an hour later, he was positively 

purring. 

“Lisa, you’re my hero,” he said. “And Tasha, email me with that 

recipe.” 

“I will, honey. And you send us some baby pictures!” 

It was surreal, but Connor was happy that his man was happy. 

“Thank you so much, my love,” Mel said in the car. 

“Well, you did pay for it.” That was going to be a thorn in Connor’s 

side for a while. 

“I mean, thank you for waiting. I know that was weird.” 

“Not at all. Tasha offered me a hand job.” 

Mel turned to him with wide eyes. “Did you?” 

Connor laughed. “I prefer my handies from more manly hands.” 



“I definitely owe you one,” he replied, and Connor felt Mel’s hand rest 

on his fly. His dick jumped at the thought and the contact. But before they 

had gone half a mile, he heard a light snore from the passenger seat. Mel 

was asleep with a content look on his face. 

After the way the Holiday Inn mattress messed up Mel’s back, the two 

decided to pack it up and head home.  

 

  



 

Chapter Six 

 

Mel knew that Connor’s pride was hurt by the debacle that the 

babymoon turned out to be. Well, Connor called it a “debacle,” but Mel 

thought it was mostly just a funny series of events that would eventually 

become an excellent story to tell at dinner parties. In the meantime, they 

had been back for less than a week, and Mel had already exchanged 

several emails with the girls at the massage parlor.  

“But it’s my job to take care of you,” Connor said, when Mel told him 

he was making too big a deal of it. “I’m your honorary alpha. I am to 

treasure you, cherish you, and protect you.”  

Mel was deeply touched by how seriously Connor took his self-sworn 

vow. He didn’t mean to constantly compare Connor to Jaxon, his ex-

boyfriend and the man who had impregnated and then left him. But he 

couldn’t help it. Jaxon was self-serving and arrogant. Jaxon would not have 

ordered French fries and chocolate shakes; he wouldn’t have followed Mel 

into a roadside massage parlor, no matter how much pain Mel was in. And 

he would have never, ever said, “I am to treasure you, cherish you, and 

protect you.”  

It was that generosity that made Mel certain of his love for Connor. 

And it was that love that made him tell Connor to knock it the hell off. 

“You’re feeling sorry for yourself,” he told him. “And that’s kind of 

ruining our time together. I’ve still got two weeks until my due date. Let’s 

enjoy each other.” 

That seemed to resonate with Connor, and he spent the next several 

days devoted to Mel’s comfort. He found a local massage therapist who 

specialized in prenatal massage (and, surprisingly, charged one-third the 

fee that Lisa did), installed a fancy showerhead in the bathroom, and did all 

of their laundry with a special aromatherapy lavender rinse designed to 



promote relaxation. Even though the babymoon hadn’t worked out, he 

would make sure that the next two weeks of Mel’s pregnancy were as 

relaxing and comfortable as possible. 

It came as a shock to both of them when Mel woke up on Wednesday 

morning with contractions. 

Connor expressed his surprise. It was nothing like on television. They 

didn’t go running through the apartment, grabbing bags, or calling 

ambulances. Mel wasn’t screaming in agony. They didn’t even leave the 

apartment for a little while. Mel calmly called his doctor and described his 

symptoms.  

“He says to come on in.” Mel shrugged as if it was nothing, but he 

was truly excited. This was it! 

He had to hide his amusement that he was calmer than Connor, who 

was biting his nails over an early arrival. Mel gathered his baby bag as he 

explained to Connor that at this point, the baby was good to go. In the cab, 

Mel called his parents to tell them that their grandchild was on its way. 

Except that it wasn’t. 

“They’re Winchester contractions,” the doctor said with a smile. “In 

women, they’re known as Braxton-Hicks, false contractions that are totally 

normal. But you’re not in labor yet.” Her smile was very reassuring, but Mel 

was annoyed. He’d been trying to keep a positive attitude toward the end of 

this seemingly endless pregnancy, and he was ready for it to be over. 

“So when will I go into labor?” 

She gave him an understanding look. “It could be any time. If you 

haven’t gone into labor by two weeks after your due date, we will induce. 

But for now, everything is snug as a bug. Go home, relax, and enjoy the 

quiet.” 

“I’ve been doing that,” he said under his breath. 



“Sorry,” Connor said. “What he means is, is there anything we can do 

to help naturally cause labor? He’s very uncomfortable.” 

“I get that question a lot, and there are some things you can do that 

may help. Most of it is anecdotal, but I’ve seen some of it work to varying 

degrees.” She went through a list, before Connor thanked her and Mel 

stalked off. 

Mel sulked in the cab that took them back home, while Connor called 

his parents again. At home, he helped Mel get into more comfortable 

clothes, propped him up on pillows, and rubbed his feet. 

“The doctor’s suggestions are interesting,” Connor said. “Spicy food 

is one of them.” 

“I like spicy food.” 

“I know, my prince. What do you want tonight? Thai? Mexican? 

Chicken wings from Buster’s?” 

“Indian? The vindaloo from Malai Market.” 

“Perfect.” Connor placed the order, then came back with the next 

suggestion. 

“Two of these things I can pick up at the health food store when I get 

dinner: evening primrose oil and red raspberry leaf tea. I can—” 

“Buy them. Please.” He felt like a dick for speaking that way, but he 

was too exhausted to say more. The false contractions were still going a 

few times an hour, and he was miserable. 

“You got it, darlin’,” was all his patient boyfriend said in response 

before leaving, and before long, Mel was eating delicious food and drinking 

disgusting stuff, all with the hopes of getting that kid out of him. 

He went to bed that night with raging indigestion, but the Winchester 

contractions had at least lessened. As he fell asleep, his last thought was 

that maybe tomorrow would be the day. 



*** 

In the morning, there were no contractions of any kind, and nothing 

felt different at all. The baby was doing its usual gymnastics on Mel’s 

bladder, and while he hadn’t thought it was possible, he was in an even 

poorer mood than the day before. He lay on the bed naked, too 

uncomfortable to put on any clothes. 

“What’s next on the list?” 

Connor found his note on his phone. “Exercise.” 

“Fuck no.” 

“Come on. Just a walk in the park? Or how about around the block?” 

“It’s like ninety degrees out there. No.” 

Connor sighed, and Mel felt a pang of guilt, for about a second. His 

body felt like a furnace even inside an air-conditioned building. He wasn’t 

going outside. 

“Well, there are two more.” 

Mel just looked at him. He was sipping on red raspberry leaf tea, 

which tasted like lawn clippings. 

“Nipple stimulation and sex.” 

Mel rolled his eyes. “That’s what got me in this predicament in the 

first place.” 

“I understand.” Connor took the now-empty mug from him. “Anything 

else?” 

Mel shook his head and pulled the blanket up. They had moved the 

TV into the bedroom a few days ago because the couch wasn’t as 

comfortable. Connor lay down beside him.  



After a few minutes, Mel told Connor he was sorry for his mood 

swings. He hoped that Connor knew that it was all hormones and 

discomfort.  

Connor put his hand gently on Mel’s round belly and stroked it lightly, 

letting him know it was okay. Mel knew he loved the feeling of it, and that 

certainly helped his mood—at times over the past few months, he felt like a 

whale, so having this incredibly sexy man tell him all the time how beautiful 

he was helped. 

Mel closed his eyes as Connor continued to caress him, his large 

warm hand making gentle and relaxing circles around his belly. Then he felt 

his fingers wander slightly to his chest. Mel knew what he was doing, but 

he let him do it anyway. Mel’s nipples had been sensitive and even tender 

since the beginning of the pregnancy, and sometimes when Connor 

touched them during sex, it was ecstasy. Now, he lightly brushed against 

his right one with his hot palm, and it sprung to attention, hardening under 

his touch. 

“That’s nice,” Mel whispered. 

Next he plucked it, very gently, as if it were a ripe berry. It was the 

lightest touch, but it was as if a zing of electricity ran through him, from his 

nipple to his cock. Mel gasped.  

“Good?” Connor asked softly, and Mel just murmured his assent. 

He moved to the left nipple, and did the same, stroking, caressing, 

plucking, and while he was touching that one, his lips found the right, and 

he barely touched it with a kiss. Then his tongue darted out, just a tap, just 

a lick, and then a swirl. A teasing flick flick flick. Finally, a suck. 

Mel cried out this time and put his hands on either side of Connor’s 

head. “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” he murmured, and Connor sucked just a little 

harder. Just that small increase in pressure caused Mel’s dick to jump to 

attention, and shockwaves of pleasure pulsed through his lower body. It 

was both torturous and erotic, and Mel wanted it to go on forever. Connor 



attended both nipples at the same time, going back and forth with his 

mouth and hand. 

Mel reached down and fondled his own erection. It was aching and 

needy, as if Mel’s lack of libido over the last several weeks had finally 

caught up with him. The lightest stroke caused a shiver through him. He 

ran his thumb back and forth across the ridge of his frenulum. The 

sensation, combined with Connor’s focus on his nipples, put him in a state 

of arousal that he wasn’t sure he’d ever reached before. That whole-body 

pulsing . . . delicious . . .  

“Suck my cock,” Mel begged his lover, and as Connor moved readily 

south, Mel moved his own hands to his nipples to continue the sensation. 

Connor’s lips eagerly greeted Mel’s now fully hard cock, kissing the 

head lightly and brushing across the top. His tongue swiped across the slit, 

collecting the pre-cum that glistened there, and then swirled around it 

before his mouth engulfed him. Mel’s increasingly loud moans told Connor 

all he needed to know—Mel was desperate to cum. He worked fast, 

sucking the cock all the way into his mouth so that the head of it bumped 

into the back of his throat. He pulled his head back, and then plunged the 

cock back into his mouth again and again. His tongue constantly worked 

along the underside of his shaft. 

As his saliva coated Mel’s turgid cock, it dribbled down the crack of 

his ass. Connor slid a finger between his cheeks and stroked his asshole, 

causing Mel to writhe. Mel pushed against the finger, as if wanting to be 

fucked by the digit. Connor complied, lubricating it in his own spit and then 

pushing it in just a bit. Mel began to pant.  

Connor kept taking Mel deeper and deeper into his mouth and his 

throat, as if this were the cock-sucking of a lifetime. His tongue swiped at 

Mel’s sac every time Mel’s cock slammed into his mouth. He got a rhythm 

going, sucking and fingerfucking, and nothing could distract him.  

Mel felt himself swelling further and further; his cock felt bigger than it 

ever had before. He felt like he could cum soon, but part of him wanted to 



stay in this blissfully liminal state forever. That sensual, full-body 

throbbing . . .  

“Oh, Connor,” he husked. “I’m—I’m—” 

Connor didn’t want to take his mouth off of his lover’s cock, so he 

moaned his encouragement, letting Mel know that he wanted to taste him. 

Connor pressed his finger against Mel’s prostate, and Mel’s body stiffened. 

He grabbed Connor’s hair, and with a guttural howl, thrust into his mouth 

hard, barely aware of what his body was doing, and pumped his cum down 

his enthusiastic lover’s throat. 

Connor kept his mouth and finger in place until he felt Mel’s body 

relax. His cock softened quickly and Connor let it go. Mel looked and felt 

both thoroughly relaxed and completely exhausted. His eyes remained 

closed as he caught his breath. He thought he just might take a little nap. 

Connor pulled himself up beside him and curled around him. 

That pulsing sensation remained . . . all-encompassing, almost 

excruciatingly pleasurable, pleasure and pain . . .  

Mel opened his eyes. 

“Connor, I’m having contractions again.” 

His boyfriend sat up quickly. “Should I call the doctor?” 

“Yes, please. It’s probably Winchester contractions again, but we 

need to make sure.” 

They found themselves once again in a cab to the hospital, and 

Connor was once again on the phone with Mr. and Mr. McDowell.  

“It’s probably just the false contractions again,” Mel heard him say, 

like a pro by now, “but he should be checked out.” 

They waited for a short time in the obstetrics waiting room, and then 

were given a private room. It was only about thirty minutes before Mel’s 

doctor arrived. She performed the examination quickly and professionally. 



“This is it, boys,” she said with a grin. 

“This is what?” Mel asked. 

“Labor.” 

“But . . . it doesn’t really hurt. It’s sort of a weird pleasure-and-pain 

throbbing.” 

She nodded. “It’s rare but not unheard of for labor to be pleasurable 

for some people. You’re one of the lucky ones. And it’s often an indicator of 

an easy birth. Fingers crossed!” She outlined the plan for making Mel 

comfortable until the time came for the baby to arrive, and told Connor to 

make himself at home. “We don’t know if it will be four hours from now, or 

twenty-four, but your omega is going to be just fine. Make yourself 

comfortable for now.” 

  



 

Chapter Seven 

 

Connor tried to keep up the appearance of calm, but he was freaking 

out. He put his trust in the doctor and her team of nurses. That wasn’t what 

caused him to panic.  

In “four to twenty-four hours,” the baby would be here. Everything 

would change. Forever. And he hadn’t even given Mel his babymoon. 

This wasn’t the time for moping. Connor had a list of responsibilities 

for the day. He allowed Mel to try to catch a few minutes of precious sleep 

and went back into the waiting area to call everyone. 

Mel’s parents, Gregory and Karl, were waiting by the phone. Karl 

picked it up on the first ring.  

“How’s my baby?” he asked, ever the omega dad. 

“He’s great,” Connor said with a laugh. “And he’s in labor. Real labor 

this time. The doctor said it could be a while, so take your time.” 

“We’ll be there in twenty minutes,” was the response, and Karl didn’t 

even say goodbye. 

Connor called a few other people, close friends of Mel’s, and then he 

called his bandmates, Tommy, Petri, and Zeus, three crazy guys who were 

waiting on tenterhooks for the baby to be born. 

“Dude, this is so amazing!” Tommy said upon hearing the news. 

“Want me to come down? Keep you company?” 

“No, man, but thanks. I’ll call you when the baby is born, and you 

guys can come visit then, okay?” 

“Sweet. Give Mel a hug from me.” 



Connor’s mood was uplifted as he hung up. It was wonderful to have 

such strong support from his bandmates and friends. 

That positive feeling was short-lived, though, when he saw his own 

parents’ names next on the list. They should know about this all-important 

event in their son’s life, but Connor knew that the conversation would be 

stiff and uncomfortable, and that he’d feel their disapproval even across the 

phone line. He called them anyway. 

“Hey, Dad.” 

“Son! I was just thinking about you. We saw your band online last 

night.” 

“Oh yeah? Well. Cool.” 

“So what’s up?” 

“I just wanted to let you guys know that Mel has gone into labor. So at 

some point today or tomorrow, the baby will be here.” 

His father cleared his throat, but there was silence besides that. 

Connor sighed. “Can you tell Mom and Corina for me?” He hung up 

before his father could respond. He didn’t want to know what his dad might 

say. 

Just a few minutes later, he got a text from Corina asking what 

hospital they were at. At least he had his sister. 

He peeked back into the room and saw his omega sleeping 

peacefully, despite being connected to all kinds of monitors. His heart felt 

full.  

He sat in the waiting area so he could prevent Karl McDowell from 

waking up his baby. The McDowells arrived with balloons and a giant teddy 

bear (which Connor recalled seeing at FAO Schwarz. It cost about four 

hundred dollars). Gregory gave Connor a firm handshake, but Karl 

embraced him hard. 



“How’s our honorary alpha doing?” he asked Connor. His expression 

was of genuine concern. “You handling this okay?” 

Connor simply nodded. He appreciated the McDowells’ support more 

than he could express at the moment. They left the gifts in the waiting room 

and went to get coffees. A few friends and Mel’s extended family texted 

Connor to get updates, but he felt like he was going to lose his mind with 

the lack of progress. One thing that What to Expect When You’re Expecting 

did not prepare him for was how incredibly boring labor could be. 

Three hours later, and still nothing, except consistent contractions. 

Karl and Gregory had a chance to visit briefly with Mel, but he was asleep 

again, and Connor sat by his bed in case he woke up and needed anything. 

He flipped through an old gardening magazine for the third time. 

“Connor?” a soft voice called from a crack in the door. 

He looked up to see his mother. 

Connor had never thought she looked so beautiful. She’d always 

been an attractive woman, looking much younger than her fifty-five years, 

but today she looked like an angel in her pink sweater set and khaki 

Bermuda shorts. 

Connor pulled her into a tight hug before leading her out to the 

waiting room. His sister was there and he gave her a kiss. Karl’s eyes lit up 

from across the room and he started to get up—he’d been bugging to meet 

Connor’s folks—but Gregory must have recognized that they needed a 

moment and put his hand on Karl’s arm. Karl sat back down. Connor and 

Susan Knight found a private corner. 

“Mom, I—I wasn’t expecting you. Thank you.” 

“Oh, Conny. This is a big day for you. I know that. I wish your father 

would have come, but . . . you know how he is. He’ll come around.” 

Connor rolled his eyes. “I’m not holding my breath.” 



“You get that stubbornness from him,” she said with a shrewd but 

sweet smile. 

“I guess so.” 

“How’s Mel doing?” 

Connor explained what the doctor had said at his last check-in, that it 

could be any time that night or in the morning, but hopefully not longer than 

that. She nodded knowingly.  

“I guess that it’s about the same for women and omegas.” She patted 

his hand. “You’ll be just fine.” 

“Yeah, but I’m both bored and anxious at the same time.” 

“I meant, you will be just fine with this baby. You truly love and want 

to be with Mel, don’t you.” It was more of a statement of realization than a 

question. 

Connor gulped, trying to get rid of the lump that had been forming in 

his throat as soon as he saw his mom. “More than anything. He’s amazing. 

My heart soars when he walks into the room, and it hurts when he leaves it. 

My every thought is about how I can make him as happy as he makes me.” 

Susan’s eyes welled up. “Then, Conny, if you’re going to do this, do it 

right.” She reached into her handbag, pulled out a small black velvet pouch 

and handed it to him. Inside were two simple platinum bands. “Those 

belonged to your Grandma and Grandpa Anderson. I have always 

regretted that you never got the chance to get to know them before they 

passed, because they were the perfect essence of love. They taught me 

how to be a loving wife and mother. And when I think back on how your 

father and I reacted to your relationship with Mel, well, my mama would 

have been ashamed of me. So you do it right, Connor.”  

Connor embraced his mother, afraid to even try to talk. She pulled 

away gently after a minute. 



“Now,” she said, wiping away a little tear, “I want to meet these 

delightful McDowells I’ve heard so much about.”   

*** 

It was ten o’clock at night, and Connor was flagging. He tried to nap 

on the loveseat in Mel’s room, but it wasn’t a particularly comfortable spot. 

Mel was awake, and grumpy, but he and the baby were doing fine. Connor 

left him to stretch his legs in the hall. 

Corina looked up from her phone and gave him a little wave. Susan’s 

arms were folded in front of her and her eyes were closed. They had a 

hotel room nearby, but didn’t seem to want to leave.  

Karl and Gregory were sharing a vinyl couch. Gregory sat, staid and 

solid as always, his eyes closed but looking ready to jump into action; Karl 

was lying with his head on his lap and a light blanket pulled over him. They 

brought a smile to Connor’s face. He had several examples of committed 

love in his life and was grateful for them. 

The nurse walked past him with a nod and ducked into Mel’s room. 

Connor walked to the station at the end of the waiting room and finally 

succumbed to the siren song of coffee. He turned around and saw the 

nurse looking for him. She signaled to Connor with the crook of her finger. 

“He’s ready to go. We’re going to wheel him to the delivery room now. 

Are you ready?” 

Connor spun around and said louder than he had planned, “Guys! It’s 

time!” 

  



 

Chapter Eight 

 

Three months had passed since his precious baby boy was born, and 

Mel could not be more smitten. Little Liam had just started smiling, and he 

showed that gummy grin to anyone who looked his way, including his two 

daddies, his grandparents, his pediatrician, his Aunt Corina, and Anne 

Bonny the one-eyed cat. He was a happy baby, and Mel knew how lucky 

he was. All of those worries about sleepless nights and colic were, knock 

on wood, for naught. 

The worries about the lack of intimacy with Connor were unfounded 

as well. If possible, they had drawn even closer as they cared for the baby 

together. They were exhausted at the end of the night, of course—even 

good babies tire you out—but they had resumed making love on a regular 

basis—slow, sweet, quiet lovemaking that simmered with a low-burning 

intensity.  

Mel decided to take a few more months off of work. He loved every 

moment spent with Liam, and would have been heartbroken if he had 

missed that first smile. When he thought of leaving him all day, he ached 

inside. Maybe he’d be ready to head back into the workforce in three more 

months; maybe not. 

“Darlin’? We gotta go if we’re going to miss traffic,” Connor called to 

him from the other room. Mel was giving the baby his last feeding before 

they headed to Grandpa and Pop-pop McDowell’s house for dinner.  

He dressed the baby in an outfit that his parents bought for him, 

something probably stupidly expensive, but ridiculously cute, and then got 

himself ready quickly. The baby weight was almost gone, he thought with 

satisfaction as he looked in the mirror. 

Connor came up behind him and wrapped him up in an embrace. 

They looked at each other in the mirror. 



“You look gorgeous,” Connor murmured into his ear. 

“You too, rock star.” 

“I think we should get a big mirror in the bedroom.” Connor pressed 

his hips suggestively into Mel’s butt. 

“Perv,” Mel said with a wink as he squirmed away. “You carry the 

baby, I’ve got the diaper bag and will get the cab.” 

The elder McDowells’ luxury apartment was decorated as if for a 

birthday party. 

“You guys went over the top,” Mel scolded. 

“What?” Karl said, protesting his innocence. “It’s my grandson’s 

three-month birthday! It should be celebrated!” A handmade banner that 

read Happy Birthday, Liam! hung over the buffet table. Mel knew that his 

dad had bought it and all the other beautiful decorations at one of the 

trendy and overpriced shops he adored. 

There was a pile of gifts next to a lovely cake. 

But the true gift was that, sitting in the living room, were Sam and 

Susan Knight. 

“Surprise!” Karl called. “We decided it was time for the entire family to 

get together. Connor, your parents are delightful.” 

Mel tried not to show his own surprise. He had met Susan in the 

hospital, of course, and thought she was a sweetheart (he tried not to hold 

her initial prejudice against her). But Sam was a truly unexpected 

development. 

Connor embraced his parents but didn’t say anything at first. Mel 

could tell by the look on his face that he was struggling with many emotions 

and didn’t want to burst into tears. He’s more of an alpha than he knows, 

he thought to himself with no small amount of amusement. 



Then Connor seemed to collect himself and brought his father to Mel. 

Mel had taken the baby out of his car seat and was carrying him in a sling. 

The little one was looking all around with wide brown eyes, trying to take in 

the new sights and sounds. 

“Dad, this is my partner, Mel. And our son, Liam.” 

“Hi, Mel,” Sam said with warmth. He shook his hand. “And who is this 

guy?” Sam ducked his head down to the baby’s level. “Hi, Liam!” 

Liam rewarded him with a gigantic toothless smile. And that was all it 

took. Sam asked to hold the baby and wouldn’t put him down until dinner 

was served. Everyone acted like it was the most normal thing in the world, 

but certainly they were all going oh my god, oh my god, this is amazing, in 

their heads, just like Mel was. 

As always, Karl served an impressive meal, and the conversation that 

went along with it was fun and warm. Mel loved looking around at his now 

extended family. He reached over and held Connor’s hand under the table 

and squeezed it, thinking, Thank you for giving me this. Less than a year 

ago, he was heartbroken and scared, and now he was optimistic and had a 

full heart. 

The birthday candles were lit, and the song was sung. The baby was 

too young to blow out the candles or even eat any of the cake, but he was 

content to be passed around from one person who loved him to the next. 

Connor tapped on his glass and everyone turned to him. 

“I just want to say thank you to the McDowells for such a great party. 

It was really a wonderful surprise to see all of this.” His voice quivered for 

just a second before he regained it. “And thank you, to my own folks, for 

making the trip into the city for us. It means . . . more than I can say right 

now. And finally, thank you to my partner, Mel, for nine months of hard 

work turning out this beautiful specimen of a boy. What a gift this little one 

is to all of us. He brings out the best in myself, for sure. I never knew I 

could love someone so completely. The closest thing to the love I feel for 

Liam, is the love I feel for you, Mel. You make every day the best day ever. 



When our babymoon trip got so screwed up, I was kicking myself for days, 

thinking that our romantic vacation had been ruined. But it wasn’t long after 

that, that I realized every day with you is a romantic vacation.” 

Mel hadn’t known that Connor was going to say these things, of 

course, and he was deeply moved.  

“So now, following the loving example that our parents, and our 

grandparents before them, have set, I want to ask you to be my husband.” 

The group gave up a collective gasp. Karl’s hand flew over his mouth, 

and Gregory pulled him close and squeezed him; Susan and Sam 

exchanged a loving look and held each other. The baby didn’t know what 

was going on but cooed and smiled at everyone. 

Connor got on one knee and presented one of his grandparents’ 

platinum bands to Mel. “Please?” He had tears streaming down his face.  

Mel got down on his knees as well. “Yes, Connor. Nothing would 

make this life more perfect.” 

If anyone had been looking in from the outside, they would have seen 

an overjoyed group of people who all cared for each other deeply, in one 

way or another. Two men who started off as complete opposites but who 

now completed the other, a small baby who would grow up to feel only love 

and acceptance from his family, two families that were learning to 

appreciate each other. There would be a wedding to plan together, 

Christmases to share, extended invitations for weekend trips, and maybe 

even more babies in the future. 

But for now, there was love and joy. 

As the party continued, Mel couldn’t stop looking down at the delicate 

band around his left ring finger. He was tired, so he sat down with the one 

glass of wine he allowed himself and surveyed the happy group around 

him. He couldn’t remember a more perfect night.  

As he watched, Sam Knight pulled his son aside, said something 

softly to him, and then hugged him hard. Connor’s face got that look, that 



intense don’t cry don’t cry don’t cry face that Mel was now so familiar with. 

He had it the first time he held his son. Mel wondered what was said and 

hoped those were happy tears Connor was trying to hold back. 

In the cab on the way home, with the baby fast asleep in his car seat, 

Mel asked him what his father had said to him. 

“He just said, ‘You found the one.’” 
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Prologue 

 

You probably think you already know the whole story.  

Everyone in North America and a good chunk of Canada and the UK 

thinks they know the story. My show, my brain-child television series was a 

surprise hit, and you either watched it or you heard about it at the water 

cooler, or you saw Kenn and Cruz on Late Night with Seth Meyers, or you 

saw the headlines on People and Entertainment and TMZ. 

WHO DID KENN CHOOSE? 

KENN PICKS CRUZ! 

KENN REALLY CHOSE ALEC! 

LYIN’ IN PARADISE 

 The reality show Omega in Paradis3, my show, the one I thought up 

after a night of drinking and lamenting the sorry state of American television 

to everyone who would listen, became the most popular show of the 

season. In front of the cameras and the world, beautiful omega Kenn chose 

handsome, strapping Cruz to be his alpha. The romantics cried happy 

tears, the LGBT and alpha/omega activists cheered, and the protesters 

protested. The whole thing was simultaneously lauded and trashed. And I 

cashed the biggest paycheck I’ve ever seen. 

 The only thing is, you don’t actually know the real story. Until now. 

 

  



 

ONE 

 

 People often wonder why reality shows need writers, since it is all 

supposedly unscripted moments caught on camera, as if the casting 

directors somehow happened upon a group of extraordinarily fascinating 

individuals, with lives monumentally more exciting that the average viewer, 

and begged them to live those private lives in a very public way. 

 The word “supposedly” should have tipped you off, of course. The 

truth is that nothing about reality shows is real. The viewer may witness 

some good improvisation and moments of serendipity, but aside from that, 

everything is plotted out in advance by a bunch of writers around a 

conference table, and pieced together after filming in the editing room. 

There may not be a verbatim script, but everyone on the team—from 

executive producer to the actors—knows what is going to happen, one way 

or another. 

 I had been working for Logo TV, the cable television channel that 

focuses on the LGBT lifestyle, as a junior producer. It was certainly exciting 

to be working in television, to be starting down the career path that I had 

always wanted. But ultimately, Logo didn’t scratch that itch for me. There 

was something missing. It seemed like all we did was search for shows in 

syndication that had at least one gay character, and often that one 

character was relatively minor. Or it wasn’t a minor character, but their 

“gayness” certainly was. We started playing How I Met Your Mother 

because of the long-running gag that Lily was hot for Robin, even though 

they never got involved and both women were always with guys. And while 

Will & Grace and Ellen were groundbreaking and very funny, when the 

reruns were making up fifty-percent of our programming, they got old pretty 

quick. 

 In the meantime, I was writing on the side. Always. I hadn’t been 

without a pencil and a notebook since I was five years old, and my medium 



of choice was television. I fell in love during the heyday of “Must See TV,” 

sitting in between my two dads on Thursday nights, up past my bedtime 

and afraid to even move lest they notice. I grew up with the “Cosby” kids; 

didn’t quite understand Seinfeld but quoted it every day anyway (to my 

parents’ delight or chagrin, depending on who was listening); and became 

friends with Friends from the very beginning (I was in college when the last 

episode aired, and I insisted on watching it alone in my dorm room because 

I knew I was going to sob). And of course there were the hours and hours 

of cartoons and old black and white shows while I ate my cereal on 

Saturday mornings and before I started my homework every day after 

school. 

 As much as I loved television, I also recognized that it let me down. 

Until Will & Grace, I had never seen a gay character on TV besides the 

ones that were either butts of jokes or served to show the main characters’ 

insensitivities and insecurities. Remember “Not that there’s anything wrong 

with that!”? Don’t even get me started on the transphobia against Chandler 

Bing’s father on Friends. I loved the shows anyway, but I didn’t see myself 

or my family reflected back at me anywhere. There were very few gay 

characters, and there were no alphas and omegas. 

 Of course, alphas and omegas (or A/O as we call that demographic in 

the biz) haven’t been in the public eye for long, anyway. As you may recall, 

it wasn’t until the 1960s that we began to live openly, if quietly, and demand 

our rights with our LGBT brothers and sisters . . .  

 Enough of the history lesson. I’m boring myself and I’m the one 

writing about it. 

 To make a long story short, my show, Omega in Paradise, became 

the first show in television history to have alphas and omegas as its stars. It 

happened to be the perfect time in U.S. history—with all the advances in 

LGBT rights and all of the political hullabaloo surrounding them—for the 

show to become a smash hit beyond my wildest dreams. 

 Before that, though, it started with just me and my best friend since 

kindergarten, Kenn Montgomery.  



 Kenn and I met on the first day of kindergarten at Manhattan Omega 

Day School, an exclusive private school (with an adjacent brother school 

for young alphas). I was terrified. Being the slightly coddled youngest child 

of two bookish academics, I preferred to sit in my room on my overstuffed 

bean bag and read my favorite books about a mouse that drove a little car 

and a miniature family that lived in the walls of a house. Kenn was just the 

opposite. His fathers were a banker and a model, and Kenn was their 

golden child—almost literally, with shimmering blond hair and a tan fresh 

from their summer in Algarve, Portugal. Kenn was spoiled and self-

confident, and very nearly a brat, except for that he also had a tender heart. 

The way he tells it, after bidding his parents a fond ta-ta on that first 

morning of school, the first thing he saw was me sniffling in a corner, and 

he decided I needed a friend.   

 This stunning little blond boy marched up to me, held out his hand, 

and said, “I’m Kenneth Maddox Montgomery. My auntie is Elizabeth 

Montgomery. Do you know her?” 

 I know my eyes must have boing-ed right out of my head. “From 

Bewitched?!”  

 He was full of shit, of course, but by the time I found out, he had 

already won me over with his other fascinating qualities. For example, he 

made up the most excellently dramatic recess games, full of pirates and 

princes and magical talking animals. It was pretty obvious from the early 

years that he would grow up to become an actor. 

 And he was my biggest fan, as well. I still have a note that he passed 

to me in fourth grade, during his fascination with Goodfellas that says: 

 LIAM, Bring your note book tomoro, you need to write dilog for a 

sceen. MAFIA. VERY IMPORTINT. KM. 

 He was always leading the way, loudly and often with song, and I was 

always following with a notebook and a smile, pushing my horn-rimmed 

glasses up my nose. Other kids at school were just bit-part players in the 

grand drama that was our lives. 



In high school, we became more fully aware of our other role in life—

as offspring of alphas and omegas, we had about a fifty-fifty change of 

being born alpha or omega; we were born with the omega gene, which 

gave us the biological ability and imperative to bear children with alpha 

partners. Kenn and I spent a lot of time together behind closed doors, 

discussing our feelings about this. Our respective parents had taught us 

what they could, and we learned about our biology and anatomy in health 

class, but we only had each other with whom to discuss our excitement and 

apprehension about being omegas. 

“I like the idea of having great romances,” Kenn said one afternoon, 

when we were taking a break from studying for geometry. He was falling 

behind in class and, as always, I was there to get him back on track. “But 

there is no way I am going to wait on an alpha like some domestic.”  

We were at his apartment in the Kips Bay neighborhood of 

Manhattan—with its marble countertops and thick white carpets 

everywhere, it was much grander than my folks’ homey brownstone in 

Brooklyn—and he was trying on his father’s collection of scarves. His 

omega dad Clark had been an international model before getting married 

and pregnant with Kenn, but once he was happily ensconced in their little 

family, Clark became the perfect househusband. We were eating some of 

Clark’s iced sugar cookies as we studied. 

“Not all omegas become like Clark,” I reminded Kenn. “Look at my 

dads. Charles has never cooked more than a fried egg, probably. We 

mostly eat take-out.” 

“Well,” Kenn said, conspiratorially, tossing a red Indian scarf-thing 

around his neck, “I also hope to never become like Charles. He’s boring as 

hell. No offense.” 

I could only laugh. My omega dad Charles was an English Lit 

professor at NYU. It was pretty boring. 

“What about babies?” I asked. “You’ll ruin your boyish figure.” 



Kenn’s head tilted thoughtfully to the side, then he whipped the scarf 

off his neck, balled it up, and stuffed it under his polo shirt. “I don’t know,” 

he said, turning to me with his hand resting on his pretend belly, “I think I 

could pull it off. Besides, an adorable kid is, like, the perfect accessory. The 

lady next door just adopted a little boy from, like, Africa, I think? And all I 

want to do every time I see him is ask who he is wearing. Imagine buying 

all of those little clothes and shoes. And, honestly, aren’t you excited about 

having sex?” 

I shoved another cookie in my mouth. I was fifteen. I was still terribly 

embarrassed about sex. And my fantasies about the future were mostly 

limited to writing wildly successful sitcoms about dorky guys like me: so, 

basically, Big Bang Theory but with omegas. 

That changed, of course. I was always kind of plain-looking, brown 

hair, brown eyes, skinny with glasses, and was never what you’d call a 

lothario, but in college, I had a few boyfriends. Kenn’s folks begged him to 

go to college, but instead he headed straight to Los Angeles after high 

school graduation, staying with an uncle at first and taking classes from the 

best acting coaches. He claimed to have had “multitudes of lovers,” and I 

had no reason to doubt him. Meanwhile, I was taking screenwriting classes 

at NYU and my parents figured I would either need to marry well or live in 

their basement for the rest of my life, because as much as they believed in 

my talent, they didn’t think I’d be able to support myself. 

I did live with them for longer than they had hoped (not that we didn’t 

get along great, but because they wanted only the best for their son), and 

romance was put on the back burner as I worked my butt off: first a gopher 

for producers at Logo while moonlighting at local theaters as a stagehand; 

then moving on to producer’s assistant and eventually junior producer, 

while staging my own stuff at off-off-off-Broadway holes-in-the-wall. As hard 

as I worked, and as much as it sometimes sucked, I got a rush from it all. 

When friends tried to set me up on blind dates, I often passed. Maybe I 

didn’t want to slow down and become the stereotypical omega. 



Flash-forward to just two years ago. The CEO at Logo paid for an 

office party at a swanky club downtown to “celebrate” that the bigwigs had 

decided to head in a different direction: we would now be less LGBT and 

more “general lifestyle.” As a gay omega man, it was demoralizing . . . and 

after a few shots of tequila, it was downright infuriating. I started 

complaining to everyone who would listen. 

Eventually, my less-angry friends and coworkers left me alone to 

stew while the took advantage of free food and drinks, but one of the 

executive producers—a guy I only knew well enough to say hi to in the 

hall—started asking me questions about my personal vision. He told me he 

was a “big fan” of my past work. 

“Omega programming!” I declared. “I want to see guys like me, and 

guys like me want to see guys like them!”  

This was all a hazy, embarrassing blur the next day, but apparently I 

said the right things to the executive producer, because he texted me while 

I was still nursing a hangover that Saturday. He asked me to meet him at a 

quiet pub in Red Hook to “continue our conversation.” I was nervous, 

racking my brain to figure out what exactly I had said the night before. Was 

it even a professional conversation, or was I headed to a date? My 

professional and creative thirst overcame any trepidation as I headed out to 

meet him. 

No, it wasn’t a date. There he was, Rex Donovan, the producer who 

had engaged me in conversation the night before, as well as another 

producer from my floor and a few writers—some I knew and some I didn’t. 

Everyone was already involved in an animated conversation, and no one 

had even touched their beers yet. The excitement was palpable. 

Turns out, Rex Donovan had already been putting the feelers out, 

hoping to get a talented crew together to leave Logo and strike out on their 

own. He was already going to approach me at the party—a risky 

proposition—but I beat him to the punch when I drunkenly told him that 

Logo sucked, LGBT programming currently sucked, and I was ready to 

walk. He and six other people at the office apparently felt the same way. 



Rex was a very commanding yet charming alpha man who was a 

natural leader. It didn’t hurt that he was “movie-star handsome,” with a 

strong jaw and piercing blue eyes. He could probably convince someone to 

walk off a bridge; convincing us already-disgruntled Logo workers to do 

what we already wanted to do was even easier. 

Next thing you know, we are all working out of Rex’s Upper East Side 

apartment—nice size with remarkably high ceilings, but a tight squeeze for 

eight of us on laptops—writing, producing, hunting for investors and making 

more hires, for up to fourteen hours a day. They were all as thirsty as I was.  

We were the founders of Rainbow TV (stylized “rAinbOw”), a new 

cable channel that not only would cater to LGBT viewers, but also would 

feature original content for the A/O demographic. I wasn’t making much 

money yet, but I had business cards that said, “Liam Leonard, Vice 

President, Head Writer,” and I had never been more in love with my work. 

We immediately started writing sit-coms starring just-so-happen-to-be 

transgender folks, an epic drama with multidimensional lesbian heroes, and 

everything possible for the alphas and omegas that traditional programming 

had never even given a nod. 

That’s how Omega in Paradise got started. Competition-based reality 

shows—Survivor, Next Top Model, Project Runway—had long been a 

guilty pleasure of mine. Why not combine that with everyone’s favorite 

dating competition—The Bachelor, still going strong after more than a 

decade and having branched off internationally—but finally expose the 

world to the romantic lives of alphas and omegas? As I put the show 

together in my mind and on paper, it felt like a combination of entertainment 

and public service. 

My writing team and I agreed that we needed to start out with a very 

magnetic omega: someone physically attractive with an engaging 

personality that would keep the audience coming back week after week. 

The reality of reality television, of course, was that we needed someone 

with acting experience, someone who could work the cameras to his 

benefit and improvise when conversation fell flat.  



It hit me like a lightning bolt. I already knew a very handsome, 

charming, and acting omega.  

I called Kenn and he was in New York by the end of the week. 

 

  



 

TWO 

 

 Kenn had been in Los Angeles for about twelve years (we were both 

thirty-three, but his résumé said he was twenty-six), still taking classes but 

never getting roles beyond local commercials and non-speaking 

background bits. He always had handsome older men paying his rent and 

his bills, but he never lived with any of them, his fear of ‘waiting on an alpha 

like some domestic’ keeping him from forming long-term ties with any of his 

suitors. While he seemed very happy with his life when we got together a 

few times a year, I sometimes wondered if he was lamenting not yet having 

a little one.  

 On the way back to my house after I picked him up from the airport, 

he was ecstatic about playing the part of a singleton seeking his life 

partner. 

 “And who knows?” he trilled in the cab, “Maybe I’ll actually meet 

someone special.”  

 That was the first time in years I’d heard him express any interest in 

meeting anyone “special.” It was good to hear. 

 “Sure!” I replied, having caught his enthusiasm. “There are sixteen 

alphas lined up to start, and in the first episode, you’ll be narrowing that 

down to four. Then those four will have the chance to win you over.” 

 “Now, does that mean fancy dinner at Michelin rated restaurants? 

Damn, I’ve missed New York!” Throughout the entire drive from Newark to 

Manhattan, his eyes were on the scenery.  

 “Yeah, right,” I said with a laugh, then realized he was serious. “Wait, 

didn’t you read the series treatment?”  

 He finally turned to me, tipped off by the tone of my voice. “Of course 

not. Why?”  



 “We aren’t filming in Manhattan.” 

 “Don’t tell me it’s fucking Brooklyn.” The disdain was clear in his eyes 

as well as his voice.  

I couldn’t help but laugh, but my body filled with dread realizing I’d 

have to tell him. 

“The competition takes place on Caye Palmera, an island off the 

coast of Brazil. We’re flying down on Monday morning.” Caye Palmera was 

a private island that we were renting for a few months (at a steep discount 

due to Rex Donovan having gone to grad school with the owner). It was 

lush and green, with about two acres cleared for the large, luxurious home 

we would all be staying in, and the rest being wild and overgrown. A few 

nearby islets—short rows of a boat from Caye Palmera—could also 

potentially serve as shooting locations. 

Kenn’s nose wrinkled as if he had just smelled something gross. “Is 

there at least modern plumbing?” 

“Of course. And there’s a pool and a hot tub. You’re going to love it. 

It’s like going to an exclusive resort. With sixteen hot guys.” 

That obviously appeased him, as he sat back and resumed staring 

out the window. “Let’s at least eat out tonight. At Eleven Madison Park. The 

network can pay,” he said, as if generously granting the network a favor. 

I smiled to myself. Leave it to Kenn to choose one of the most 

expensive restaurants in New York City to salve his pain at having to fly to 

a tropical paradise. 

He showed up at the airport on Monday morning, on time and 

wearing island attire: linen pants, a tasteful tropical shirt, aviators and a 

panama hat.  

“When I told Clark of the change in plans, he insisted on sending me 

to Barney’s to get some appropriate clothing. He’s so thoughtful.”  

“Who’s Clark?” I asked. 



“Oh, just a dear man that I spend some time with in the Hills. He 

appreciates my desire to look my best.” 

“And how old is Clark?” 

“Hm. Not sure. I’d guess . . . seventy?” 

I laughed. “You are a gold digger, Kenn Montgomery.” He shot me a 

mock offended look. He knew he was. “How does ol’ Clark feel about you 

flying across the continent to meet young, available alphas?” 

Kenn’s look turned prim and innocent. “I may have left that part out.” 

As we caught up, Rex arrived, trailed by his new assistant and a 

junior producer. Despite the early hour, Rex too looked like he had just 

stepped away from a stylist, his summer suit perfectly pressed, his crisp 

white shirt opened at the neck to reveal just a peek of a smooth, tanned 

chest. His hair was cut conservatively, but it always had just a bit of well-

designed muss to it. His presence made me very aware of my own track 

pants and well-worn Millencolin tee. 

“Leonard! Good morning.” Rex always called me and the rest of the 

staff by our last names. “And this,” he turned, every movement confident 

and intentional, “must be Kenn. So pleased to finally meet you, Kenn. I’ve 

heard great things. We’re very grateful you were available to join our little 

project.” 

It was rare that Kenn was ever unintentionally speechless. His mouth 

hung slightly open as he reached out to meet Rex’s waiting hand, and he 

swallowed before softly saying, “My pleasure.” I knew the feeling. Rex had 

a way of making you feel like you were the only person in the room, a true 

gift considering that he was quite a mover and shaker in NYC. Those blue 

eyes could really pull a number on you. 

Rex turned back to me. “I just spoke to the pilot and he said we’ve got 

clear skies to Rio. From there we’ll take a puddle jumper to the coast. It 

should be a pleasant day.” Despite Rainbow TV being new, Rex made sure 



we all rode in style—we’d be taking a private jet with a flight attendant and 

delicious pre-cooked meals for the longest leg of the trip.  

When Rex left us to greet other members of our crew, Kenn turned to 

me. “He . . . is . . . hot. You never told me! Have you two—” 

“No!” I said, with a laugh. “He’s pretty much my boss. And not exactly 

my type.” 

“Handsome and rich isn’t your type?” Kenn said in an accusatory 

tone. 

“Oh, lower your eyebrows. He’s a great boss, and a decent person, 

but he’s a little vain and shallow. I’m certain I’m not his type, either. He 

usually dates models and socialites, not, you know, nerds.” 

“Hey, give yourself some credit. You’re really cute when you take off 

your glasses and smile.” 

“I’m fine. And I’m not looking for a Rex Donovan. And neither are you, 

by the way. You’ve got sixteen very attractive and successful men flying to 

Brazil to meet you. We had them take commercial flights so that you’ll be 

seeing them for the first time on camera on Caye Palmera.” 

Kenn’s face lighted up and he made a little excited noise. The thought 

of a veritable buffet of hunks waiting to meet him was just the thing to 

change Kenn’s focus. The last thing I needed was for him to put Rex in his 

crosshairs. We had too much work to do for anyone to get distracted from 

the task at hand by office romance. 

As predicted, the flight was about as pleasant as being cooped up in 

a tin can for ten hours can be. Of course, it was a very comfortable tin can, 

and I was able to get a lot of work done with the other writers on the way. I 

would be acting as the director of Omega in Paradise, and I had a very 

specific vision. While my team discussed the first day of filming, Kenn 

relaxed with his legs up and ear buds in, only occasionally taking one out to 

accept a drink from the attendant or flirt with Rex. As long as he kept it to 

just his usual low-grade flirtation, I was okay with that. 



It was in the puddle-jumper that I was really able to take in the beauty 

of Brazil. As we flew toward the coast, the pilot took us past the Cristo 

Redentor statue, but what really took my breath away was the turquoise of 

the water. Born and raised and still working my ass off in New York City, I 

had never seen this except for on television or in movies. I finally took a 

moment to be excited about the locale where my television show would 

take place. Maybe I would force myself to actually enjoy the scenery a few 

times while we were there. Certainly, in three months, I could take a few 

hours off to walk on the beach? 

The pilot’s thickly accented English came over the intercom. “You can 

see Caye Palmera to the southeast at this time. We will be landing in 

approximately twenty minutes.” 

I watched out the window until we landed. My show, the thing I had 

wanted to create since I was a kid about omegas like me, was about to 

happen. I wanted to remember this moment forever. The small island was 

emerald green except for the pitch black peak of a small mountain (really 

more of a rocky hill) that poked up above the tallest trees. It was breath-

taking. 

I’m glad I forced myself to commit that scene to memory, because the 

rest of that evening and the next day were a blur. Cast and crew were 

landing at all hours, and boats with heavy equipment were docking left and 

right. The island was bigger than I’d expected (I knew that it was about ten 

acres, but I hadn’t quite pictured it right). Rex and I would be staying in the 

pool house, a two-bedroom place that was about five times bigger than my 

apartment. The rest of the staff—from the assistant producers to the junior 

writers, and the construction and kitchen crews—were staying in huge tents 

in the backyard of the main house, which was next to the kitchen and 

dining area. It wasn’t as primitive as one might expect, though; everything 

was air conditioned and as comfortable as possible. We also had a 

technologically advanced production tent, where we could watch some of 

the live feeds from remote cameras, or review footage as we decided how 

we were going to turn hundreds of hours of digital film into a one-hour-a-

week television show. 



To Kenn’s delight, he was staying in the main house, a gorgeous and 

well-appointed luxury home of about three-thousand square feet. The only 

other people staying there were the housekeeper and the chef we hired, 

who had rooms in the rear quarters, and whomever Kenn might invite over. 

Our set designers had kept much of the owner’s décor, but had added 

small touches that I suggested based on Kenn’s personal tastes: silk 

pillows in bright colors on all the couches, Adriana Barra textiles on the 

master bed, and an array of tropical plants and flowers surrounding the 

outdoor hot tub. He oohed and ahhed as he toured the home for the first 

time. 

The alpha contestants who would be vying for Kenn’s heart were 

staying in a separate tent, which was not air conditioned and looked more 

like a native hut. We wanted to play up the primitive aspect of alphas 

competing for one omega. It would be hot and dirty, in several senses of 

those words. There were outdoor showers set up, with plants and roughly 

hewn planks of wood giving the men just a bare minimum of privacy; 

sixteen brightly knit hammocks hung under the canopy; and one big 

dining/meeting table made out of a huge slice of a tree trunk, where the 

alphas would share the occasional meal or plot out alliances. Above all this 

were the video cameras, with their never-ending red light reminding the 

contestants that every action was being recorded.  

Cameras were everywhere, all over the entire island. My favorite 

thing was the camera in the shower—we called it the “shower-cam,” 

naturally, and the men would have their confessional moments while 

soaping up their spectacular pecs. It was certain to get the viewers hot and 

bothered. We had rigged up motion-activated and battery-operated 

cameras on the tiny adjacent island, Caye Pequeno, as well, not knowing if 

we’d end up there but wanting to be prepared just in case. 

Once I had crossed everything off my list and delegated what I could, 

I met with the alphas. Our casting director had certainly done an excellent 

job in New York: by the time he had narrowed it down to about thirty guys, I 

was so impressed with the selection that I let him finish the task on his own, 

and now there were these sixteen men. Every one of them was incredibly 



handsome, with chiseled island-ready bodies, imposing professional 

résumés, and sparkling personalities. I was standing at the head of the 

tree-trunk table as they all sat in front of me attentively. I had always 

considered myself a true professional, but suddenly I felt like skinny, shy, 

high-school me. 

I let the guys introduce themselves to me and each other, making the 

occasional note to reflect on later. All of them were between twenty-five 

and thirty-five, but besides that and them all being perfect physical 

specimens of alphas, there was a lot of interesting variety, but I was able to 

lump them into specific groups as to how they would appeal to Kenn and, 

more importantly, how they would appeal to the viewing audience. 

There was Cody the firefighter who loved ballroom dancing; and 

Josh, an up and coming chef in Las Vegas who loved to rock-climb in the 

Calico Basin; both had remarkably huge biceps. I knew Kenn found 

muscular guys very attractive, and that the viewership would love to see 

both of these guys engaged in physical competition. 

Michael (IT director), Ben (rabbi), Dillon (life coach, whatever that 

was), and Lachlan (vice president at a big communications company) were 

all from New York City. I made a note to not allow this concentration to 

happen in future seasons. But I had a feeling none of these guys would 

make the cut. Ben was certainly an interesting dude—an alpha rabbi with 

the body of a swimmer? That’s good TV right there—and he was cute. But 

Kenn claimed to be a practicing Catholic—I think he loved the drama and 

the forgiveness of confession—and I didn’t think he would be interested in 

living the pious life of a clergyman’s husband. The other three New 

Yorkers, while very good looking, didn’t have much of a spark to them. 

The next guy at the table really piqued my interest. A copper-skinned, 

soft-spoken man with chiseled cheekbones and light hazel eyes, Pablo 

Yanez was a twenty-seven year old artist from Miami. I knew from the 

portfolio the casting director had given me that Pablo had a trust fund, but 

that he was taken very seriously in the art community and would likely 

become an international success in the next few years. He also taught art 



at the nursing home where his great-grandmother was a resident. I could 

see Kenn taking a liking to this free-spirit. 

Unfortunately, I could also see him taking a liking to the next guy: 

Alec Nielson, a thirty-five year old surgeon from Boston who seemed really 

full of himself. That was one thing about alphas: their natural confidence 

sometimes took a turn to arrogance. Alec was incredibly handsome, with 

thick dark hair, blue eyes, a cleft chin, and a constant five-o’clock shadow, 

and he insisted on telling us that he worked as a model to get through 

college. Handsome, rich, and kind of an asshole was exactly Kenn’s type. 

Arrogance also worked well for television ratings, because everyone loved 

a good villain. I put an asterisk next to his name. 

The next three alphas would certainly make the planned physical 

competitions fun, even if I didn’t see them making the final cut: a hippie-

type sporting goods store owner from Portland, Oregon who loved hiking; 

an Australian surfing champ who now lived in Hawaii; and a twenty-five 

year old international model who had a rags-to-riches story and was 

remarkably humble (I wondered if Dr. Alec Nielson was seething with 

jealousy). 

A successful but relatively boring commercial-real estate broker, and 

a B&B owner, were two more that I knew would not be on the show for 

long, but they seemed like really nice guys and they certainly were easy on 

the eyes.  

Thirty-four year old D’Marcus from Tampa, Florida was a possibility to 

make it past the cut: he owned an up-and-coming restaurant chain, plus 

taught scuba diving to older foster kids. Viewers would cheer for someone 

like that. And then there was Jake, a super-hottie who loved animals and 

did something for an oil company in Alaska—I can’t even remember what 

his job was, he was that attractive. He would also obviously do well in the 

physical contests, with the build of a linebacker. I put stars next to their 

names. 

Finally, there was twenty-nine year old Cruz Hatcher. As soon as he 

started to speak, I thought, here is our star. First of all, he was stunning, an 



African-American man with sculpted muscles, light brown eyes, and lashes 

that any woman would kill for. His smile was brilliant and genuine, sweet 

and yet with a little naughtiness to it that made me squirm. And he may 

have been the most interesting person at that table, if only because he 

wasn’t two-dimensional.  

“Hi, everyone. Wow . . . what a great group. I’m a little intimidated! I’m 

Cruz, twenty-nine, I started teaching kindergarten in New Orleans after 

Katrina. Love it. I was in the Peace Corps after college and taught kids in 

South Africa, which was a life-changing experience.” 

I felt myself swoon a little. And the television exec in me knew that 

the viewers would, too. This is the man that every omega, every gay man, 

every straight woman would desire, every parent of any omega/gay 

man/straight woman would choose as a mate for their child. I envisioned 

him on the cover of people, on the walls of college dorms, making his way 

to having his own morning talk show. He had a star quality, for sure. 

Cruz continued. “I’m a people person, love to have fun and have 

parties. That’s one reason I love being in NOLA so much. Love the Mardi 

Gras. Laissez les bon temps rouler!” he said with a laugh, and some of the 

others joined in. “My hobbies include reading, I’m really into nerdy stuff. 

Game of Thrones. Big Star Wars fan. I value a good sense of humor and 

curiosity. I like people who like to learn new things. And ultimately, I’d like 

to meet the right omega, settle down, and have a big family. I was raised by 

a single alpha dad, no siblings, so creating a big, happy family is important 

to me. So, I’m happy to be here. Good luck, y’all.” He ended with that 

dazzling smile. 

I think everyone else at the table was as enamored as I was. Cruz 

was just that exquisite. I put two stars next to his name.  

I closed my notebook, cleared my throat, and stood back up. “Alright, 

thank you. It’s very nice to meet all of you in person. And I can say without 

a doubt that the American viewership is going to go crazy for this group. 

Now, as you know,” I said, as I began to walk around the table, “there will 

be four competitions, and four alphas will be cut after each of the first three. 



The winning alpha will be chosen from the final four. The casting director 

may have told you that what happens here on the island during the filming 

process is not at all like what the viewers see on TV, and what you may 

have seen watching similar shows in the past. 

“Of course, you’re all getting paid for being on Omega in Paradise, 

per the confidential contracts you signed before coming here. And in 

addition to winning the heart of our omega, Kenn Montgomery, the winning 

alpha will receive twenty-five thousand dollars in cash, a luxury vacation to 

Portugal with Kenn, and—upon legal marriage, if it happens—you’ll be 

living with Kenn in a Manhattan dream apartment.” 

As I walked around, I couldn’t tell if the alphas understood exactly 

how different reality is from reality television. They mostly just looked 

incredibly excited to be where they were (except for that Alec Nielson—he 

looked like a smug bastard). If they didn’t get it now, they would soon 

enough. 

“Get some sleep tonight. We’ve got a long day of filming tomorrow.” 

 

 

  



 

THREE 

 

 The writers had come up with some arduous and even hilarious 

physical challenges for the alpha competitors, and the wilderness of Caye 

Palmera was the perfect place to conduct them. Once you walked away 

from the house and extensive yard, the flora took over. In some spots close 

to the center of the island, one needed a machete to go more than a few 

feet. I hadn’t even had the chance to explore yet, but I’d seen photos that 

our creative team had taken while traversing the island and coming up with 

the tests. 

 A spring bubbled up near the middle of the island near the top of the 

island’s tiny mountain, forming a gorgeous waterfall that fell into a deep 

pool. I made a mental note to visit it in person before we left. Apparently, it 

was quite a bitch to get there, and the creative team had taken great 

lengths to cover their tracks so that they didn’t accidentally make a path 

straight to it. The first competition was for the alphas to find the waterfall, 

and climb the rock face behind it to find a small cavern. Inside the cavern 

were large natural crystals that proved they had made it. 

 The rock face was already slick due to the wet green moss that clung 

to the shiny black wall, but the tricksters on my staff had added additional 

slipperiness in the way of biodegradable oil in some spots. It wasn’t as 

dangerous as it sounds, because the rock face was a sheer drop down to 

the twenty-foot pool. They’d certainly fall, but only into the cool blue pool 

below. 

 I ran over these details at the kitchen bar of the pool house right after 

my meeting with the alphas. The competition would begin in the morning, 

but regardless of who actually won the waterfall race, I needed to figure out 

who was going to be cut and who would make it on to the second round 

and the second episode. No matter who was the best rock climber, the 



fastest, or the most physically fit, if he was a dud, he would be cut. Rex 

joined me as I spread all of the alphas’ headshots across the bar. 

 “So what are your thoughts?” he asked as he picked up each photo in 

turn, not reacting at all to some, his eyebrows raising in interest at others. 

 “I do want to get Kenn’s initial reactions. But we are getting rid of four 

after the waterfall climbing challenge, and I think that these three need to 

definitely go. Very hot, very fun to watch in a race up a rock wall, but very 

boring.” I pushed the photos of the B&B owner, Michael the IT professional, 

and Lachlan to communications guy to the side. 

 “Sounds like the right choice. Who else?” 

 “That, I’m not sure of. I do know who I’d like see continue, for sure 

though.” I pointed out the rabbi, the Miami artist, D’Marcus the restaurant 

owner/scuba teacher, and the kindergarten teacher, Cruz. After a moment 

of consideration, I pointed to the surgeon’s photo as well. “And this guy is 

just a dick, but I bet the audience will love to hate him.” 

 Rex laughed. “I love the way you think.” 

 “Should we get Kenn in here?” I picked up my phone and texted him. 

He walked over from the main house a few minutes later, wearing a jewel-

tone blue caftan. It would have been weird on anyone else, but it seemed 

appropriate for Kenn. 

 As soon as he walked into the kitchen, though, his star-quality fizzled 

a bit. He wasn’t expecting to see Rex there. It seemed like he might be 

daunted by him. I found it interesting—Kenn spent a lot of time with some 

influential men out in Los Angeles, and even before that, as a kid, he’d 

been surrounded by the powerful and relatively famous friends of his 

fathers. Something about Rex Donovan intimidated Kenn though. 

 “Liam. Rex,” he said, coolly, as he sat down on one of the barstools. 

 “Kenn, how are you getting settled? Do you need anything?” Rex 

asked, as he walked to the bar. “And what can I get you now?” 



 “Just a water, please.” (I knew that Kenn wanted to avoid any puffy 

eyes for filming in the morning.) “And I don’t need a thing. The house is 

very well-stocked. And comfortable.” 

 Rex sat the glass in front of him as I began to show him the 

headshots and discuss the alphas’ details and pros and cons. To my 

surprise, Kenn immediately agreed that the B&B owner, the IT professional, 

and the communications VP should be cut. Also surprising was that he 

wanted to nix the hot firefighter (“We’ve already got too many do-gooders”) 

and the model (“Too pretty; I want to be the only pretty one”).  

 He debated the rabbi, but ultimately agreed to keep him in—also 

surprising. “He’ll make for good TV. People will wonder how we’ll raise our 

children.” It was a remarkably good decision, coming from Kenn. “What?” 

he said, seeing the look on my face. “I want this show to do well. I’m not 

just looking for a husband.”  

 By the end of the night, we had agreed on three guys to cut. We 

decided to let the fourth fall to fate—would it be the model or the firefighter? 

Certainly, one of them would fail the climb spectacularly, or piss Kenn off 

with some minor infraction. I just secretly hoped Cruz stayed in good 

standing. 

 In the morning, tropical birds woke me up. They were much louder 

and less melodious than I might have expected. Rex was already sitting at 

the dining table, wearing one of his lightweight suits, no tie, and drinking 

tea. I admired his hands-on determination. He was, after all, the new 

president of Rainbow TV, and he could have conducted his affairs from his 

home in Manhattan, but he wanted to make sure everything got off the 

ground as expected.  

 “Ready to get rolling?” 

 “I am. Will you be joining us on set?” 

 “I think I will. It’s important for me to be around, lending moral 

support, don’t you think?” 



 I nodded with a tightlipped smile. I wasn’t so sure it was “important,” 

though, and thought that maybe Kenn would agree. Would this affect his 

performance? 

 Rex and I headed into the backyard together under vivid blue skies. 

The construction crew had built what we were calling the Grand Hut, with a 

rattan throne of sorts, surrounded by island flora, from which Kenn would 

meet with the alphas as well as announce the winners of the challenges 

and make the cuts. He was already sitting there, beaming, as we walked 

up. He loved being the center of attention. Kenn was wearing white silk 

pajama-style pants and a loose turquoise top. The entire scene was very 

decadent. 

 From where we stood, we could see the alphas moving around under 

their own hut. The assistant director had them lined up, ready to parade 

across the lawn to meet Kenn for the first time. Even from that distance, I 

could sense excitement in their body language. I took my walkie-talkie from 

my assistant director and hit the button. 

 “Roll it!” 

 Everything proceeded according to the script at that point. The men 

lined up in front of Kenn, who lounged in his throne like he had been born 

to do so. The alphas were all smiling up at him, no doubt hoping to catch 

his eye. Their clothing was all the same, but in different colors: spandex 

running shorts and tanks that showed off their spectacular physiques. 

 I was able to walk around the men, as well as stand near Kenn, out of 

sight of the cameras, and softly call out direction that would either not be 

picked up by the mikes or could be edited out later. One camera was just 

for Kenn, watching his every move. One camera was trained only on the 

expressions of the alphas, in order to cut and paste the most excited looks, 

the lustiest expressions, back at the studio.  

 I wasn’t sure how Kenn was going to play his part. He could be 

incredibly arrogant at times, but he was my best friend for a reason: he was 

truly a compassionate man who was considerate of the feelings of those he 



deemed worthy. And he seemed to feel that all of these alphas, begging for 

his attention, were worthy of his kindness—at least for now. 

 As we had previously discussed, he invited each alpha in turn to the 

throne, where each conversation was recorded in full. Little snippets of 

each would be chosen to air. He shook their hands with both of his, he 

laughed and put his hand on their arms, he confided in them with a little 

smirk, and he hugged each before calling up the next one. Each of the 

sixteen alphas walked back to the line with a look on his face like he knew 

that the omega was in love with him. 

 We had definitely picked the right omega. The audience was going to 

eat this up. 

 Kenn then outlined the challenge for the alphas as they put on the 

helmet-cams. They had already been given in-depth instructions, but this 

would be for the viewers. Once he gave the “on your mark, get set, go,” we 

let him head back to the house. He acted like he had just climbed a 

waterfall himself, claiming he was “exhausted” after the meet-and-greet. 

We didn’t need him again until we filmed again that night anyway. He had 

successfully ignored Rex the entire time. 

 It would have been impossible for camera crews to follow each of the 

alphas into the heart of the overgrown island, so Rex and I watched the 

feed from each helmet cam as they raced for the waterfall. There were a 

few cameras hidden along the way, several surrounding the waterfall and 

its pool, two that caught the rock face behind the waterfall, and one inside 

the cavern to catch the winner and runners-up. I had to admit, it was 

exciting. I just hoped that the winner wasn’t one of the five we had already 

determined to cut. 

 It was almost comedic to see which of the sixteen were particularly 

not cut out for strenuous physical activity. The pretty-boy model kept 

protecting his face from whipping branches and vines; the B&B owner 

looked like he had just realized he made a terrible mistake; and Pablo, the 

artist, began to immediately sweat more than I had ever seen another 



human do so. I sent a message over the walkie-talkie to the med crew at 

the waterfall (just in case) to make sure Pablo got extra hydration. 

 At the front of the race was Cody the firefighter, followed very closely 

by Jake the Alaskan oil dude, and Josh the Vegas chef. They were each 

dodging trees and jumping small ravines very impressively. We estimated 

that it would take a moderately fit runner about forty-five minutes to get to 

the pool, but after fifteen minutes, the firefighter was halfway there. I held 

my breath. He was one that Kenn wanted to cut. If he won, we’d have to 

shuffle things around. It would piss everyone off if the winner of the first 

challenge was cut for no good reason. 

 At about the thirty-five minute mark, the cameras in the clearing 

surrounding the waterfall pool caught Cody the firefighter run in and dive 

into the blue water. He was swimming directly to the cascade. Oil dude 

then Vegas chef came crashing through just seconds later. Suddenly, oil 

dude went down. I would have to check the tape later, but it appeared that 

oil dude had twisted his ankle on a rock. The Vegas chef looked behind him 

at the sound of pain, kept running, but then turned back to check on oil 

dude. Rex and I gave each other knowing grins—the audience loves a 

good sport. 

 The medics came running and told Vegas chef to continue, and he 

dove into the pool just as several more of the alphas burst into the clearing. 

I saw the IT guy, the broker, the surfer, Cruz the kindergarten teacher, and 

D’Marcus from Tampa. Just then, the firefighter showed up on the cameras 

that caught the action behind the waterfall. 

 “Ah, fuck,” I muttered under my breath. Rex heard me but didn’t 

comment. He knew why I didn’t want the firefighter to reach the cavern first.  

 Other runners were showing up on the clearing cameras, but I wasn’t 

paying attention to them. I’d rewatch it all later. I was holding my breath 

watching as Vegas chef reached the bottom of the rock face. He appeared 

to look up at the firefighter, then make a decision to not climb directly 

beneath him. Smart. 



 Very smart, it turned out, as the firefighter apparently reached a slick 

spot and one of his feet slid off its hold. He held on with two hands and a 

foot for a few seconds, but the surprise of losing his footing was too much 

to overcome, and he went falling. The Vegas chef looked surprised then 

motivated, as he moved cautiously but swiftly up the rock face. He certainly 

knew what he was doing. Soon, three others were on his trail, but his face 

was the first we saw on the cavern’s camera. I made a note on my 

clipboard to include an instant replay in the final show of his look of 

triumph. 

 I finally let myself breathe. It didn’t really matter who came in second, 

third, or last. As long as one of the guys we liked took first, we could fix 

everything else. And we liked Josh the Vegas chef.  

 “Let me know what happens,” I said to my assistant producer, as I 

walked back to the pool house. As the alphas finished, they’d be returning 

back to their hut, where they would recuperate and each tell the shower-

cam how they felt about the challenge, their performance, and Kenn. We’d 

meet up with them again later, after they’d rested, for Kenn to announce 

the winner and make the cut.  

 I hadn’t slept well the night before, worried about how my baby—this 

show—was going to be handled by all these strangers. With the success of 

this first shooting, my body was flooded with relief, and all I wanted was a 

nap. It was already ten AM and I knew it would be a late night, so I decided 

to lie down for about twenty minutes. 

 The beeping of my phone woke me. I reached for it groggily, knocked 

it off the bedside table, and then felt around for it without sitting up. Finally, 

its persistence got me off the bed. 

 “Liam, its DJ”—my assistant producer—“one of the alphas wants to 

talk to you.” 

 “Really?” I rubbed my eyes then pulled the phone away from my ear 

to check the time. It was almost one in the afternoon. “Who? Which one?” 



 I heard my assistant speak to the alpha then back to me. “It’s Cruz 

Hatcher.” 

 My stomach did a little flip. He was just so cute I couldn’t help it. “Um. 

Yeah. I’ll be out in a few minutes.” 

 “Okay, but he says it’s a private matter. He asked if there was 

somewhere . . . ” 

 “Yeah.” I looked around. “Send him to the pool house in ten.” The rest 

of the staff would probably be setting up for the night filming, so we’d have 

some privacy. For the life of me, though, I couldn’t figure out why he 

needed to talk to me. There was really no reason for any of the alphas to 

communicate with me directly. 

 I let him in when he knocked. His caramel-colored eyes and long 

lashes made my knees feel weak. Damn. 

 “Mr. Leonard, thank you so much for meeting with me.” He took my 

proffered hand into both of his and shook it earnestly. I was taken aback, 

not just by his appearance but by his enthusiastic manner. In my 

experience, most alphas were not so . . . eager. Despite that, he was very 

self-assured, as if he knew that I would share in his enthusiasm. 

 “Please, call me Liam. Come on in.” I lead him to the small living 

room and gestured for him to sit. “What can I do for you?” 

 “I have a question. A favor, really. I probably should have asked 

before I came down here, but I didn’t want to give you an opportunity to say 

no.” He smiled that dazzling smile. 

 “Okay?”  

 “I’m wondering if, during my shower-cam interviews, if I can promote 

the charity I work with.” 

 I racked my brain to remember what charity that was, to no avail. For 

some reason, I was embarrassed to admit I didn’t know, as if I would be 

disappointing him.   



 “Why don’t you tell me more about it,” I replied. 

 “Of course.” He sat forward on the couch. “It’s called Sarah’s School. 

It’s named after a student of mine when I was teaching in South Africa. 

Sweetest little girl, she was so bright, very inspiring. She was the person I 

missed most when I came back to the States, and I just got her graduation 

announcement. In honor of Sarah, I’m working with some of my Peace 

Corps friends to set up a school in South Africa, and then more. And if I 

could use this show as a platform to get the word out . . . ” He gave me a 

hopeful look. It crossed my mind that he didn’t often hear the word “no.” 

 It suddenly struck me. No wonder someone like Cruz Hatcher was 

here. This was just a dumb television dating show. Kenn wasn’t even really 

using it to find his alpha, he just wanted to get more acting gigs. The other 

guys probably just wanted the winnings, prize money and trips. And I could 

tell myself that I was helping the A/O community as much as I wanted, 

but . . . it really was just a dumb television show. In the future, who would 

truly remember The Bachelor or Survivor as outstanding television? Who 

would remember Omega in Paradise? I had to be honest with myself. 

 But Cruz, he was different. He was passionate about something real, 

something meaningful. 

 Suddenly, to my horror, I realized that I was getting an erection.  

 I crossed my legs and pulled a notebook off of the table next to me, 

as if to make a note. “Um, yeah. We can probably do that, but let me check 

with legal in New York before I commit to anything. In the meantime, you 

work up want you want to say.” 

 He stood up, but I stayed sitting awkwardly. He barely seemed to 

notice. 

 “I truly appreciate it. You’ll be doing a great thing. I’ll get back to you 

tomorrow morning . . . if I’m still here, of course.” He laughed. He had a 

beautiful, hearty laugh. He reached down to shake my hand again, and 

then let himself out. 



 I sat there for about ten minutes, replaying the entire conversation in 

my head, while I allowed my hardness to recede. Then I tapped out an 

email on my phone to the legal department. I realized that I was willing to 

bend over backwards to make Cruz Hatcher happy. 

 

 

FOUR 

 

 The sun had set, and tiki torches burned all around the Grand Hut in 

preparation for the ceremony. Candles surrounded by orchids were around 

Kenn’s throne, and he wore a vivid purple orchid behind his ear. Under 

different circumstances, I would have found it silly, but it contrasted against 

his golden hair beautifully, and he looked like an island prince. He was 

wearing a sarong. 

 The alphas were once again lined up in front of Kenn, but this time, 

they were all shirtless and bare footed, wearing only loose linen pants. The 

costume director had lightly greased their pecs and biceps up so that they 

would glint ever so slightly in the flickering light. 

 Kenn followed the script perfectly.  

 “Alphas, today you engaged in a battle of physical fitness and 

perseverance. Some of you showed yourselves to be fierce competitors, 

while others fell by the wayside.” 

 It would be at this point that the cameras would zoom in first on the 

winner of the challenge, Josh the Vegas chef, and then on the two that 

ended up walking back without even making it to the pool, the model and 

the B&B owner. 

 “Joshua, please approach the throne.” 



 I had to stifle a laugh, because the way Kenn said “Joshua” was 

exactly the way Rachel from Friends did, on that episode where she meets 

the cute rich guy at Bloomingdales. It was very prima donna-ish, and very 

Kenn. 

 Josh had a huge grin on his face as he walked up to the throne. 

 “Joshua, you are the winner of the waterfall challenge,” Kenn said, as 

he tucked a purple orchid behind his ear. “I especially loved seeing your 

concern for your fellow competitor. Congratulations.”  

 As instructed prior to the filming, Josh stepped to the right side of 

Kenn’s throne, where those who would be continuing on the island would 

stand. 

 “Cody, please approach the throne.” 

 This was the firefighter, the one that had almost won but then fell into 

the water. From what I’d seen, he’d been marching around with a scowl all 

day. 

 “Cody, you must leave the island. Please head immediately to the 

airstrip. A helicopter will take you home tonight.” 

 A gasp could be heard from the alphas. They must have thought his 

near-victory was enough to allow him to stay. They weren’t yet familiar with 

the fickleness of Kenn Montgomery, or that of reality television. The 

firefighter’s mouth dropped open, then shut in grim determination, and a 

camera followed him as he cut a quick swath toward the airstrip where his 

bag would be waiting for him. 

 Kenn continued, exiling the B&B owner for completely failing the 

challenge, but allowing the pretty-boy model to stay. Everyone looked a bit 

confused as to the seemingly arbitrary decision. Then Kenn sent the IT guy 

and the communications VP to the airstrip, or as Kenn would later call 

them, “the boring ones.” 

 With Josh the chef standing to his side, there were now just eleven 

men in front of Kenn. He was amazing. He gazed down at them as if mildly 



disinterested, and some of them actually began to squirm, truly not knowing 

if they were staying or going. Finally, Kenn smiled and told them that they 

would all remain to participate in the next day’s challenge, but that 

tomorrow night, four more of them would also be sent packing. As he said 

this, he tucked orchids behind each of their ears. 

 Cruz, of course, was one of the alphas that would be staying. His 

performance in the first challenge was as mediocre as most of them were, 

though we would be making him look a little better in the editing room back 

in New York. It was purely his magnetic personality and his physical 

appearance that were keeping him on the show.  

 I walked over to him as he was happily chatting with one of the other 

men. “Could I have a word, Cruz?” 

 His grin widened when he saw me, and he stepped away from the 

group, his eyebrows raised in anticipation. 

 “I spoke to legal. You can promote your charity.” 

 “Excellent. Thank you.” 

 “Sure. Of course. But, um, we need to discuss what you’re going to 

say. Legal gave me some guidelines. So . . . can you come to the pool 

house after dinner? We can go over it then.” 

 “Certainly. And thank you.” He pressed his hands together in a 

gracious gesture and showed me his brilliant smile again. “See you soon.” 

 He loped off, and I realized I was watching his shimmering muscles 

and admiring how the linen slacks draped around his perfect ass. I bit my 

lip. I needed to think up some pretend “guidelines,” because legal had said 

nothing of the kind. I just wanted to have that beautiful man all to myself. 

***  

 The cooks that we’d hired to make meals on Caye Palmera were top-

notch. The head chef was actually someone that Rex Donovan had used 

extensively for private parties, and he was given carte blanche to hire his 



own staff. So far, the food was fantastic: tropical dishes inspired by 

Brazilian cuisine, such as the black bean and sausage stew served over 

rice that the crew and the alphas were enjoying after the ceremony, under 

the stars. It was served over rice and with collard greens, and the chef had 

arranged for a vegetarian version for those that were so inclined. I brought 

my bowl of stew back to the pool house.  

I was nervous to be meeting with Cruz, and barely tasted the stew 

before pushing it aside. What was I doing? Was I just going to have a 

professional conversation about his charity, bullshitting about legal 

guidelines, to spend a few extra minutes in his presence? Was I actually 

hoping something romantic would happen between us? That was stupid on 

several levels: for one, I was sort of his boss; for another, wasn’t he in the 

running to be Kenn’s alpha? I really had no idea which of the alphas were 

taking this completion—to win Kenn’s heart—seriously. 

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, ran a cold, wet washcloth 

over my face, and brushed my teeth. What would Rex say about this, I 

thought to myself. Ever the professional, he’d probably consider my actions 

foolhardy at best, predatory at worst. My head was spinning. I was acting 

like a teenaged. 

 Damn you, Cruz Hatcher.  

 I heard a light knock on the door. I stared into my own eyes in the 

mirror. Are you going to do this, or aren’t you, my inner voice dared myself.  

 Fuck it. I’m on a tropical island, and there’s a hot man at the door. 

You never get to have fun. Have fun tonight.  

 I answered the door, and there was Cruz, smiling. He had put on a 

shirt, but left it unbuttoned. He held up a bottle. 

 “The head chef told me to bring this to you, since you missed it. It’s 

fermented sugar cane juice, cachaça, it’s called. A Brazilian thing. And I 

took a swig. It’s delicious.” He said it like he was trying to tempt me. 

 I knew that Rex could be heading to the pool house at any moment. 



 “Great. I wanted to get some fresh air. Let me grab some cups with 

ice, we will head to the beach.” 

 Good boy, my inner voice said. My inner voice was a bit of a slut. 

 The beach closest to the house was small and secluded, with the 

lights from the main house barely reaching it. The sand was rough and cool 

on my bare feet. It was low tide, and the water gently lapped at the shore. I 

could see tiny hermit crabs, their shells glinting in the moonlight, racing 

around, picking at tendrils of seaweed that had washed up during the day.  

 We sat down on wooden deck chairs, and Cruz reached for the cups, 

pouring some of the liquor for both of us. I took a sip, seeking liquid 

courage for whatever it was that I was hoping to do. The sugarcane juice 

was delicious, and strong.  

 “What a day, hm?” Cruz said, after taking a sip. 

 “It was. How did you feel about the competition?” 

 “Well, I sucked, I know that much,” he said with a laugh. “But it was 

really fun. And most of the other guys are very cool. The hippie guy—Nat, I 

think?—he is a riot, love him. And Pablo and D’Marcus are super sweet. 

I’m having a great time.” He looked at me. “Thank you so much for 

including me in this.” 

 “Oh, well,” I cleared my throat. “Wasn’t just me, of course. Rex and 

the other writers and producers, and Kenn.” 

 We sat in silence for a minute, enjoying our drinks and the little bit of 

a salty breeze that made the palm trees rustle. 

 “So, I talked to legal,” I said, turning to him. He had been staring at 

me. I was so startled, I blanked. “Um. Legal, you know.” 

 He sat forward in his chair and reached for my cup. Taking it from my 

hand, he nestled it next to his in the sand. “Come here,” he said, his voice 

low but authoritative. 



 I felt incredibly awkward. We were on the beach, in the dark. Where 

was “here”? What did he want me to do? My inexperience with seduction 

was shining like a beacon.  

 He stood up, reached down to my hand, and then pulled me up into 

his arms. He held me as if we were going to slow dance right there on the 

beach. At about four inches taller than me, looked up at his face, still not 

knowing what he wanted. He removed my glasses and slid them into his 

pocket. 

 “Liam Leonard. You are a very sexy man,” he said, while staring into 

my eyes and smiling.  

 I gulped. It was like being in a dream. This kind of thing happened to 

other men, to people like Kenn, not to me. 

 He swayed with me—we were going to slow dance right there on the 

beach—and held me firmly against him. 

 Perhaps he could sense my nervousness. He ran his hand lightly up 

and down my back, sighed, and looked around in the moonlight. “I’ve 

traveled quite a bit, but this may be one of the most beautiful places I’ve 

been.” 

 “Me . . . me, too,” I whispered. I was still looking at him.  

 He looked at me again. I realized then that, since the first time we’d 

spoken, he had this way to looking into my eyes and smiling as if 

everything I said was brilliant and perfect. Did he do that with everyone?  

 He let go of my waist, and gently held my chin with his hand. “I’ve 

been wanting to do this all night.” He dipped down and brushed his lips 

against my own.  

 It felt like time held still. I could feel that tropical breeze brush against 

every hair on my arm, could hear the little crabs scurrying and the palm 

trees whispering. I could smell the salt in the air and a hint of vanilla and 

pepper of Cruz’s cologne. His lips tasted like sugar. After what felt like 

several minutes, his tongue softly swiped at my bottom lip, causing an 



electric jolt to go from my mouth to my groin. I groaned aloud without 

meaning to, and he took this—rightfully—as permission to continue. His 

tongue lapped again at my lips, and I parted them, and then we were gently 

exploring each other’s mouths. 

 Kissing has always been my favorite part of a relationship. That first 

tender kiss, hot make-out sessions, prolonged foreplay, and even quick 

and sweet hello/goodbye pecks. It had been a while since I’d kissed 

anyone. So I was in heaven. But before long, I wanted more.  

 I could tell that Cruz did, too, his erection prominent in his fine linen 

pants, pressing against my hip.  

 “Do you want to—” he began, whispering even thought it was unlikely 

anyone could hear. 

 “Oh, god, yes,” I hissed back.  

 He grabbed my hand again, and pulled me further along the beach, 

out of direct sight of the main house, just in case. I appreciated his 

discretion, because despite my enthusiastic willingness, I knew that this 

was a bad idea. 

 He turned to me once we were well-hidden, and kissed me again, 

and all my reservations left me. His left hand was gently holding my face, 

and his right was on my lower back and creeping down the back of my 

pants. I reached down and unbuttoned the top button, amazed at my own 

wantonness. Where was the hard-working, straight-laced Liam Leonard 

from Manhattan? I had no idea, but he certainly wasn’t on that beach on 

Caye Palmera that night. 

 Cruz’s hand found the upper slope of my ass, which he squeezed 

with a moan, and then his fingers found the crack. He slid a finger down, 

just a bit. 

 “Is that okay?” he asked, his mouth against my own. I nodded. His 

finger continued to wander. 



 “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said, his mouth still against 

my own. I could feel his lips forming the words. “You are 

so . . . passionate . . . about what you do. So smart. So funny. So fucking 

hot with those glasses on.” 

 I couldn’t even talk. It wasn’t real. This was not real. Alphas like Cruz 

aren’t into nerdy workaholic omegas like me. So I just let him continue, with 

his words and his big strong hands.  

 His gently probing finger eventually found my tightest opening, after 

teasing around for a nice long time, and I shivered into him. He started to 

suckle at my tongue, which I had never experienced before, just as he 

started to press his finger into me. I could only moan into his mouth and 

melt in his arms as he penetrated me, ever so slowly.  

Even as I allowed myself to be carried away by his movements, a 

niggling voice in the back of my head reminded me that there was nowhere 

to go back to—no “my place” or “your place,” not while we were on the 

island. I opened my eyes as we were kissing, and peered around the best I 

could. The beach was dark and private, but . . . outdoor sex wasn’t my 

thing. In bed, behind closed doors and curtains, yep, that was my thing. Not 

somewhere where anyone could come upon us, and where sand gets stuck 

in uncomfortable places. 

Cruz pulled his mouth away from mine. “Pull down your pants,” he 

said, softly but with urgency, and, god help me, I couldn’t resist him. I 

quickly slid my pants down my hips. He didn’t remove his finger from my 

asshole, just lowered himself, his knees in the sand, and started to kiss my 

painfully hard cock. I had a better view down the beach now, and enough 

moonlight to know that no one was around. I sighed with relief. 

“You okay?” he whispered up to me, apparently alerted by my sigh. 

“Mmm, yes.” 

He licked the head of my cock at first, while staring up at me, a most 

erotic sight. Despite him being the one on his knees, it was obvious he was 

the one in charge, and I was very much okay with that. I let my head fall 



back, breathing shakily and staring up at the stars in the inky sky, while he 

made love to me with his mouth. His penetrating finger was close to finding 

my prostate. 

That’s when I heard it. 

“Liam! Lee-Leeoooo!” It was Kenn, using the childhood nickname he 

made up for me long ago. I could see him a ways away, in the light of the 

house. I knew that he couldn’t see us from there, but if he kept walking, he 

might. 

Cruz pulled his mouth off of me with a little slurp, and removed his 

finger from my ass. He playfully squeezed my thighs as he stood up. “I 

knew it was too good to last,” he whispered. I could hear the grin in his 

voice. “You go. Lead him away and I’ll head up in a minute.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said, even though I knew I didn’t really have anything to 

apologize for. “Maybe . . . later . . . ?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Liam!” Kenn was persistent and I knew I needed to go. I pulled up 

my pants and zipped up. As I started to walk away, Cruz grabbed my arm 

and pulled me to him suddenly, kissing me hard on the mouth, before 

letting me go.  

I willed my still prominent erection down, but when I got to Kenn, I 

had to try to hide it by tucking it into the waistband of my boxer briefs. 

 

  



 

FIVE 

 

 Kenn’s professionalism was impressive. I must admit, I didn’t expect 

it. Having never actually worked with him, I had based my expectations on 

our personal relationship, and was expecting a lot of drama and spoiled 

behavior. Instead, he was consistently on time, on point, and checking with 

me regularly to make sure that his “character” was believable and likeable 

enough for the viewers to get behind. 

 That’s how he insisted on referring to his on-camera self: “my 

character.”  

 “You mean, you, right?” I asked, slightly sarcastically. Despite us 

being best friends, I enjoyed giving him occasional shit when he started 

acting like a diva. 

 “Well . . . yeah. But it’s not like I’m actually trying to find true love via 

this show,” he responded, while reading through the next day’s script. 

 “Then . . . why are we doing this?” I was almost pissed. 

 He looked at me like I was a dumb little boy. “To make you money? 

To make me famous? I mean,” he tossed the script down onto the coffee 

table, “if I actually meet someone, yay. Just like if you actually meet 

someone. Or any of those guys out there. But . . . it’s a TV show. With a 

script.” 

 I felt incredibly naïve after that conversation, but I also used it to 

justify my continued lust for Cruz. 

 The day after he and I had fooled around on the beach, we held what 

we called “clothespin tug-o-war,” a weird contest that was based off of 

something I’d seen on a Japanese game show during a fit of insomnia 

months earlier. The twelve alphas would have wooden clothespins 

attached to their nipples and around their areolas, then string would be tied 



to the clothespins, connecting each alpha to another. When the contest 

started, each alpha would pull back, knowing that the each step could 

cause a clothespin to snap off. The sensation of blood rushing back in to 

the released skin was apparently even more painful that of the clothespins 

in the first place, but none of it was remotely dangerous. The first alpha to 

get rid of all their clothespins won. 

 The contest told us absolutely nothing, truly, about the alphas or their 

worthiness, except perhaps about their individual level of pain tolerance. It 

would be, however, hilarious to watch, and we had decided to play up the 

potentially kinky aspect of it, as if it were a little light S&M. When I thought 

about Kenn acting like a dom in a dungeon, I literally laughed out loud. 

 “What’s so funny?” Kenn asked. He was holding his parasol above us 

both, protecting us from the late morning sun as we watched the crew finish 

setting up for the contest. It was the best time of day for filming. 

 “Oh, nothing. Just think this part is going to be fun.” I winked at him 

and walked over to my assistant director to compare notes before we 

began. 

 We started rolling. This time, the twelve alphas were only wearing the 

spandex shorts, showcasing their fantastic bulges to the degree that cable 

television would allow. It was hard not to notice and compare! 

 Kenn did the honors, attaching clothespins to the places we had 

previously discussed. Since physical strength had nothing to do with the 

contest, we had previously arranged for opposites to be attached, such as 

big, beefy Jake, the Alaskan oil dude, and the willowy (but still hunky) 

hippie Sage from Portland, Oregon. I tried to catch Cruz’s eye, but he was 

trying to joke around with tight-laced broker, Trevor.  

  Practically purring to each alpha, Kenn acted like he was taking 

immense pleasure in causing them this little bit of pain. In reality, I knew 

that he was not at all into sadomasochism, and the one time he had been 

with an alpha that requested it, Kenn had viewed it as nothing but an 



exhausting chore to plow through. But right now, he was a kitten with a 

whip. 

 Once the alphas fully understood the task at hand, the laughing and 

wincing commenced. The best part was when short but ripped Rabbi Ben 

(attached at the nip to very tall artist D’Marcus) made it clear that this 

wasn’t the first time that he’d had nipple clamps on. It may have been the 

first time I’d ever seen an alpha make Kenn blush. 

 Tug-o-war was over quickly, but the cameras had caught priceless 

footage of the shenanigans, and no doubt the shower-cams would produce 

even more. The alphas were laughing and palling around together, which 

always made for a nice contrast to the more strenuous and serious scenes. 

It was going to make for some great TV.  

 The writers, Kenn, Rex and I headed the pool house, to make the cut 

decisions over lunch. We had to get rid of four more alphas, based on the 

ridiculous exercise we had just staged. 

 Rex, ever the professional, got right down to business. “I need to get 

on a conference call, so can we speed this up?” he called over the chatter 

around the table. “Do we still like Cruz and Alec to stay in?” 

 I looked to Kenn, who nodded.  

 “Sounds good. I suggest getting rid of Nat, Dillon, and Trevor. Nat is 

easy—he acted like a wimp. Dillon and Trevor were just boring.” Everyone 

seemed to agree. 

 Kenn spoke up. “I’d like to keep Rabbi Ben in. He’s a riot. People will 

tune in to the show just for him.” 

 “Smart,” Rex said with a nod, and that succinct compliment may have 

resulted in the second time I’ve seen an alpha make Kenn blush. “We need 

another cut.” 

 By the end of lunch, we were down to eight alphas: Ben, Pablo, Josh, 

Ryan, D’Marcus, Jake, Alec, and Cruz. 



 Later that night, I headed to the production tent and said I wanted to 

check in with the shower-cams. No one paid me any attention as I sat in 

front of the monitor and put on a headset. I looked around one last time and 

then fast-forwarded to Cruz’s interview. 

 Damn, he looks good wet and soapy. 

 Cruz was smiling as he rubbed a loofah across his chest. “Today was 

a crazy amount of fun. I have to admit, my nipples still hurt.” He pinched 

them for effect, which was the perfect amount of kinky and gave me a 

stirring in my groin. “But it was a super good time. And I think my chances 

are really good! Every time I go into one of these challenges, I just think, 

‘Do it for Sarah’s School. Do it for the kids. They need you.’ That twenty-

five thousand dollars would go so far. It would completely pay for the 

physical building, or for two part-time teachers in Cape Town. Probably a 

year’s worth of lunches for the students. But I’m competing against some 

really top-notch, great guys. So, just in case I don’t win, I just want to reach 

out to my fans, to let you know that you can directly help me accomplish my 

dream by going to the website—I’ve been told it will flash on the screen—

and donate. Just a buck or two would help.”  

He flashed the most dazzling smile, and then it was my heart that 

stirred. 

***  

 The next day was our “Top Chef” challenge—the eight remaining 

alphas had to get up early and go scavenging through the bountiful Caye 

Palmera jungle to find the ingredients for a meal for Kenn. Right after we 

chose Caye Palmera as a location, we consulted with the private chef that 

the island’s owner used. He also just so happen to run one of the hottest 

restaurants in Rio de Janeiro. He and his staff often plundered the 

surrounding area for fresh ingredients to use in his renowned dishes, and 

he assured us that there would be plenty for the alphas to gather. He would 

also act as a guest judge—in addition to Kenn—for the next episode. 



 The alphas were once again gathered in front of the throne, and Kenn 

ran down the list of rules for the challenge, before waving a starting flag. 

The eight men raced into the jungle, once again, and I returned to the 

production tent to watch as they headed in separate directions and started 

to gather ingredients. The producers and I had an idea where the more 

fruitful areas of the island were, and were yelling at the television monitors. 

 “Don’t pass the papaya tree!” 

 “Damn, Pablo recognized the cassava plant! Nice!” 

 “Bananas, Nick, seriously? Does he think bananas are going to get 

him past the cut?!” 

 I couldn’t keep my eyes off of Cruz. He was wearing a yellow tank, 

which complemented his dark skin beautifully. As the morning grew humid, 

his muscles flexed under a light layer of perspiration, highlighting them for 

the cameras better than any makeup artist could have. He climbed the 

almost-horizontal trunk of a palm tree to get at a few large coconuts, and I 

was holding my breath. 

 “Cruz is quite a natural in front of the cameras, isn’t he?” said a voice 

next to me, causing me to jump a bit in surprise. 

 “Oh, yeah. Hey, Rex.”  

I dreaded when Rex popped up in production. Even when he was 

silent, it made most of my staff nervous, and when he gave input, it made 

them nervous and annoyed. He wasn’t the creative type and his 

suggestions were not generally as well-received as we pretended them to 

be. 

 “He seems like an obvious choice to make it to the final competition.” 

 “Mm. Maybe.” I tore my eyes away from the monitor that still showed 

Cruz, and pretended to be interested in the other alphas. 

 “What does Kenn think about this group?” 



 “He’s . . . intrigued. He finds them all attractive, certainly. And I think 

there are a few that he could really see himself with.” After all the time and 

expense that Rex had put into my show, I wasn’t about to sabotage it or my 

best friend by telling Rex the truth—that Kenn probably viewed it only as a 

stepping stone to bigger and better things. I needed Rex to believe in 

Omega in Paradise . 

 “Really? Hm. Well, they are some great young men. But I wonder if 

any of them have what it takes to really satisfy Kenn. He seems like a 

handful.” Rex chuckled, then clapped me on the shoulder before walking 

over to talk to his assistant. As soon as I knew he wasn’t watching me, I 

tracked down Cruz on the monitors, now using a branch to knock down 

mangos. 

 Eventually, even watching Cruz gather produce got boring, and I 

started playing Scrabble on my phone, waiting for the alphas to make it out 

of the jungle. They carried big mesh sacks back to the kitchen tent for 

cleaning and preparation, and would spend most of the day making meals 

to share with Kenn. Kenn had originally been alarmed at the idea of having 

to eat ten different plates, but he would just eat a bite of each. 

 Finally, in the early evening, it came time for the alphas to present 

their meals to Kenn and the guest judge. I was excited. With the popularity 

of cooking shows these days, this was certain to get the viewing audience 

excited. And I had to admit, the plates looked gorgeous, many of them 

decorated with flowers and bright sauces. But Kenn was no culinary 

lightweight. He was one of the few people I knew personally that could 

name the chefs of his favorite restaurants, and he would be hard to 

impress.  

 Right off the bat, we knew that Josh, the chef from Las Vegas, would 

have the upper hand. He had actually gone into the water and dug up 

clams. What he didn’t know, however, was that Kenn was a rare foodie 

who hated sushi, and Kenn refused to eat the raw strips of clam laying in 

red hibiscus-pepper aioli.  



 I had to laugh. No doubt, Josh thought he was going to score big. To 

his credit, the guest chef proclaimed them “decadent and perfectly 

prepared.” But the guest chef wasn’t choosing the winner of Omega in 

Paradise . 

 Ben the rabbi was a vegetarian, and he had made what he called a 

“savory fruit salad.” The guest chef said it was interesting and unusual. 

Kenn made a face worthy of a discerning toddler. 

 Again and again, Kenn let the alphas know that he found their best 

efforts either disgusting or boring. The doctor Alec’s offering couldn’t even 

be eaten, because the guest chef took one look and said that the raw 

mushrooms in his salad were poisonous!  

 Even Cruz, the object of my affection who I thought could do no 

wrong, had only made a fruit salad drizzled in coconut water. Kenn made a 

bored face and said it needed sugar. At least he deemed it edible. 

 Toward the end of filming the debacle of a dinner, Kenn looked 

positively livid. I knew that face, angry and disgusted, had to be the last 

thing the television viewers saw before we cut to the ceremony at the 

Grand Hut. But as soon as I cried “cut!” Kenn’s face soften into a smile, and 

he called out “Great efforts, everyone!” and he scooped a couple chunks of 

pineapple off of Rabbi Ben’s plate and popped them in his mouth. An actor, 

first and foremost, Kenn was. 

 I met with my assistant writers and producers to go over the latest 

developments. While much of the show was scripted out, we couldn’t have 

determined what the alphas would create in the kitchen nor how the guest 

chef would react (we could have scripted out Kenn’s reactions, but his 

improvisation was better than anything we could have written for him).  

 Rex showed up at the table, again, and as always, it was slightly 

disconcerting to have “the big boss” around when we were trying to work. 

 I started out the meeting discussing which alphas we could cut 

immediately. “Okay, we definitely can just get rid of Ben and Alec after this 



one. They made that easy for us. I think we need to hang on to Josh, like 

make it like he just eked by because the guest chef liked him.” 

 “Hm,” Rex said, obviously in disagreement. I looked across the table 

at him. His eyes were narrowed as if in thought, and he pressed tented 

fingers to his lips. “I’m not so sure we should kick out Alec.” 

 I wanted so badly to roll my eyes, but I refrained. “Okay. Well, he did 

almost poison our star. You know, THE omega in Omega in Paradise . How 

do we work around that?” 

 Rex smiled at me, a patient smirk. “I don’t know, Leonard. You’re the 

head writer. Certainly you can figure it out.” He leaned back in his chair, a 

relaxed pose, but he didn’t take his eyes off mine. Somehow, it felt like a 

threat. 

 “Fine. I guess we can make everyone else’s food and efforts seem 

somehow worse than near-poisoning. Anyone have any ideas?” 

 I didn’t look at Rex Donovan for the rest of the session. 

 Later, when I gave Kenn his notes for the ceremony, he seemed 

surprised as well.  

 “You’re keeping Alec in? He tried to kill me. I literally almost died 

today.” 

 I scoffed. “Give me a break, Kenn. You’re fine. Rex just wants Alec to 

stay for some reason. Thinks he’ll make a good villain or something.” 

 “Oh? Rex’s idea? Well, he is the boss.” 

 Kenn calmed down remarkably fast. That irritated me, considering 

how he was never quite as easy on me, but the craziness of living and 

working on an island with thirty other people kept me too busy for pettiness. 

 “Indeed. So here is the script. Losers here, winners here, and when 

you describe the meals, make those horrified, disgusted faces you made 

earlier. Genius!” 



 “I am. I know,” he said, with mock-conceit as he browsed over the 

script. That was the Kenn I knew and loved. 

 Once again, the Grand Hut was lighted romantically and dramatically 

for the ceremony, and Kenn was lounging in the throne in a flamboyant silk 

robe. A purple orchid was in his hair again, and before him stood the ten 

remaining alphas, this time in parrot-green drawstring shorts.  

 “Alphas, cooking is known as a labor of love. Today you hunted in the 

jungle for tropical ingredients, and then spent the entire day cooking them 

for me. Your efforts did not go unnoticed.” 

 Kenn was smiling sweetly at the contestants at this point, but I knew 

that he was about to flip a switch. 

 “Unfortunately, most of you left me disappointed, and one of you 

unintentionally almost killed me.” There it was! 

 He called each alpha forward, and asked them to describe their 

ingredients and preparations. The guest chef gave his professional opinion 

on each—he was restrained and polite—and then Kenn took his turn, really 

tearing into each one. It was brutal. And I knew the viewers would love it. 

Kenn cut the first six that he called forward.  

 The next was Alec, the smug doctor who thought the proverbial sun 

shone out of his literal ass, and who had included poisonous mushrooms in 

his dinner.  

 “Alec,” Kenn called, and the doctor sauntered up, as if expecting to 

be commended for his meal. “I would say that your meal was the worst, but 

I don’t know because fortunately I didn’t eat it.” A collective snicker around 

from the alphas as well as the staff on the sidelines. “However . . . there’s 

something about you that I want to explore further.” 

 You ever see a face that just begs to be punched? That was Alec, 

right then. He had done nothing to remain on the show except be the one 

we all hated. And he was being rewarded for it. I decided that I was going 



to put my foot down after that—Alec was not going to win Omega in 

Paradise .  

 Alec got his orchid, and then so did Cruz and Pablo (who had made a 

grilled pineapple salad that the guest chef said was “quite good”), and 

Josh. Josh looked surprised, since Kenn had refused to eat his raw clam 

strips, but Kenn told him that the guest chef’s positive review had come to 

his rescue. 

 After the losing alphas were sent to the helicopter, there were only 

four alphas left. Things were about to get interesting. 

 When the cameras stopped rolling, my crew and I headed to the pool 

house to discuss the next challenge. I stopped along the way to look back 

at the alphas’ hut, hoping Cruz would be there, signaling me to meet him 

later, but I didn’t see him at all. I wondered if our beach rendezvous was 

just a fluke, or if he was getting excited about his chances with Kenn.  

 I put that negative voice out of my head as I sat down with my staff. I 

was Liam Leonard, damn it, Head Writer and Vice President of Rainbow 

TV. I had work to do. 

 

  



 

SIX 

 

 No one seemed to care as much as I did about Alec Nielson, doctor 

and asshole, making it on to the next round of Omega in Paradise. For 

some reason, I was taking it more personally. I could say it was because 

the show was my brainchild, but truthfully, I knew that Kenn would never 

choose him, which meant that there was a slightly bigger possibility of Kenn 

choosing Cruz. 

 Now that there were only four alphas left, the competition got more 

intimate. There would be four episodes with each alpha creating a romantic 

date that was designed to let Kenn get to know each of them more 

personally. We had already discussed that the commercials and previews 

for the episodes would heavily imply that “intimate” and “personal” meant 

that there was the possibility of sex, but with cameras and crew 

everywhere, it was unlikely.  

 Kenn approached me before the episode where he would be going 

on his date with Pablo.  

 “What about kissing?” he asked, tapping a pencil against his lips as if 

weighing an important professional decision. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Should I kiss them? I mean, I’m acting, right? They do it on television 

and movies all the time. It doesn’t mean a thing. What does the audience 

want?” 

 “Do what you think is best,” was all I told him. If he was comfortable 

with it, then I did have to agree, the viewers would love it.  

 Pablo Yanez, the artist from Miami, had the first date. The crew and I 

had a strong feeling that Pablo might be the audience’s favorite. First of all, 

he was stunning: not only was he tall and sculpted like a statue of a Greek 



god, but his shaved head showed off angular cheekbones and huge liquid 

eyes that were sometimes blue, sometimes green. He was soft-spoken but 

the things he said were so interesting that people leaned in to listen to him. 

He was an artist making a name for himself with his unusual portraits, so 

he had that creative bohemian streak that was so attractive, but he also 

had that trust fund. Let’s face it: no one wants to date a “starving artist.” 

Finally, Pablo worked with the elderly. He was someone that any omega 

would want to bring home to meet the folks. 

Contrary to what the viewing audience would be led to believe, the 

alphas did not think up their dates on their own. My writing staff and I 

created them, even before we left New York, though we added certain 

touches once we knew who the final four alphas would be. In Pablo’s case, 

an evening of cocktails created with island fruit and watching the sunset 

also included a portrait-painting session. We set up a chaise on the beach 

with mounds of silk pillows, and provided Kenn—never one to shy away 

from showing off the physique he worked so hard to maintain—with a white 

silk robe. Pablo then painted Kenn lounging in the buff as the sun went 

down, in between sips of fruity drinks festooned with flowers. After the sun 

went down, the two men snuggled together among the pillows, warming 

their toes at a fire pit and talking softly. Right before we stopped filming, we 

caught Kenn looking into Pablo’s eyes, then down at his lips. Pablo 

seemed to take the cue, and they kissed. 

The idea was to make every viewer—gay or straight, alpha or omega, 

married or single—swoon. As I softly called out direction from behind the 

cameras, I think we nailed it.  

As soon as I called “Cut!” Kenn stopped the kiss, pulled away from 

Pablo with a smile, and said, “Good job. It’s so nice working with a 

professional.” 

Pablo smiled wide and patted Kenn on the back as they stood. “You 

too, man.” 

That night, in his shower-cam interview, Pablo told the camera that 

he felt they’d made a true connection, and that painting Kenn was a 



“spiritual experience.” Meanwhile, back at the main house, Kenn was telling 

the cameras that he had such strong feelings for Pablo, he didn’t want to 

even go on the other dates.  

I smiled to myself later, as I rewatched the scenes in the production 

tent. This was going to make for some excellent TV. 

*** 

Josh, the Vegas chef and rock climber, had the next date. He had 

asked for the opportunity to cook for Kenn in order to make up for the raw-

clam fiasco. It was a great idea. We filmed Josh in the kitchen earlier in the 

day, sweating over the range, making a seafood stew with fresh shellfish 

that had been caught early that morning. Then we filmed him and the crew 

setting up on a wide ledge on the side of Caye Palmera’s little mountain. A 

colorful blanket, several cushions, flowers and an ice bucket with a bottle of 

good white wine would be waiting for them, along with thermoses of the 

stew. 

The ledge wasn’t very high—only about ten feet up—so Josh was 

going to include some rock-climbing on their date. When he presented the 

idea to us the day before filming, I was giddy.  

“You think Kenn will like it?” Josh asked, excited by my reaction. 

I didn’t tell him that Kenn would positively hate it. Kenn believed that 

exercise should take place indoors, in the air conditioning, in color-

coordinated outfits. “I think it’s a great idea,” was all I said, and then started 

planning the logistics of the date with my staff. 

During the date, we got some excellent footage of Kenn’s temper 

tantrum as Josh threw around terms like belayer, carabiner, toe hook and 

heel hook. At one point, while almost hanging upside down, Kenn looked 

into the camera and said, “When I heard I was going to be tied up in ropes 

on this date, this was not what I was expecting.” 

When they finally made it to the ledge where their meal was, Kenn 

had a streak of dirt across his red face, and his hair was messed up. We 



took a few minutes before resuming filming for him to clean up and catch 

his breath, but I knew that Kenn’s mood was altered for the night. The 

tension between poor, eager Josh and prima donna Kenn was pure gold. 

Kenn declared the stew delicious, drank almost all of the wine himself, and 

then gave Josh a peck on the cheek before demanding to be helped down 

from the ledge and stomping through the jungle in the direction of the 

house.  

On the shower-cam later, Josh simply said, “I don’t think it went very 

well.” 

I had to disagree.  

*** 

The next date belonged to Cruz. While rifling through the all romantic 

tropes that my writers and I could think of, we decided on a moonlight 

serenade. Cruz’s portfolio said that he could play guitar, though we had no 

idea how well, but truly it wouldn’t matter: a beautifully played song would 

be romantic, sure, but a mangled song coming from a devastatingly 

handsome guy like Cruz would add some humor as well as make him more 

human. We set up chairs and sheet music on the beach next to the fire pit, 

and let Cruz do his thing. 

To say that Cruz was a virtuoso would be an understatement. As I 

watched and listen to him play classical guitar on the banged up acoustic 

that he had lugged to the island, I double checked his portfolio. He had 

written, “I play some guitar,” but that was it. What kind of monster of 

modesty were we dealing with?  

The look on Kenn’s face when Cruz began singing in Italian was 

enough to piss me off. I hissed to my assistant director, “Cruz didn’t tell us 

he spoke Italian, god damn it,” and he gave me a look of surprise. I 

suppose it was weird that I was angry about it, in retrospect. Kenn looked 

like he wanted to bone him right there on the beach. Was it acting? 

The last shot was of the two of them walking hand in hand down the 

beach, talking and laughing, the guitar slung over Cruz’s bare back. When I 



yelled, “Cut!” they stopped walking, but stood there for a moment, finishing 

their conversation. Kenn put his hand on Cruz’s bicep and gave it a little 

stroke. 

They were standing almost exactly on the spot where Cruz had been 

on his knees in front of me. The crew and I waited for them to finish their 

conversation, and I wondered if Cruz even remembered that night. As he 

and Kenn walked up to us, he didn’t meet my eyes once. 

*** 

After watching both Kenn’s and Cruz’s post-date interviews, I was 

kicking myself. I’d been one of the ones that thought a guitar serenade was 

such a great idea. And yes, it was. Kenn couldn’t stop yammering about 

how amazing Cruz was. Cruz, while rubbing sudsy body wash all over his 

remarkable body (the man didn’t have a six-pack, he had an eight-pack—

I’d never actually seen that in real life), discussed Kenn’s beautiful hazel 

eyes and how he had “the heart of a poet.” 

“The heart of a poet?” I scoffed aloud, as I rewatched the interviews 

by myself that night. “More like the heart of a Kardashian.”  

 I turned off the interviews and went back to my notes for the next 

date. It was Dr. Alec Nielson’s turn. We had struggled to come up with one 

more good idea. Alec was absolutely no help. He certainly was not the 

creative type, and he seemed to look down on everyone who was. But his 

portfolio mentioned sailing. We decided to have Alec take Kenn on a 

moonlight cruise on the small sailboat that was included with our island 

rental. 

 The shallow-ish waters between the mainland and Caye Palmera 

were home to tiny bioluminescent fish, and romantics would often take 

boats out at night to watch the show. You could swirl an oar and watch the 

water light up with tiny blue lights, and occasionally, watch a larger fish 

swim beneath you, outlined by the glowing fish. We rigged up a few remote 

cameras on the boat, and packed some fruit, cheese, and wine. It wouldn’t 

be the most imaginative date, smacking of manufactured romance, but 



sometimes the audiences liked that stuff. And if they didn’t—well, it was 

Alec we were talking about. It would just give them one more reason to 

hate the guy. 

 I spoke to Kenn as he was about to get onto the sailboat. It was pretty 

dark out already, with the moon occasionally hidden behind quickly moving 

clouds, and there was a lovely breeze. I didn’t know much about sailing, but 

the sails were flapping and Alec was already bustling around. He was 

wearing a ridiculous captain’s cap, which was likely the idea of our costume 

designer, but I could totally see him trying to pull that off in real life, too.  

 “You gonna be okay out there?” I asked. Kenn had proven he wasn’t 

much of an outdoorsman, but all he had to do was lie back and let Alec do 

the work. 

 “Sure. There’s something about Alec I kind of like. And he knows how 

to drive this thing, right?” He nodded toward the boat. 

 “Oh, shit, I wish we could have caught that on camera,” I said with a 

laugh. “Drive!”  

 “Remind me, and I’ll say it again later,” Kenn said with a wink, and 

then he stepped onto the boat with the help of one of the crew.  

 Once they were in the water, I headed to the production tent to watch 

the live feed from the boat. Rex was already there, watching, with a smirk 

on his face. 

 “What’s so funny?” 

 “Alec said he knows how to sail?” 

 “Yeah, it was on his portfolio. Why?” 

 “Oh, this is going to be a glorious mess,” he chuckled.  

 I looked at the monitor he was watching, and saw arrogant Alec 

tangled up in rope, and Kenn staring at him in horror. “Well, the viewers 

love messes.” 



 “Indeed, Leonard. Indeed.” 

 Once they were out in the water, Alec seemed to be able to handle 

the boat a bit better. The camera high on the mast of the boat had an 

excellent view of the bioluminescence that he and Kenn were stirring up, 

and at one point, a medium-sized shark swam by, clearly outlined by the 

little glowing fish. It would make for a very exciting episode. I marked the 

time on my notepad, wanting to include that part in the previews. 

 There wasn’t a lot of romance, though. Kenn would occasionally rest 

his hand on Alec’s arm when talking, like he did with everyone, and I felt 

that at this point in the show, the viewers would just see it as his usual 

flirtatious personality. We were going to need to amp it up somehow.  

 I was about to ask the assistant writer for his opinion on how to do so, 

when I heard Kenn squeal on camera. He covered his head with a pillow, 

and Alec could be seen doing something with a sail. It had started to rain, 

and it wasn’t just a sprinkle. 

 “It wasn’t forecasted to rain,” I said to Rex. “Are they safe?” I knew 

that Rex was an experienced sailor.  

 “They are, but they need to bring her back in, just to be careful. 

Maybe we can re-film tomorrow night.” 

 I grabbed the walkie-talkie and contacted the crew that was hanging 

out by the dock. “Can you row out to them and have them bring the boat 

in? I think Alec might need the help.” 

 On the monitor, I saw Kenn looking uncomfortable, huddled under 

that pillow, and Alec looking like he was confused. I sat back and put my 

feet up, knowing that we were probably done for the night, but wanting to 

be around just in case. The rain had started falling on the island, as well, a 

steady downpour that made it almost impossible to hear anything anyone 

said inside the tent. 

 It was about forty-five minutes later that my crew manager contacted 

me. 



 “Liam, we can’t find them. They aren’t anywhere out here.” 

 I sat up. “What do you mean, you can’t find them. How far could they 

have gone?” I could still see Kenn and Alec on the screen, wet and 

miserable. But then I realized that the figures on the screen weren’t actually 

moving. “Fuck! Find them. Now.” 

 All hell broke loose on Caye Palmera, as the entire team tried to 

figure out where our omega and his date went. I ran out of the production 

tent with a little compact umbrella and ran to the dock. The moon was 

behind thick clouds now, so beyond the lights of the house, it was pitch 

black. If I looked carefully, I could see the lights from our skiff, out there 

trying to find the sailboat. It hadn’t seemed possible, but the rain was now 

coming down harder. The umbrella turned inside out on me, and I gave up 

on it. 

 “Get the skiff back in here!” I yelled to the crew manager. I wasn’t 

about to lose more people than I had already, possibly, lost. I heard him 

using the walkie-talkie to communicate with the guys in the skiff, and 

cursed myself for not making Kenn and Alec take one out with them.  

 Once the skiff pulled up to the dock, I could tell by the looks on the 

workers’ faces that no one felt good about this. 

 “They couldn’t see them at all,” the crew manager told me.  

 “Well, they couldn’t have sunk, right? That’s not what we’re talking 

about?” 

 “No, not at all. But if the wind was bad, which it was, and if the alpha 

didn’t know what he was doing—” 

 “He didn’t. Oh, fuck. He absolutely didn’t know what he was doing.” 

 “They could have been blown off the course.” 

 “What do we do?” 

 The crew manager’s eyes got bigger, and he bit his lip. “We call the 

Coast Guard, or whatever they call it here.” 



 “Damn it. Okay. I’ll get on the phone. As soon as it’s safe for your 

guys to go out again, do it. But only when it’s safe.”  

 He nodded and I headed back to the production tent to use the 

landline. 

 Rex was still there, looking as calm and collected as usual. I made 

the call to the Rio de Janeiro police, and was told to have someone near 

the phone, so then we settled down to wait. 

 I dozed off and on in the early hours. The rain on the roof of the tent 

was oddly hypnotic. Every time I woke, I contacted the crew manager, who 

was still down at the dock. “Not yet,” he told me every time, and I respected 

his decision. He always put safety first. 

 The rain first let up near daybreak; our skiff went out, and saw the 

police boat as well. After two hours of searching, there was still nothing. 

Until . . .  

 One of my production assistants yelled, “They’re on the camera!”  

 I ran to his monitor. There they were, walking through an overgrown 

area, Alec leading the way and Kenn following with a frown and his arms 

folded in disgust across his chest. 

 I breathed a sigh of relief. “Where is this?” 

 “Camera thirty-two. It’s one of the motion-activated cameras on Caye 

Pequeno.” 

 They definitely went off course, as Caye Pequeno was to the south of 

Caye Palmera. It wasn’t far—less than five miles away—but it was in the 

complete wrong direction. 

 “I need to let the police know we found them. You call the crew 

manager, tell him to get ready to pick them up, and get Rex in here again.” 

 Now that the search was off, I was getting the crew ready to retrieve 

Kenn and Alec, but I wanted to plan it with Rex first. Should we film the 



whole thing, make it like a true rescue? Show Kenn disgusted with Alec, 

and Alec shamed and humiliated? 

 Rex looked thoughtful as I presented the options to him. We were 

both still watching the two men, now sitting on a big rock on Caye 

Pequeno. Kenn had a bottle of water—they had found the emergency kit 

that the owner had stocked the sailboat with. 

 “What’s the urgency, really?” Rex said, more of a statement than a 

question. “They’ve got, what, forty bottles of water, right? There are 

matches and tarps, and a reflective blanket. All those cushions. And Caye 

Pequeno is just as ripe with fruit and vegetables as this island.” 

 I stared at him with what I hoped was an incredulous look. “Yeah. 

Alec can try to poison him again. You can’t be serious.” 

 “Look, Leonard. We came out to Brazil for a reason. If we wanted just 

any old island, we would have picked something closer to home. We came 

here for that little edge, right? Well, what’s edgier than an alpha and an 

omega being lost at sea? Maybe it takes us three days to find them? We 

have them on camera, we will know if they truly need help. Alec is a doctor. 

As long as we see that they are doing okay, why not let them rough it a 

bit?” 

 I felt a smile spreading on my face. Kenn would never forgive me. But 

Rex made an excellent point. “You are a sadist, my man. A sadist.”  

 Rex grinned back at me. “I’ll deny that until my dying day.” He left the 

tent. 

 I turned to the production assistants. “I need to keep them on camera, 

and I need sound.” 

 Once I was hooked up with a headset and a constant view of Alec 

and Kenn, I sat back to watch the show. 

 

 



  



 

SEVEN 

 

 “I am starving, literally,” Kenn said, being his delightfully dramatic self. 

Did he know that cameras were watching, or was this just how he lived his 

life? 

 “Fortunately, there’s plenty of fruit around here,” Alec said. “I’ll take 

care of you, babe.” Even after getting them lost and crash landing on a 

completely different island, he was still filled with braggadocio. 

 “Babe?” Kenn scoffed. They had retrieved cushions off of the sailboat 

and were laying them on the rocks to dry. “I recommend you save the 

terms of endearment for someone who actually chooses to spend time with 

you, not someone you’re stranded on a deserted island with.” 

 It was barely noticeable, but Alec winced at the words.  

 “Do you think they’re looking for us?” Kenn asked, with just the 

slightest bit of vulnerability in his voice. 

 “Have to be. We were only supposed to be gone for two hours or so. 

They’ll be here in no time at all. Here, let me pick something for you to eat. 

There’s a ton of fat mangos up there.” 

 Kenn sniffed audibly. “Fine. As long as you don’t try to poison me 

again.” 

 Alec turned away from Kenn, and scowled as he did so, a look that 

was caught perfectly on camera. Then he took off his shirt and shorts, and 

started to climb the mango tree in his boxer briefs. That was definitely 

going to look good on TV. 

 I had the kitchen bring my meals to the production tent so that I didn’t 

miss a thing. By mid-afternoon, Alec had begun to create a shelter out of 

the tarp and cushions. 



 “I’m sure they’ll be here soon. But it’s a good idea to be prepared, 

right? Be a good little boy scout for me and gather up some dry wood and 

moss. We’ll have a nice fire later.” 

 There was little Kenn hated more than a condescending alpha, and 

he made a face at the “boy scout” remark, but he got up from his perch on 

the rock and started to do as requested. Considering how much Kenn 

hated the outdoors, he was probably relieved to have someone else taking 

charge. On his own, he’d be crying on the shore by now. 

 They set up a makeshift camp, and by the time the sun was going 

down, Alec had managed to build a fire. There was a small pile of mangos 

nearby, and Alec peeled them with the multi-tool from the boat’s 

emergency kit. If you didn’t know that they were stranded and probably 

filled with animosity and anxiety, you’d think it was a cozy little scene. 

 It was around eight PM that Kenn screeched, “What was that?” I 

hadn’t heard anything.  

 Kenn was almost in Alec’s lap at that point, even though Alec looked 

terrified as well. 

 “P-probably nothing,” Alec squeaked out, wrapping his muscular arms 

around Kenn protectively. “The wind. Maybe a mouse.” 

 “There are mice out here?!” Now Kenn was fully on Alec’s lap. 

 “The fire will keep anything away, if there even is anything out there. I 

haven’t seen any animals except birds on the other island. It’s probably 

nothing.” 

 They stayed together like that for a while, and Kenn started to relax 

into Alec’s arms. Alec had leaned back against the big rock, cushioned by 

one of the pillows from the boat, and the two handsome men could have 

been on an ad for a Brazilian resort. Kenn’s head lolled back onto Alec’s 

shoulder, and they spoke so softly, I had to turn up the volume on my 

headset. But—glory be to whoever invented remote microphones—I could 

still hear them. 



 “So you’re an actor, huh?” Alec asked Kenn. 

 Kenn sighed softly. “Trying to be. I’ve been in LA since I graduated 

high school, and haven’t had much luck. But, you know, Jon Hamm didn’t 

get his big break until he was almost forty—” 

 “Really?” 

 “Yeah! He’s sort of my acting inspiration. And of course, I’m only 

twenty-six. I have time.” 

 I snorted in laughter at that. How long was Kenn going to be twenty-

six? 

 “I bet the right role will be coming to you soon.” 

 Kenn turned to him and smiled. “Thank you, Alec.” 

 Alec kept his left arm around Kenn and stirred the fire a bit with a 

stick. “Maybe this show will help you get noticed?” 

 “That’s what we are hoping. That’s pretty much why Liam picked me. 

We’ve known each other since we were kids. Did he tell you? And he knew 

I could use this.” 

 “No, I didn’t know that. Excellent. Plus, you know, you might find your 

alpha.” 

 Kenn laughed lightly. “Well, none of us are really that naïve, are we?” 

 Alec was silent, and Kenn cleared his throat, maybe realizing he had 

misspoken. 

 “What about you?” Kenn began again. “What kind of medicine do you 

practice?” 

 “Mostly sports medicine. I live near a big university, and take care of 

a lot of the students that are on teams. The cheerleaders are always 

tearing up their knees.” 

 “I’ve always thought medicine was pretty noble,” Kenn replied. 



 Alec scoffed. “Noble, shmoble. I make a fuckload of money.” 

 While some would be turned off by that, I knew that Kenn was a fan 

of wealthy men. This could be a turning point. 

 The production tent door unzipped behind me, and Rex walked in. 

“Where is everyone?” he asked. 

 “I sent them off to dinner and bed. Tomorrow’s likely going to be 

pretty busy.” 

 He stood next to me, looking at the scene on the island. “And how are 

our castaways doing?”  

I pulled off my headset. “You’re a genius, Rex. I must admit. This is 

going to be a very appealing episode. Want to listen?” 

 I couldn’t read Rex’s face. Thoughtful?  

 “No, but thanks, Leonard. Keep up the good work.” He turned to 

leave. “Let’s pick them up in the morning, hm? I can’t imagine it’s going to 

get any better than this. We’ve got to work on the other episodes.” 

 I opened my mouth to object, now that it was going so well, but he 

was already heading out. I put the headphones back on and decided to 

watch until they fell asleep. 

 Alec was now telling Kenn about his childhood, which sounded like a 

perfectly normal one. No trauma to take advantage of. He, too, was an only 

child, an alpha son born to a successful business owner and a stay-at-

home househusband, and given every advantage. 

 “I’d like that,” Alec said. “Someone who is happy to stay home and 

care for our children while I bring home the money.  

“Really. What if your husband wants a life outside the home?”  

Alec scoffed again. He was so good at it. “Why would he? Shouldn’t 

he be happy and fulfilled at home?” 



Kenn stood up and put his hands on his hips. This was getting good. 

“So you’re telling me, if you met someone and fell in love, but they wanted 

to keep their career or outside interests, you would—what—forbid it?” 

“No,” Alec said with a chuckle. He was one of those alphas who 

thought it was cute when omegas got mad. “I just wouldn’t marry someone 

with a career or outside interests.” 

“Wow. Lucky you, to score an omega that boring. What a keeper.” 

“What about you, then? Don’t you want an alpha to take care of you? 

I mean, how are you paying your bills now, in Los Angeles? How much 

money are you making, doing local commercials?” 

Kenn’s mouth dropped open in dismay. He stood there for a moment, 

his fists in balls, then picked up one of the cushions and swung it at Alec. 

Alec hopped up with a yell that turned into a laugh. 

“Did I hit a nerve?” Alec put his hands up as if in surrender, but when 

the cushion came flying at him again, he grabbed it and pulled Kenn to him. 

Kenn was surprised and didn’t pull away at first. “I like it when you’re all 

feisty like this.” 

I sat up in my seat. I was not okay with Alec making advances if 

advances weren’t welcome, and I felt confident that Rex would feel the 

same way if he were watching this. 

In a surprising move, though, Kenn dropped the cushion and grabbed 

Alec by the shoulders, pressing their mouths together. 

“No way,” I whispered to myself. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from 

the monitor, but I also felt weird. For one thing, did they even know they 

were on camera? For another, I wasn’t sure they were going to stop. 

When Alec gently laid Kenn down on top of the blanket and a pile of 

cushions, I took off the headset and turned off the monitor. It didn’t feel 

right to watch. But I couldn’t wait to get a hold of Kenn the next day and 

beg him for the details. 



Would Alec be the winner of Omega in Paradise? Or perhaps even 

the winner of the omega’s heart? 

 

  



 

EIGHT 

 

 The crew set out on the skiff first thing the next morning. I had 

checked to make sure that Kenn and Alec were still alive, and saw them 

gathering fruit. There was no outward clue that anything romantic had 

taken place between them the night before.  

 Since we knew where they were this time, it only took about an hour 

to retrieve them and come back on the now-calm waters. I met them at the 

dock. Kenn looked frazzled, with dirty clothes and tousled hair.  

 “Please don’t put this on national television,” he said, before even 

greeting me. “I need a hot shower, immediately, and then a hot meal. Can 

you tell the kitchen?” 

 I laughed. “You got it. And then, come see me?” I didn’t want to 

embarrass him; at least not yet. He would need to know sooner rather than 

later that the entire thing was caught on camera, but I would break it to him 

gently, and wanted to give him some decision-making power when it came 

to how much to show to the viewers. 

 “What?!” he said. “You saw it . . . all?” 

 We were in the production tent when I explained that we were able to 

observe him and Alec on the island the whole time. 

 “No, not all.” I was taken aback. I guess I had thought Kenn would be 

excited. He lived every moment so theatrically as it was. Why shouldn’t the 

nation, or even the world, witness that? But he was not happy. “I stopped 

watching when . . . when it got dark.”  

 There were crewmen nearby and I didn’t want anyone to overhear. 

 “When it got dark, huh?” Kenn said, looking me square in the eye.  



 “Well, right after.” I lowered my voice. “Yes, I saw you two, you know,” 

I dropped it to a whisper, “kiss.” 

 Kenn flung his hands up to his face and moaned. “I should have 

known better!” 

 “Didn’t you have any idea that there might be cameras?” 

 “No! We were . . . shipwrecked! How was I to suspect that you had 

staked out islands for miles around just in case we were shipwrecked!” 

 “You weren’t shipwrecked, Kenn. You were lost. The boat is still in 

one piece.” 

 “We were stranded! We didn’t know where our next meal would come 

from!” He stood up, his napkin falling to the ground. “You took advantage of 

that, Liam Leonard. You should be ashamed of yourself!” 

 The crew members had wisely given us privacy when Kenn started to 

make a scene. Once we were alone, I continued. “Look, I know you guys 

kissed, and then I turned off the monitors. I don’t know what, or if anything, 

happened after the kissing.” 

 Kenn sat back down. “So it wasn’t caught on video.” 

 “Well, it was. There was no way to completely turn off the cameras. 

It’s there. But no one has seen it. Yet. I wanted to talk to you about it first. I 

thought that maybe it would be something you’d want to have on the show, 

you know, if Alec ends up being the winning alpha.” 

 Kenn’s hands went back over his face. “I am appalled. I bet the 

lighting is absolutely hideous, too.” 

 “Those cameras don’t usually take the best video, it’s true. But 

nothing would be close up, at least. Obviously, if you guys . . . did more 

than kiss . . . we wouldn’t be able to show that anyway. But some of the 

more romantic stuff? The kissing? Lying down or getting up . . . if you did 

that, I mean . . . ” 



 Kenn dropped his hands and scowled at me, his eyes searching 

mine. “You did watch it!” 

 I couldn’t help but laugh. “I swear, I didn’t, Kenn. But you just gave a 

whole lot away.” 

 “Did Rex see? Does he know?” 

 “He saw you sitting on Alec’s lap. But that’s it.” 

 “He didn’t see the kissing?” 

 “Not at all.” 

 “He can’t.” 

 I was truly puzzled. “Why? He’s going to love it. The entire thing is a 

goldmine, Kenn. And believe me, we want to make Rex Donovan happy. 

He’s got a lot of connections in the industry. After all, you don’t want some 

alpha taking care of you, right?” That last part was a little mean of me. 

 “Oh, stop. You can be a real prig sometimes, Liam Leonard. Like 

you’re so much better than me?” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Alec and I hooked up last night, we made love, because we were 

scared. He was there for me. Just like Cruz was there for you the other 

night.” 

 I felt my cheeks turn hot, but didn’t say anything. 

 Kenn smiled. “Yeah, I know you guys were on the beach together. 

Don’t freak out. I’m happy you got a little somethin’ somethin’. But don’t act 

like you’re above getting casually laid when the opportunity presents itself.” 

 When I still had nothing to say, he rose from the table. “Please. Don’t 

tell Rex just yet. I need to think about this. You can watch the footage. I 

trust you. Pick out some sweet and steamy stuff for the episode. Make sure 

I look good. But hang on to it for now.” 



 I nodded as he left the tent. I hadn’t realized he had seen me with 

Cruz that night. It was my turn to be embarrassed. Especially since Cruz 

hadn’t even looked at me since. 

 I taped a handwritten “do not disturb” sign to the door of the tent—not 

unusual for a producer to do when working hard on an episode—then put 

on my headset. Time to watch two hot guys have sex. Work, work, work. 

*** 

 “Is this okay?” Alec whispered.  

 “I think I’m lying on a rock or something,” Kenn replied, squirming. 

Alec lifted him and reached under the blanket, then tossed something 

away. 

 “Better?” 

 “Mm.” Kenn smiled up at him and put his hands in his hair. Alec took 

the cue and began kissing him again. 

 A breeze was causing the trees to rustle all around them. Now Alec 

was checking to see if Kenn was cold. His behavior was more gentlemanly 

that one might assume, knowing what a prick he could be at times. 

 “I’m fine, I’m fine, just don’t stop. Please.”  

 I grabbed the mouse and zoomed in on their faces, hoping to get 

some hot shots for the show. Kenn nipped at Alec’s lips, Alec moaned. 

Alec’s tongue traced Kenn’s bottom lip and then sucked it into his mouth. 

 I zoomed back out when Alec sat up quickly, moving to his knees and 

tearing off his tee. Kenn’s hands went to Alec’s hips and tugged down his 

pants, too. The firelight gleamed off his pecs and highlighted a faint trail of 

hair that led into his briefs. 

 Alec smirked at him. “Is this what you want?” 

 Kenn reached forward again and pulled down the waistband of Alec’s 

underwear, revealing a dark patch of hair. Alec pulled it down further, 



allowing his thick erection to bounce out. Kenn gave him a coy look, but 

there was nothing coy about his actions, wrapping his hand around the 

alphas cock and stroking it a few times. 

 Alec allowed the omega to handle him for several seconds, and he 

seemed to grow even bigger. A glistening drop of pre-cum appeared at the 

tip, and Kenn swiped it and then sucked it off his thumb. 

 Alec gave a low guttural growl, as if it was taking all of his willpower 

to keep from tearing into the man supine in front of him. “Get up,” he 

whispered, and Kenn obeyed, pushing himself up into an upright position. 

Alec began to undress him with shaking hands, taking off Kenn’s shirt and 

unbuttoning his pants. 

 “I’ve had my eye on you,” he said softly, as he unbuttoned his shirt, 

“with your precious mannerisms and your prissy behavior. You need 

someone like me, don’t you? Someone who will give you permission to get 

a little dirty?” 

 Kenn gasped audibly. His chest was now bare, and Alec ran his 

fingers across it, stopping to tug a nipple. 

 “Do you want to get a little dirty, Kenn?”  

 Kenn licked his lips, showing a fine crack in his usually over-confident 

demeanor, then nodded. 

 “Roll over. Get on your knees.” 

 Kenn moved swiftly and got on all fours, looking over his shoulder at 

Alec, who had stood up and kicked off his shorts. The look on his face, 

highlighted by the fire, was of both arousal and apprehension. He didn’t 

know what to expect . . . but he wanted it anyway. 

 Alec knelt behind him and ran his fingers down his back, then 

grabbed the globes of his ass and spread him. Kenn gasped again.  

 “We don’t have any lube, lover, so I need to get you wet,” Alec said, 

before bending down and burying his face into Kenn’s ass. 



 The sounds that came through my headset were erotically charged, 

and I started to get hard. I felt the slightest bit of guilt—this was my best 

friend, after all—but I couldn’t help it. It was a hot scene. And I had Kenn’s 

permission to watch it. Would it be wrong . . . ? 

 I could hear the wet slurping sounds of Alec readying Kenn for sex, 

and hear Kenn’s low keening moans. Alec moved away for a moment, just 

long enough to tell Kenn, “You taste so fucking delicious. I could do this all 

night.” 

 My own dick was now so hard it hurt. I looked around, which was silly 

considering I’d been alone in a tent for almost half an hour by now, and 

unzipped my pants. I pulled out my erection and softly ran my thumb over 

the hot-pink head as I turned my focus back to the monitor. 

 Alec went back to licking Kenn’s hole, and his sounds turned to 

primitive grunts. Kenn was panting and pushing back against Alec’s face. 

There was something about the jungle that was making these two behave 

like animals.  

 Pulling back suddenly, his wet face shining in the light from the fire, 

Alec moved forward so that the fronts of his thighs were touching the backs 

of Kenn’s. His engorged cock was resting in the crack of Kenn’s ass. 

 He growled low in his throat. “I need to fuck you.”  

 Kenn looked back at him, a look full of desire. “Please . . . yes. I need 

it!” 

 Alec didn’t need to be asked twice. With his left hand gripping Kenn’s 

hip, his right hand guided his cock so that it rested against Kenn’s opening. 

 I spat on my palm, then squeezed the head of my own cock in my 

hand, and closed my eyes for a moment. I could hear Kenn’s gasp as Alec 

pushed into him, and I moved my hand so as to experience how that might 

feel, my throbbing dick-head enveloped by hot wetness. I could have cum 

right then, but caught myself. Opening my eyes, I saw Alec, fully inside 

Kenn, resting against him for a moment. His eyes were closed and his 



chest was rising and falling heavily, no doubt adjusting to the tightness of 

being inside the omega. 

 With a moan, he reared back and plowed into Kenn, again and again. 

My own hand flew up and down on my dick. I could see where Alec’s 

fingers were making dents in the soft part of Kenn’s hips, gripping him 

tightly so as to not lose rhythm. 

 The look on Kenn’s face was of agonized pleasure; his mouth hung 

open as if to scream, but no sound could be heard from him.  

 Alec had remarkable stamina, and while he was still fucking, I threw 

my head back and spilled my seed into my own hand, the best orgasm I’d 

had in months. I cleaned myself up quickly but kept my eyes on the 

monitor. I wanted to see the finale of this episode of lust. 

 Alec had slowed down somewhat, and he bent over Kenn’s back as if 

embracing him. His right arm went underneath, and I could tell by the 

reaction on Kenn’s face that Alec had grabbed his cock. He began to jerk 

Kenn off to same slowed but steady rhythm that he continued to drive into 

him. 

 “I want you to cum when I do,” he whispered.  

 Kenn nodded. 

 As if to maximize every drop of pleasure from the final thrusts, Alec 

slammed into Kenn three more times, then yelled, “Cum! Cum for me! 

Now!” 

 A visible shudder went through Kenn, and seemed to spread to Alec, 

and they slumped forward onto the ground. They lay in a pile of limbs, their 

skin covered in a gleam of perspiration, panting.  

 I watched until Alec reached down and pulled the blanket over 

himself and Kenn. 

 

  



 

NINE 

 

 We had to take a full day off to recuperate from the little “shipwreck.” 

Kenn was exhausted, the crew had to work overtime, and everyone was a 

little frazzled. We still hadn’t even decided on the winner. 

 I had just finished doing my morning yoga on the beach when Kenn 

appeared.  

 “Hey, you. What did you think of the footage?” He gave me a hand 

and pulled me up. 

 I hadn’t been expecting him, and was caught off-guard by his 

question. I knew I looked like the cat that ate the canary. 

 He burst into giggles. “You obviously watched it. Your cheeks are 

pink! Was it hot? Did I look good?” 

 “Um . . . it was, yeah, and no . . . ” I fumbled my words as I struggled 

to find something to say that wouldn’t incriminate me. 

 Kenn’s face lighted up and he gasped. “You masturbated to it!” he 

whisper-yelled at me in delight. 

 “Shut up, Kenn!” I said, looking around. No one was around to hear 

him.  

 “And you aren’t denying it! Oh, this is wonderful!” He clapped his 

hands. “And so flattering! My best friend pleasuring himself to my secret 

sex tape! Just like I always dreamed!” 

 I couldn’t help but laugh at his theatrics. As always. “Well, it’s been a 

while,” I admitted to him. “I probably would have jerked off to National 

Geographic soon. Don’t get too full of yourself.” 



 We walked to the dock and sat down on the edge, putting our bare 

feet into the water. Everyone had taken to walking around barefoot on 

Caye Palmera. The ocean was like bathwater. 

 “Of course, we need to discuss how much you want us to show of 

your . . . date,” I said to him. “If he’s going to be the winner of the show, I 

don’t think it would be entirely inappropriate to at least suggest that you 

guys spent the night together.” 

 Kenn groaned. “You’re going to hate me.” 

 “Why?” 

 “I don’t want to choose Alec,” he said, turning to look at me. “Oh, stop 

making that scrunched up face! I hate that face. It’s your judgmental face.” 

 “I’m not judging you, Kenn. I’m just confused I guess.” 

 “We fucked. Yes. Because we were horny and alone, and I for one 

was scared. I thought there might be bears or something—” 

 “On an island off the coast of Brazil?” 

 “You’re judging me again, Liam.” 

 “Sorry. Continue.” 

 “Yes, we had hot, and rather kinky, sex. It was . . . very good. But 

he’s definitely not someone I can see myself with.” 

 Now I was truly curious. “I thought that you weren’t really here,” I 

gestured to the island, “to find your alpha. That it was acting. A stepping 

stone.” 

 “It is. And it isn’t. There’s someone I have my eye on. And believe 

me, it isn’t Dr. Alec Nielson. Alec has been a douchebag ever since we got 

back from Caye Pequeno. He’s acting like he already owns me, like he’s 

already the winner. I’m not sure, but I think he might have told the other 

alphas that we had sex.” 



 “That arrogant prick!” Hearing that made me angry; not only was Alec 

messing with my baby, the show, but he was messing with my best friend.  

 “If it’s okay, I’d prefer to leave even the kissing off of the episode.” 

 “Definitely. Fuck that guy. Figuratively this time.” 

 Kenn snickered, but got serious quickly. “And . . . I think that Cruz 

should be the winner.” 

 I stiffened when he said that, and then breathed in slowly, hoping he 

wouldn’t notice my reaction. “Okay. Is he the one that you ‘have your eye 

on’?” 

 “Oh, I don’t know,” Kenn said with a shy but mysterious little smile. 

“He’s just a good guy. We’ve actually spent some time talking, and he’s 

such a sweetheart. I’d rather someone like him win the money and give it to 

a charity, than Alec. Alec wants to buy a fucking speed boat.” He rolled his 

eyes. 

 I hadn’t realized that Kenn and Cruz had been talking at all. Maybe 

that’s why Cruz hadn’t spoken to me since that night on the beach. He’d 

been busy getting to know Kenn better. 

 “Works for me,” I said, standing up from the dock. “I need to let Rex 

know we’ve made our decision, and get together with the writers.” 

 “Do me a favor. Don’t tell Rex that Alec and I . . . you know,” Kenn 

said, his eyes pleading. Possibly he thought it would reflect 

unprofessionally on him. 

“No problem,” I said. I was annoyed with him for some reason I 

couldn’t quite put my finger on. “And you need to get some rest before we 

film the final ceremony. Put some tea bags on your eyes. They’re a bit 

swollen.” 

I heard Kenn’s huff of chagrin as I walked away, and it made me 

smile a little in satisfaction. 

*** 



 The crew worked hard to the Grand Hut ready for the special 

ceremony—the last one, the one where our omega picked his alpha. More 

flowers and foliage, colorful paper lanterns flickering from within, and the 

four alphas wearing our flamboyant costumer director’s take on traditional 

Brazilian dress: fringed white “gauchos”—white legged pants—with no 

shirt, their muscles once again glistening with a light sheen of oil. We would 

add dramatic drums in the editing room. 

 Right before we began filming, before the alphas would march in a 

stoic line to the throne, Rex joined me. Sometimes he was there for filming, 

sometimes not, but as he greeted me, he said, “I couldn’t miss this one” 

with a slight smile. 

 “Roll it!” I yelled. 

 The alphas marched forth and stood in their places. For this final 

ceremony, we had Kenn arrive right after on what the locals called a liteira, 

a little carriage carried by four buff and nearly naked young men that we 

hired in Rio just for this scene. Kenn lounged back on his ever-present silk 

pillows and waved at the alphas and the cameras with a self-satisfied 

smirk. He was certainly in his element on this island. Once again, I was 

glad I had the stroke of brilliance to cast Kenn in this role.  

 The liteira was set down, and Kenn moved gracefully to the throne. 

He was again wearing a silk outfit that was reminiscent of pajamas, and I 

couldn’t decide if it was decadent or ridiculous, but regardless, somehow it 

worked, along with the crown of vibrant magenta orchids on his head. He 

looked like an omega whose biggest decision in life was deciding which 

alpha would get to take care of him. 

 I hovered around the edges of the scene to whisper direction as 

needed, but Kenn was the consummate professional, only needing 

occasional cues for the best shots. The alphas had very little to do except 

stand on their marks and give their natural reactions to the decision, which 

we had kept a secret from them. 



 I watched all four alphas’ faces as Kenn spoke about the difficulty he 

had making the decision. Josh looked downright sad; his date had been a 

bit of a (hilarious) disaster, and I wouldn’t doubt that Alec had told him 

about the sex. Pablo stood confidently with his chin in the air, possibly 

thinking of the “spiritual connection” he had shared with the omega. Cruz 

also looked hopeful, and when I considered how far the prize money would 

go to help the school in South Africa, I understood why.  

 And then there was Alec, standing there looking pompous and 

insufferable, like he knew it was in the bag, and all of the stereotypical 

negative traits that were all too often found in alphas that didn’t know how 

to harness their natural gifts of confidence and charm. Once again, I 

wanted to punch the guy, and I hoped that when the viewers watched the 

show, they felt the same way. 

 Kenn was wrapping up his speech. “This decision—” Pause. Deep, 

quivering breath. Tears pooling in eyes. Damn, he was good. “—has been 

the hardest one I’ve ever had to make. You all possess attributes that I long 

for in an alpha. 

 “Joshua, you are so creative and your connection with the earth is 

truly admirable. The way you express your care for others by creating 

beautiful and delicious food is incredible. Unfortunately, I think that we just 

don’t have enough in common to be a good match. Honestly, I prefer 

staying indoors and being catered to.”  

 Josh just nodded, like it came as no surprise. 

 “Joshua, you must leave the island. Please head to the airstrip, where 

a helicopter is waiting to take you to the mainland.” As Kenn said this, he 

stepped down and gave Josh a warm hug. It was an unscripted move that 

contrasted with the cold way he had handled the past cuts, and it was 

emotionally effective. The viewers would certainly tear up. 

 “Pablo,” Kenn said as Josh walked away. Pablo’s face immediately 

dropped. “Pablo, you are . . . breathtakingly handsome. You are a free-

spirit who also happens to be financially stable, and your actions show you 



to be an incredibly compassionate human being. These qualities are all so 

attractive. And I will forever treasure the beautiful portrait you created for 

me. However, there are traits that we each have that I believe would 

conflict. I just don’t think we would make a good long-term match. Pablo, 

you must leave the island. A helicopter is waiting to take you to the 

mainland.” Again, a warm hug, and Pablo took his leave. 

 Then there were two. As I watched the events unfold, I imagined 

millions of individual viewers at home, sitting alone in the dark with a bowl 

of popcorn on each lap, or at house parties with cupcakes that said “Team 

Alec” and “Team Cruz,” holding their collective breath waiting to find out 

who would win the competition. Even I was breathless with anticipation, 

and I already knew who the winner was. 

 “Cruz,” Kenn started, and Cruz’s expression went blank. Alec smirked 

next to him. “Cruz, you may just be the perfect package. Handsome, funny, 

compassionate, a lover of children, a natural leader. Any omega would be 

lucky to call you his own. But there are some concerns. While you are 

obviously a hard and dedicated worker, would a teacher be able to provide 

me with the lifestyle I desire? 

 Kenn turned to Alec. “Alec, that isn’t a concern with you. You’re a 

successful doctor with an established practice, and you appreciate the 

good things in life as I do. I know that you would be able to provide 

luxurious trips and designer clothing. In addition, I believe we share a 

physical attraction. And you certainly know how to handle yourself in an 

emergency. 

 “However, Alec, I do want to maintain my own interests, and while I 

long to have children and a family, I need someone who understands and 

even appreciates my desire to maintain my outside interests. Our 

conversations indicated that you are looking for that.” 

 Kenn faced neutrally forward, and paused dramatically. Then he 

turned again to Alec. “I’m sorry, Alec, but you must leave the island. A 

helicopter is waiting at the airstrip to take you to the mainland.” 



 Cameras were simultaneously documenting both alphas’ reactions to 

the announcement. Cruz’s eyes lighted up and he clutched his hands 

together in a most adorable display of gratitude. Alec, on the other hand, 

looked downright pissed. Cruz stepped toward Kenn as if to embrace him, 

but then looked at Alec and held back. He probably was waiting for Kenn to 

give Alec the goodbye hug. However, Kenn ignored Alec and went straight 

into Cruz’s arms. 

 Alec’s head jerked back at the obvious slight, and as he marched off 

toward the airstrip, I indicated to my cameraman that he needed to stay on 

him, knowing that some drama would likely unfold before he even got to the 

helicopter. 

 I turned back to Kenn and Cruz. Cruz’s arms were slung low around 

Kenn’s hips, holding him close. Kenn had his arms around Cruz’s 

shoulders. They were smiling and looking into each other’s eyes in a way 

that suggested that they didn’t even realize the cameras and crew were 

watching. Kenn moved his hands to the sides of Cruz’s face, closed his 

own eyes, and the two began a kiss that would likely go down in the annals 

of television history . . . or at least win an MTV Movie Award for best kiss. 

 I felt a pang in my heart at that. 

 I turned to Rex and forced a smile. “That’s that. The cut alphas will do 

their final interviews at the hotel in Rio. Cruz and Kenn will do separate 

interviews tomorrow. And we can all get off this damn island. They’ll do a 

joint interview next week in New York when they get back from Lisbon.” 

 Rex tilted his head. “You’re really that eager to get out back to New 

York, Leonard?” 

 I kept smiling. “Yep. This clean air and fresh fruit are really starting to 

get to me. I need some pollution and a good hot dog.” 

  

  



 

TEN 

 

 Naturally, I’d been lying about missing New York. I mean, there 

wasn’t a lot back there for me. I had my job, and my work friends, but 

working seventy hours a week for Rainbow TV hadn’t afforded me many 

opportunities to socialize. It was true that my brief liaison on the beach with 

Cruz and my masturbation in the production tent were the most action I’d 

had in a very . . . very long time. And who doesn’t love seeing the sunrise 

and sunset every day? 

 Once the show was fully edited and ready to release, I’d have to find 

another project, too. We could always do another season of Omega in 

Paradise, maybe in Hawaii or the Seychelles, or continue with Omega in 

the City, following Kenn and Cruz around as they made their life together 

and even started to have kids . . .  

 I was sitting on the beach in the near-dark. I didn’t have much to pack 

up for the trip back home the next day. My crew would be taking care of the 

equipment and getting the island ready to turn back over to the owner, so I 

decided to take a walk by myself, a large plastic cup of Brazil’s famous 

fermented sugarcane juice on ice in my hand. I need to bring some of this 

back to New York, I thought to myself, taking a big swig. It was my plan to 

get a little bit drunk and revel in my misery tonight, but I was still far from 

being even tipsy. Delicious, but not very strong. 

 “Liam?” 

 Surprised, I turned around swiftly, and saw a silhouette against the 

lights of the main house. I couldn’t see him, but I knew from the sound of 

the voice that it was Cruz. We hadn’t spoken outside of production 

meetings since he had been on his knees before me, on this same beach 

several days ago. 



 “Oh. Cruz. Hey.” I hoped my voice didn’t betray my nervousness 

around him. 

 “Good job with the show,” he said, stepping closer. “I think it’s going 

to be a hit.” 

 “No, you. Good job.” I sounded like an idiot. “You really played it very 

heartwarming and dramatic and all that. I’m glad you’re getting the money 

for Sarah’s School. And glad that you and Kenn, you know, found each 

other. He’s a special guy. A handful!” I forced a laugh. “But deep down he’s 

a very good person.” I gulped. “I’m happy for you both.” 

 I realized as I said it that I was truly happy for them. They were both 

good people who deserved it. My own sadness probably had less to do 

with Cruz choosing Kenn over me than it did with my own recent loneliness.  

 “Hey,” Cruz said, concern in his voice. “Didn’t Kenn tell you what’s 

going on?” 

 “Going on with what?” 

 He chuckled. He had the loveliest laugh. “We aren’t together. That’s 

for the show. Kenn and I both kind of felt like the show is silly—no 

offense—but finding someone by spending a few weeks on an island, 

competing? It’s not realistic.” 

 “None taken,” I whispered. My heart started to rise in my chest. 

 “I really want the show to be a success for you and the network. And I 

want Kenn to achieve his acting aspirations. And I want to build Sarah’s 

Schools all over the world. Omega in Paradise will help me with that. A 

great deal.” He reached out, holding his hand open. “Thank you for that.” 

His voice was laden with feeling. I put my hand in his. 

 “So . . . are you and Kenn going to try . . . or . . . ” My own voice 

sounded feeble and insecure, and I hated it. 

 “Kenn is awesome, he is a riot, but there is no way that omega and I 

would work!” He tossed his head back and laughed again. “Can you 



imagine him joining me in rural South Africa? Or inner-city Cape Town? No, 

we are just friends, but I assure you, and Rex Donovan, that we are willing 

to fake it for the cameras for as long as you need. No problem. It’s the least 

we can do.” 

 He moved closer to me, and was now holding both of my hands. I 

looked up at him. I wished I could see his caramel-colored eyes clearly 

right now, but it was too dark, so instead I took heart from the tone of his 

voice and the fact that he was here with me instead of holed up in the main 

house with Kenn. 

 “What next?” I whispered.  

 “Liam, I’ve avoided you for a few days. I’m sorry if that . . . hurt your 

feelings. I thought for sure that someone like you—successful, brilliant, 

rich—couldn’t truly want to be with someone like me.” 

 Now I was grateful for the dark, as I’m sure my face was the picture 

of befuddlement. Successful, brilliant, and rich were certainly not adjectives 

I’d use to refer to myself. Hard working, yes—ridiculously hard working—

and ambitious, sure. “Doing okay financially” was probably a reasonable 

phrase to use, but only for the past six months or so. I was flattered, but, 

again, puzzled. 

 He continued, “I thought maybe the atmosphere of the island had 

gotten to us both that night, making me brave enough to be so forward, 

allowing you to let down your guard. I told myself I was giving you space, 

and that I needed to buckle down and work on my part of the show, but I 

think I was trying to avoid rejection.” 

 “So what changed?” 

 “I met your biggest fan in the world,” he said, his voice now filled with 

the sound of his smile.  

 “Rex?” I remembered Rex telling me he was a big fan when he met 

me, but . . . it didn’t seem like the kind of thing he’d go around telling 

others. 



 “No! Kenn! All that guy does is talk about what a genius you are, and 

what a superb human you are.” 

 “Really?” 

 “You didn’t know? Oh, god. Yeah, he does. I know all about how you 

guys met in kindergarten, I know how you used to write scripts and put on 

shows together. I know about your off-Broadway stuff—” 

 “Off-off-off-Broadway,” I corrected him. 

 “And he said that he thought you like me, too.” 

 “I do,” I whispered. 

 He pulled me into him. The ocean breeze had cooled down, as it 

always did at night, and his muscular chest and arms were the perfect 

amount of warm. 

 He whispered back, and I could feel his lips brush against my ear. 

“My alpha dad always told me this silly thing, that alphas just know when 

they’ve met their omega. And I’ve always chalked that up to superstition 

and romantic fantasy. But I swear, Liam, the way I feel. I—I believe you 

might be my omega.” 

 I couldn’t speak. Once again, it felt like a dream to be standing there 

with Cruz. I had felt it the last time we were on the beach. I couldn’t help 

but wonder if it was the omega version of what he just described.  

 When I was finally able to form words, I pulled back slightly from his 

embrace. “Meet me at the pool house in half an hour,” I said. I squeezed 

his hand and then started running down the beach, before I could stop 

myself. I wasn’t going to let him get away from me this time. 

 I had to get rid of Rex, but I knew exactly how to do it. 

 I burst into the door of the pool house. “Kenn is in love with you,” I 

said, before trying to catch my breath. I needed to exercise more! 



 Rex was sitting at the breakfast bar, his reading glasses up on his 

head, looking over some paperwork. It seemed to take a few seconds for 

my statement to sink in. 

 “What are you talking about, Leonard?” He rarely was discomposed, 

but this news seemed to do the trick. 

 I stood across from him. “It all makes sense now. Kenn has been 

asking about you since before we got to Caye Palmera. He wants to 

impress you, he wants to please you. You have everything he’s stated 

again and again that he wants in an alpha. Confidence, success, a good 

heart, the ability to handle him and accept him for exactly who he is.” 

 Rex leaned back in his chair and linked his hands behind his head. 

He looked thoughtful but not at all convinced. “What brings this up? What 

about Cruz?” 

 I took a deep breath. Kenn’s and Cruz’s joint decision to fool the 

viewers might really upset Rex, as he had a lot riding on the show. But it 

was worth it. 

 “It’s—it’s a farce,” I said, simply. “Kenn didn’t get attached to any of 

them. And I think it’s because he wants you. And,” I took another calculated 

risk, “I think you want him, too.” 

 Rex scoffed, not unkindly, but he wasn’t one to get emotional or 

romantic. “What leads you to believe that?” 

 “You have bristled every time Kenn started to get close to any of the 

alphas. When he said that Pablo was his ‘dream date,’ you started 

complaining about the coffee. You completely changed your mind about 

letting Kenn and Alec stay stranded on the island once you realized that 

they were having a good time. And when I told you he chose Cruz as his 

alpha, you stormed off into your room for the night.” 

 Scoffing again, Rex replied, “Correlation does not equal causation,” 

his manner as infuriatingly calm as always. 



 “You know as well as I do that this is more than that. Some alphas 

believe they just know when they meet their omega. So, just ask yourself if 

you know that about Kenn. And, by the way, he’s alone at the main house. 

Cruz is going to be with me tonight.” 

 Rex’s eyes widened in genuine surprise, and, dare I say, respect 

when he heard that. 

 By the time I got out of the shower, Rex was gone, and Cruz was 

knocking on the door. 

 “All clear?” he asked shyly when I opened the door. 

 “All clear.” I was almost shaking with excitement as he walked past 

me into the house.  

We both stood there, awkwardly. I hadn’t been so close to him in 

such bright lighting before. 

I snapped out of my reverie. “Please, sit. Do you want some water, or 

I have some cachaça?” I asked as I turned toward the kitchen. 

“No,” he said simply, and when I turned back to him, he was still 

standing there, watching me with a look in his eyes that I found 

disconcerting. 

He looked hungry. 

With three big steps, he was on me, wrapping his powerful arms 

around my body and covering me in ravenous kisses. I couldn’t control the 

moan of relief that escaped my own lips. Finally. 

I could smell that sensuous vanilla and pepper cologne again, and 

feel the heat of his skin. His lips traced my jaw bone and made their way to 

my ear. And there was the building pressure of his erection against my hip 

bone. No doubt, he could feel mine, too. I was very aware of the 

differences in our bodies—his was so much bigger and more powerful than 

mine, so that I felt at once vulnerable and protected.  



With every change of his movement, he would murmur, “Is this 

okay?” 

My intellectual brain, that part that read books and was concerned 

with such things as the intricacies of consent, appreciated his words. But 

my animal brain, the part that made decisions based on nerve endings and 

hormones, just wanted him to shut up and do it. My animal brain convinced 

my intellectual brain that this was a marvelous idea. 

 “It is all okay . . . believe me. Just—just fuck me.” 

 It was Cruz’s turn to let out a roar of relief, followed by a laugh, even 

as he began to rip my clothing off and kiss every newly exposed part of my 

body. 

 “Finally . . . ” he murmured against my lips. “I’ve been dreaming about 

this ever since the beach . . . ” 

 Once my shirt was off, he lifted me and placed me on the edge of the 

dining room table, a solid hunk of wood that didn’t even budge. He pushed 

me back so that he could ease my pants off from under me, then he tossed 

them to the ground. He was still fully clothed but I was nude in front of him, 

on display. He stopped, as suddenly as he had begun, and I felt his gaze 

almost as if it were palpable. He licked his upper lip, just the slightest little 

movement, and he looked like a jungle cat, getting ready to devour his 

prey. 

 I am his prey, I thought, and I swear I felt my cock throb and bounce 

as I said it to myself. 

 He was on me again in an instant. I was flat on my back on the table, 

and he was on top of me, astride my legs. One strong hand was behind my 

head, cradling it so that his commanding kisses wouldn’t batter my skull 

against the table; the other hand was stroking my hardness. If I were more 

self-conscious, I would have been insecure that his hand covered my entire 

cock, but instead I just reveled in the warmth of his strokes and the 

excitement of being with a man this powerfully built. 



 Powerfully built. 

 I realized I had felt his cock, but hadn’t seen it yet. A thrill coursed 

through my body. I reached down to his groin, still covered in the white 

cotton pants from that night’s show, and felt his turgid erection straining 

against the fabric. He was so . . .  

 “Hold on,” he whispered, bouncing off the table and yanking down the 

pants in a swift movement, and there it was: glorious, thick, huge. The 

juvenile term “rod” sprang to mind, but it was so apt for this steely 

appendage.  

 He was back on top of me, kissing me, caressing me, and his stiff 

cock was brushing against my own. 

 His head moved down to my nipple, flicking at it, then down my torso, 

creating a trail of electrified kisses as he worked his way down. Every time 

his lips touched the sensitive skin of my belly, I cried out in agonized 

desire. Every touch was somehow connected to my cock and I was going 

crazy. 

 When he finally got there, he took my cock into his hot, wet mouth, 

and it was as if the frenzy of sensation was finally calmed. He was standing 

now, at the foot of the table, bent over me and sucking softly. He pulled me 

by my legs, down, gently, so that my ass was perched at the edge of the 

table, and his fingers began to explore my darkest crevasse.  

 He was bringing me to the brink of orgasm, but denying me, again 

and again. It was excruciating, delicious torture. I could hear myself, my 

pants and cries, reverberating off the walls, and didn’t care. I wondered 

briefly if anyone else on the island could hear me. Again—didn’t care. 

 Cruz pulled his mouth off of my cock, making a soft slurping noise, 

and continued to caress me with his hand. I felt his velvety tongue against 

the cleft of my ass, little licks that made me want to melt into him. His 

tongue barely teased the edge of my puckered opening. 



 After what felt like an eternity, he stood up. “We need lube,” he said 

softly, and before I could respond, he was reaching behind him and 

grabbing a jar of coconut oil off of the kitchen counter. He reached into the 

jar and then rubbed the slick liquid against me, his finger seeking out my 

hole and sending a shudder through my body. He pressed his digit against 

my entrance, both gentle and firm, until I started to open up to him. 

 I sat up on my elbows and watched him as he applied the oil to his 

cock, using his fist to coat himself liberally. He smiled at me rather rakishly 

as he parted my ass cheeks and then pressed the head of his cock against 

my hole. 

 His glans was much bigger than his finger, and my body offered 

some resistance. He took it slowly, though; millimeter by millimeter, my 

body began to accept him. 

 “That’s it; let me in,” he whispered. “I need to be inside you.” 

 With a final push, he was. 

 He was a perfect fit, like a hand in a glove, as they say, and once he 

had penetrated me fully, he began to move sensuously, raking his hands 

down my abs and gripping my thighs as he thrust. His movements were 

graceful and strong, reminiscent again of a jungle cat. I closed my eyes and 

allowed all of my senses to focus on that one sweet spot where our bodies 

merged. 

 “You don’t need to hold back,” he said softly. I opened my eyes, and 

he looked down at my shaft, now drooling pre-cum on my belly. “You look 

like you’re about to burst.” 

 “Together?” I panted, almost unable to speak. He nodded and smiled, 

reaching forward to pull my closer by my neck, and kissing me ardently. He 

released me then started to fuck with more determination. 

 It didn’t take long; I could see it in his face before I felt it. I allowed 

myself to be overwhelmed by the feeling of him pulsing inside of me and 

the lewd vision of this beautiful man driving into me with the resolve to bring 



us both to the height of pleasure. He rammed into me one last time, just as 

my own cock leapt and unloaded onto my stomach. 

 Cruz slumped toward the table, holding himself up by one arm and 

catching his breath. His spent cock stayed inside me briefly until it slipped 

out on his own, and then he offered me his hand. As we staggered together 

toward my bedroom, I grabbed my phone off the counter so that I could text 

Rex an “all clear” message. I hoped that he and Kenn were similarly 

romantically entangled, though, and that he wouldn’t even see my message 

until morning. 

  

  



 

ELEVEN 

 

 “I have to admit, I’ve missed this place,” I said, as the jet was landing. 

After the relatively darkness of Caye Palmera, the brilliance of the city was 

almost blinding. I was looking forward to my own bed, to getting bagels and 

lox the next morning, and to seeing my favorite jazz band play in the park. 

 “I can’t wait to experience the Big Apple with you,” Cruz said. It was 

summer vacation from school, and I asked him to come back to New York 

with me. We had barely had the chance to get to know each other yet, and 

the prospects were thrilling. 

 “You know, no one really calls it that,” I teased, resting my head on 

his big, strong shoulder. “But I am excited, too. You’re going to love it.” 

 It was hard to believe that this world traveler had only been to New 

York while stopping over at La Guardia. Last night, while eating a snack in 

bed (and before more fantastic sex), I told him all of my favorite things, 

everything I wanted to show him. 

 “There’s the usual tourist stuff, of course—I mean, you have to see 

the Statue and the Empire State Building, you just have to—and the 

museums. But there’s the things that only locals can show you. The 

dumplings in Chinatown. My favorite bar in Hell’s Kitchen—Hank’s—which 

is where everyone goes when they get off work at the restaurants, so it’s 

open late and the drinks are cheap. There’s the flea market in Brooklyn that 

has the coolest stuff, all the time.” 

 He had to stop me with a kiss then, and everyone on the jet cheered. 

It was nice to have so many people rooting for us. 

 It was nice to see Kenn and Rex sitting next to each, as well, their 

heads together, deep in conversation. I didn’t know if they had gotten 

together physically last night or not, and looked forward to finding out, but it 



was obvious they had made some sort of emotional connection. I wanted 

the best for both of them, so much. 

 When we disembarked, we said goodbye to my coworkers, and to 

Kenn and Rex, and grabbed a cab—“a real New York taxi,” Cruz said, and I 

swear the cab driver rolled his eyes. It was already so late, but I asked the 

cabby to take the scenic route, just for Cruz. We walked into my apartment 

at almost three AM. 

 Too tired to do anything but spoon, we fell asleep almost 

immediately, but my last waking thoughts were of sharing a glimpse of my 

life with Cruz. 

 The next week was insane, in a good way. I spent way too much, 

wanting to show Cruz a good time and not wanting him to waste his 

winnings. We even went to “Wicked” on Broadway, something that I said I’d 

never do again. The sheer delight that I witnessed in him was so worth 

breaking my resolution! And he knew all the words to the songs, mouthing 

along silently. It was awesome. 

The great thing about “doing New York” with a local, though, is that 

you can experience some of the best food in the country for very cheap. As 

I mentioned before, we gorged ourselves on my favorite soup dumplings in 

Chinatown. We had coffee at Joe’s and brunch at Joe Leonard; pizza and 

beer at Grotto; bahn mi at New Xe Lua; and iced Turkish coffee from the 

best little cart in Central Park. And after every delicious meal, Cruz thanked 

me repeatedly and told me he was going to “pay me back New Orleans-

style.” I planned on holding him to that. 

At night, every night, he just wanted to walk over the Brooklyn Bridge, 

and I was grateful to be next to him, holding his hand. 

During our long walks, we got to know each other. We shared the 

stories of our first clumsy attempts at love and sex, and our first 

experiences with death. 

 I found out that his omega father had passed away when he was 

only eight years old, and that his alpha father had never remarried. His 



alpha father had created a fairy tale out of his one great romance, and that 

had created almost impossibly high standards in Cruz. 

“Lucky for me, I guess,” I joked softly, but I squeezed his hand. The 

story was beautifully sad, and told me so much of how Cruz became Cruz. 

We got to know about each other’s weird uncles and cousins, our 

favorite old movies—both Empire Strikes Back!—and favorite books—his 

was Ender’s Game, mine was Geek Love. He loved jazz and the Avett 

Brothers, plus those show tunes; I was into mellow alternative like the 

Pixies and poppy stuff like Kanye.  

We also talked about what we were looking for in life, and how that 

informed what we were seeking in a partner. 

“I love New Orleans. It’s so much fun, and so wonderfully weird. But 

I’m not attached to it. My dad lives in Tallahassee, so it’s not out of the 

question for me to move. I know I’ll still get to see him. But I think I need to 

be somewhere where I can make a difference.” 

“Do you need to live in Cape Town to fulfill your dream with Sarah’s 

School?” I asked. I was nervous to hear his response, because I had never 

considered leaving New York and needed to be there to accomplish my 

own dream. 

“I need to go a few times a year, and sometimes for a few months at 

a time,” he replied, “But I can conduct the board stuff from anywhere, really. 

A big city might be the best place for me, actually.” He smiled. I think he 

was reading my mind. Or maybe it was my sweaty palm. 

“Honestly, I need to be here. The only other place I could live and still 

write what I write is Los Angeles, and I hate Los Angeles.” 

He hooted out a laugh. “Me, too! I went there once for a wedding. 

Hate that place!” 

“So that’s good. We both agree that LA is off the table.” Even as I 

said it, I winced. I had been carefully avoiding referring to us as a “we” in 

the future, because despite the talk about him believing I might be his 



omega, I still couldn’t quite believe that we were together. I wanted to, so 

badly, but I also was someone who always had one foot grounded very 

firmly in reality. My reality was that Cruz was too hot, too cool, too perfect 

to be with ol’ Liam Leonard. 

When I said something along those lines to Rex Donovan a few days 

later, he scoffed.  

“Leonard, you’re looking through a distorted lens. Any alpha would be 

lucky to have you.” 

I know I must have given him a look of disbelief, because he started 

counting off on his fingers what made me a good mate. “Good job, smart, 

attractive, not crazy; these are things that alphas—no, everyone—look for 

in a partner.” 

It was four days after returning from Caye Palmera, and we were 

sitting in Rex’s living room, right after touring the space we had decided to 

lease for our new headquarters. Even while we were in Brazil, Rex had 

been making hiring decisions, and the staff could no longer fit in his 

apartment. I was starting to believe that I did really have a good job, and if 

Omega in Paradise did as well as predicted, would have one for a while. 

Rex had poured me celebratory scotch, and told me I needed to learn to 

like it when I gagged, because “television executives drink scotch, 

Leonard.” 

I hadn’t dared ask him about Kenn. Rex was my business partner, 

and not the type to disclose personal details about himself. I knew that he 

was in his late forties and had never married—not too surprising 

considering the history of LGBT and A/O rights—but that was it. It had 

actually been pretty brazen of me to tell him that he should be with Kenn 

back on Caye Palmera, but I blamed that on the island atmosphere. And I 

didn’t regret it. 

I had, however, texted back and forth with Kenn quite a bit. He was 

his usual dramatic self. The day after we got back from Brazil, he told me 

that he and Rex hadn’t slept together on the island, but did that first night 



back in NYC. I wanted to scrub my eyeballs after reading “OMG he has the 

biggest dick LOL” on my screen. (I couldn’t stop thinking about it when I 

was sitting in Rex’s apartment, either, much to my chagrin.) 

 Then it was days of “I think I’m in love,” and “I know I’m in love,” and 

“I want to marry him and have a hundred babies with him,” which was silly 

but still wonderful to read, because I’d never known Kenn in love.  

 “What about U? In love?!” he texted. 

 “Heavily in like :)” I replied. 

 Kenn responded with several sad and crying emojis (and one 

inexplicable panda bear), but I reassured him that everything was just fine. 

  And it was, until Cruz had to go back to New Orleans. He still had 

several weeks off before school started, but he wanted to get financial 

things settled with the Sarah’s School board. In addition to the twenty-five 

thousand dollars, he received half of the cost of the Lisbon vacation since 

Rex would be going instead. And that ended up being a lot—it was to be a 

very nice vacation. Cruz was eager to send the money and have them 

break ground.  

 We said goodbye at Newark, and made promises to visit soon. 

 “You owe me a whirlwind culinary tour of NOLA,” I said, trying not to 

let him hear that my throat was tightening up. 

 He could hear it, though, and he held me tight as we waiting for his 

boarding announcement.  

 “Listen,” he said. “I didn’t want to say anything yet. I know it’s so 

early. But I started looking at some of the teaching jobs in the City.” 

 My heart almost leapt through my chest, but I tried to stay cool. 

 “Okay, that sounds good. If that’s what you want to do.” 

 He chuckled softly. “It is, indeed, what I want to do. If you want me to 

do it.” 



 Was this it? Was it time to make our intentions clear? Was I brave 

enough to say it first?  

 Thank god for that famous alpha courage and confidence. 

 “Damn it, Liam Leonard, I love you,” he whispered roughly into my 

ear, squeezing me so tight that I thought I might squeak. 

 “Damn it, Cruz Hatcher, I love you, too,” I whispered back, trying to 

be cute but my voice cracked a little as I did.  

 And while the ensuing kiss may not ever receive an MTV Movie 

Award, I do believe that it was the best kiss of all time. 

*** 

 The days and weeks that followed were so bland and boring that I 

thought I would fall asleep on my feet. Everything seemed colorless with 

Cruz gone. I had started to enjoy his excitement over the New York-y 

things that I had taken for granted long ago, but now it was back to the old 

grind. I slept in an unwashed tee shirt he left behind, that smelled of his 

vanilla and pepper cologne, like someone in a rom-com. 

 We had begun to edit together the show. It was my first time putting 

together a reality show, but we had hired an old-timer from one of those 

paranormal shows, and she was showing me the ropes. 

 “None of that shit ever happened!” she said with a guffaw, around a 

toothpick that she always seemed to have sticking out of the corner of her 

mouth. “It was all scripted. All of it, honey! Except for the reactions from the 

kids we stuck in the ‘haunted’ houses! When they heard that shit,” she 

slapped her knee, “they would scream like the dickens!” 

 Her name was Lenore, and she was a riot. Rex thought it was an act 

of mercy that I hired her, because she was “a highly unusual woman,” he 

said with suspicion in his voice. But she knew her stuff. Lenore was 

remarkably technically savvy for a middle aged woman and was ready to 

teach us how to make a reality show.  



 The first day in the new studio, the producers and I stood behind 

Lenore as she cut and cropped, putting a “shit-eating grin” from episode 

three in a scene for episode one, and using a glorious sunset that our 

cameraman happened to catch on the last day of filming for the second 

episode. “Cut and paste that shit, gentlemen! Cut and paste.” She used the 

word “shit” a lot. 

 By the end of her first day with us, we had completely pieced together 

the footage for episode one. The audio would take another day or two, but 

it was remarkable progress, and I was very excited. Getting to throw myself 

back into Omega in Paradise would take the edge off of being separated 

from Cruz. 

 That night, he and I Skyped.  

 “You look happy,” he said.  

 I told him about fun Lenore and how exciting it was to see the final 

version of the show taking form. “But seeing you on video makes me miss 

you.” 

 “I miss you, too.” 

 “If all goes as planned, I should be able to come down there for a 

long weekend over Labor Day. If you still want to, of course.” 

 His bottom lip stuck out into the slightest pout. “Bad news. I have to 

go to Cape Town that week. It works out well because I don’t have to take 

as many days off. I’ve already got a sub lined up to cover my class.” 

 “Oh. Well, that’s good news, right? Breaking ground for Sarah’s 

School?” 

 Cruz’s eyes lighted up and he became animated, telling me about the 

progress that had been made already, once he wired the funds to the 

charity’s offices in South Africa. It was heartwarming to see the man I cared 

about filled with passion and compassion, and it made me love my alpha 

even more. But I still felt my body sagging with sadness. I hadn’t had my fill 

of him yet, and it might be a while before I got it. 



 After I said goodnight, I dug out his shirt from the hamper. It now 

smelled slightly of mildew and was taking on a grayish hue, but I put it on 

anyway. I got a pint of Ben and Jerry’s from the freezer and sat down to 

watch Friends reruns. 

 The next day at work, Lenore introduced us to a “crack sound guy” 

that we were considering hiring based on her recommendation. He came 

with an impressive résumé and dug right into the project.  

 “What do you think of him?” she asked me, moving her toothpick from 

the left side to the right. 

 “He seems like a genius!” I said. “I think Rex is going to like him, too. 

Thank you.” 

 “Oh, honey, you are welcome. Thank you for taking us on. Hard to 

find a job at my age sometimes.” 

 “I have an idea,” I blurted out. I didn’t want to spend another night in a 

nasty old shirt feeling sorry for myself. “Let’s go out for drinks tonight to 

celebrate.” 

 “No can do, honey. I stopped drinking twenty years ago. And you 

shouldn’t be drinking either, should you?” she said, with a little frown. 

 “Why’s that?” 

 “I know a pregnant omega when I see one, honey!” 

 

  

  



 

TWELVE 

 

 Lenore was right.  

I stopped at Duane Reade on the way home from work, looking over 

my shoulder before grabbing an at-home test off the shelf and then shoving 

it under a bag of salt & vinegar chips that I was suddenly craving (and then 

telling myself I was imagining things). The test was positive, and the next 

morning, I managed to get a last-minute appointment with the doctor.  

I was eight weeks pregnant.  

 I couldn’t bring myself to tell Cruz just yet. I was feeling fine, and he 

had important things to do. I didn’t tell anyone at all, actually, and swore 

Lenore to secrecy. She made a lip-locking gesture, with her omnipresent 

toothpick sticking incongruously out of the corner of her mouth.  

 Unplanned pregnancies screwed things up, that much I knew. As 

much as I tried to keep myself busy with the show, my inner voice kept 

beating me up. You should have known better! Thirty-three years old and 

you didn’t use protection! Did you secretly want this to happen? Were you 

subconsciously trying to trick Cruz into a relationship? Are you trying to 

sabotage your career?! 

 My inner voice could be unbearably harsh. 

 The entire Omega in Paradise production team was working 24/7 to 

get the show ready for the fall lineup, so I ignored the voice as best I could 

and continued to plow through. In addition to the writing and producing 

duties I was used to, there were new responsibilities related to running a 

new network, so after ten hours in the studio there were dinners with 

potential sponsors, vital phone interviews with buzz-making critics, 

checking references of potential new hires, and responding to texts well 

into the early hours. I ordered a copy of “What to Expect When You’re 

Expecting: the Omega’s Guide” the same day as my doctor appointment, 



but when it arrived, I put it on the hallway table and never even took it out 

of the box. 

 You know what they say about denial. 

 Part of me wanted to tell Kenn, but I didn’t think I could handle 

whatever melodramatic direction he would take the news. He had gone 

back to Los Angeles, packed up his few belongings into a vintage Louis 

Vuitton trunk (probably a gift from an elderly admirer), and moved to 

Manhattan. He described the adventure to me over Thai food, on a rare 

day that I allowed myself to leave the studio for lunch. 

 “I donated all my old furniture,” he said with a shrug, in between bites 

of som tam. “Most of it was a gift from Clark, and it would have been a 

chore to have it all shipped. I’m just going to buy all new stuff with my 

Omega money.” 

 “Wait, you aren’t moving in with Rex?”  

 “You know me better than that, Lee-Leo,” he said slyly. “I found a 

very tiny but very chic apartment in Chelsea. It’s good to have that little 

buffer from your lover, don’t you think? Keeps the mystery alive.” His eyes 

sparkled as he popped a piece of shrimp in his mouth. 

 “Well, there’s a one-thousand, three-hundred mile buffer between me 

and Cruz,” I said wanly. “Soon to be eight thousand.” 

 Kenn gave me a pitying look. “You must miss him. Any plans to get 

together soon?” 

 “Maybe at Thanksgiving,” I replied, trying not to sound like a sad 

sack, but I had gone through both of our calendars in my head, night after 

night for the past month, and didn’t see how we could make it work. My 

passion for my career, and his for his charity, put our schedules at odds for 

the foreseeable future. 

 “Well, if it doesn’t work out, it doesn’t work out,” Kenn said. “Maybe 

it’s not meant to be. Believe me, I’m still keeping my options open.” 



 I didn’t respond. It was a insensitive thing for him to say, but he was 

right—I couldn’t force it to work.  

 I decided to change the subject. “I want to hear more about you and 

Rex. The unabridged version.” 

 It never took much to get Kenn to talk about himself ad infinitum, and 

soon I was hearing all about their weekend visits to the City’s most 

exclusive restaurants, Kenn’s introduction to Rex’s two fathers, and the 

installation of a sex swing in Rex’s uptown bedroom. 

 “Whoa. Abridge! Abridge!” I said with a laugh. “You met his dads? 

That sounds serious.” 

 Now it was Kenn’s turn to not answer me. Instead he said, “I’ve been 

meaning to ask you. Did Rex ever find out about, you know,” his voice 

dropped to a whisper, “Alec?” 

 “Nope. He hasn’t been spending much time in the editing room at all, 

and we aren’t using any of the, ahem, racy stuff from your night on Caye 

Pequeno. Once we are done editing, no one will even know that you did 

anything except give him a hug goodnight.” 

 The relief was visible. “Good. I just don’t want things to be ruined 

because of . . . a mistake.” 

 “Don’t worry about it.” 

 I walked back to the studio after lunch, realizing I completely knew 

how Kenn felt. Maybe it was my imagination at play again, but my jeans 

seemed a little tighter, and I needed to make some decisions. Any of the 

decisions—including not making any decision at all—could end up being a 

mistake, and I could ruin everything. 

  

  



 

THIRTEEN 

 

 The next two weeks were insane. I realized we had made a huge 

miscalculation trying to get our show onto the fall schedule; we should have 

waited for spring, but it’s a fact of television—the spring lineup never gets 

the same amount of attention. The most important TV critics had been 

spreading the word, and Omega in Paradise was on all of the “fall shows to 

watch” lists. If we didn’t make our deadline, we’d lost a lot of face and a lot 

of money. If we did make our deadline, we’d all be dead by the time the 

checks arrived. 

 Rex Donovan’s veneer of calm and cool was starting to show some 

cracks. I walked into his office one night at about nine PM, and his hair was 

sticking up like a cockatiel’s, as if he had just run his hands through it in 

frustration. I almost jumped from the surprise of seeing him looking 

disheveled. 

 “What is it, Leonard? If it’s something that can wait until the morning, 

I’d appreciate that.” 

 He wasn’t my boss, but he was the boss-man, and I immediately 

backed up. 

 “Sure can, Rex. See you tomorrow.” 

 In the morning, his hair was less bird-ish but his eyes were rimmed 

with red and I swear he was wearing two different socks. I had to will 

myself to not do a double-take. We were sitting on his new office furniture, 

two excellent leather club chairs that probably cost more than all the 

furniture in my apartment combined, and his knee was jiggling up and down 

nervously. 

 “We need to get a sponsor to replace the beer company, due to the 

scandal,” I began. My eyes hurt from the sheer effort of not letting myself 

look at his knee or the socks. It was like he was waving them in my face. 



 “Damn it. I completely forgot about that,” he said, closing his eyes as 

if to a disaster. He ran his hands through his hair, and the mystery was 

solved. It was once again like the erect crest of a tropical bird. When he 

opened his eyes, they were intensely focused on mine and I wanted to 

shrink. “What are our options?” 

 The beer brand that was going to be one of the sponsors for the 

show—and had in fact provided several cases for the alphas to drink down 

in Caye Palmera—had just been caught up in a legal imbroglio that was all 

over social media and the news. The CEO, despite being vocal about 

supporting gay and A/O rights, had been caught drunkenly using a gay slur. 

I had actually laughed at the clip when I watched it. He wasn’t a bad guy, 

he just told bad jokes. But we had to cut all ties. Lenore was already 

working her fingers raw trying to edit the bottles of beer out of the footage. 

 “Here’s a list of the brands that would be a good fit with the show’s 

theme and our key demographic,” I said, leaning forward to hand it to him 

and forcing myself to not look at his socks. 

 “Peewee’s Pineapple? Is this a joke?” 

 “Juice. Peewee’s Pineapple Juice. And the next one is a spiced rum. 

Advertise them one after the other and we’ve got a nation of A/O frat boys 

making piña coladas. Guaranteed repeat business next year.” I shrugged 

like it was common sense.  

He rolled his eyes and handed me back the list. “Fine. Sounds like 

you’ve already made up your mind.” 

“Ohh kay. I just wanted to make sure we were on the same page.” 

“You’re an executive now, Leonard. At some point, you need to make 

executive decisions.” The comment wasn’t exactly nasty, but it was 

pointed, and it was very unlike Rex to be so. 

“All right, Rex. What’s wrong?” My first executive decision was to be 

pointed right back. 



He sighed again, got up and walked to his bar cart. “What’s your 

poison, Leonard?” 

 “Just water, thanks.” 

 “You’re going to find out, so I may as well tell you now,” he said, as 

he poured himself a drink. “We are being blackmailed.” 

 “What?” 

 “Alec Nielson. The alpha doctor from the island?” His back was to me 

but I heard the tenseness in his voice. 

 “Yeah, I know who he is,” I snapped. “What the hell does he want?” 

 “He claims that he should have won Omega in Paradise, that he had 

sex with Kenn—and has proof—and that he’s going to tell the media that 

it’s all a sham. He sent photos of Kenn and me holding hands in the park, 

and of you and Cruz kissing somewhere. He says he’ll release them to the 

media.” He turned to me now, rather quickly, and I got the feeling that he 

was trying to gauge my reaction to the unexpected news.  

 “Fuck.”  

 “That’s what I said, too.” 

 “What do we do? I mean, he’s right, it is a sham. Obviously.” 

 “He wants the twenty-five thousand dollars and half of the vacation 

money. So . . . thirty-five thousand or so. It was a damn nice vacation. It’s 

not much as far as extortion goes—I’ve paid more; sometimes it’s just 

worth it—but it’s more than Rainbow TV can afford right now.” 

 “Back up . . . you’ve been blackmailed before?” For some reason, 

that made Rex seem even sexier. 

 He looked at me with thinly veiled annoyance. “The point is, Leonard, 

I don’t know what we do. You’re the creative one. Tell me.” 

 “We could call his bluff? Does anyone these days really believe 

reality shows are real?” Even as I said it, I knew the idea was a bad one.  



 “People want the fantasy, Leonard. They want to believe. But once 

someone finally takes the wool off their eyes, they’d be stupid to believe. 

Viewers don’t like shows, or writers or networks, that call them stupid.” 

 The other key thing that Rex had said was that Alec had proof of a 

sexual liaison. I wondered if Rex believed Alec’s claim, and if so how he felt 

about it. If he did care about that part of Alec Nielson’s threat, he didn’t let 

on, but Rex was probably too cool to ever show that kind of base human 

emotion. 

 “What if—what if we spin a different fantasy?” 

 Rex gave me an impatient look, one that I was used to getting from 

non-creatives. “Go on.” 

 “What if we present it like, Kenn and Cruz each went to the island, 

looking for love, and found it. But not in the way they expected. And then 

we tell the world about Kenn and you, and Cruz and me?” 

 “Interesting. That would involve some more filming, of course.” 

 “Of course. But, in the City. Easy stuff. We can knock you and Kenn’s 

part out in the next few weeks, and when Cruz can get up here, we can 

have cameras on us all weekend. One final episode. A special! Interviews 

with Kenn and Cruz explaining that while they were hopeful and truly 

thought they’d made a connection, but they’d realized once they came back 

to the States that they’d each fallen for someone else. It’s . . . sort of the 

truth. It’s romantic, certainly. And there are now four people that are 

happy.” 

 Rex was staring thoughtfully and silently into his tumbler of scotch. I 

wondered if he was thinking about more than just screwing over our 

blackmailer.  

 “Let’s do it,” he said finally. “I’m not thrilled about being on television, 

honestly. It’s a little crass. But I’ll do it for the show and network. And Kenn, 

of course.” He drained the last of his glass. “Should we get Nielson on the 

phone?” 



 “You’re making a huge mistake,” Alec said, after Rex told him we 

wouldn’t be meeting his demands. He was on speaker, and his voice was 

every bit as slimy as I remembered. I wondered if he was still smiling that 

smug smile. 

 “We disagree,” Rex said calmly, as if in a normal if slightly 

contentious business meeting. “And we are willing to take that risk.” 

 “You’ll be s—”  

 Click. 

 “I probably shouldn’t piss him off,” Rex said after disconnecting the 

call. “But I can’t stand the guy. Every time I saw him on the island, I wanted 

to punch him.” 

 I laughed out loud. “Same here.” So maybe Rex was a little more 

human than I gave him credit for. 

 I headed to the writers’ room to tell the crew the new plan. I expected 

a collective groan, but I also knew it was our best option. After that, I texted 

Kenn and Cruz with the news—just that we would be doing another 

episode with new NYC footage and interviews—and then locked myself 

into my office to get things started.  

It was a relief to have one more thing to think about instead of my 

growing belly. 

*** 

 Kenn called me that night, late, when I had finally allowed myself to 

leave. How often do people make actual phone calls in this day and age? I 

was shoving fried rice into my mouth when I saw his name on my phone 

display, and still chewing as I answered. I feared it was an emergency. 

 Let’s just say it was a Kenn-mergency. Oh, the drama. 

 “He knows. He knows, Liam.” It was obvious that he had been crying. 



 “I know, I heard,” I said, trying to convey sympathy with my voice. 

“How did he tell you?” 

 “Oh, you know Rex. He can be robotic. And you know how sexy that 

can be.” 

 I had to fight the urge to laugh at that image. “Sure, yeah.” 

 “He just said that Alec was blackmailing you guys, and that you 

weren’t giving in to him, but to be ready for the shit to hit the media fan. 

Alec says he has proof that we slept together, Liam! What if there’s a sex 

tape! Oh, god!” 

 Just a few years ago, Kenn would probably have given a leg to have 

a sex tape fall into the wrong hands, but I could tell he was genuinely 

fearful. His feelings for Rex ran deeper than I realized.  

 “I know you must be terrified, but listen. I considered the same thing. 

But I don’t think he really has proof, or at least, not of the audio or visual 

variety. I really think you would have noticed if he had a phone or camera 

out while you were—you know. And there’s no way he would have any of 

our footage. Worst case, he has a pic of you sleeping on Caye Pequeno. 

And that’s not scandalous. It’s creepy.” 

 He sniffed. “No way he could get the Omega in Paradise footage?” 

 “Not a chance. The crew is loyal, and they all hate that asshole.” 

 “That’s a relief. So now, all I have to worry about is Rex hating me 

forever for screwing that slimy bastard.” 

 “What did he say about that?” 

 “He said he didn’t care. And that if any of Alec’s evidence showed up, 

he wouldn’t look at it, he’d just destroy it.” 

 “There you go. There is nothing to worry about.” 

 I heard a large exhale on the other end of the call. “Oh, Lee-Leo, 

what would I do without you?” 



 “Oh, probably turn to one of your many admirers,” I teased, and we 

said goodnight. 

 I finished my meal while answering a few emails and then checked in 

on the entertainment sites to see how the Omega in Paradise hoopla was 

going. We’d signed on with a new media and marketing company, and they 

were doing a remarkable job creating excitement about the show.  

 We were all over Twitter. So simple, so effective, and the hashtag 

“omegainparadise” had several thousand tweets already. The most exciting 

thing was seeing that Neil Patrick Harris and George Takei had said they 

were looking forward to our series premier—they would no doubt send a lot 

of viewers our way, plus it was just flattering! 

 The New Yorker had a blurb about us in their “On Television” section; 

the fact that they had deemed our little reality show worthwhile—among 

more cerebral fare like BBC dramas and “The Night Of” on HBO—was also 

very gratifying. I’d always believed in my show, but now that others were 

believing, too, it certain made the likelihood of success seem all the more 

real. 

 Finally, I ended with TMZ. Kenn was still basically unknown, but had 

been featured a few times while out and about in the City. A few days ago, 

a hunky, dark-skinned clerk at a downtown boutique was standing next to 

Kenn and was mistaken for Cruz (he did look remarkably like him and I felt 

a pang of longing for my alpha). Tonight, though, there was nothing, and 

that was sort of a relief—nothing about Kenn sleeping with Alec, either. 

 Before I crashed for the night, exhausted, I Skyped with Cruz. I gave 

him a brief account of the blackmail threat, explained how we were going to 

meet it, and then asked him for the latest on his charity. We expressed our 

love and made plans to see each other the weekend after Thanksgiving. 

 That’s the way it went for the final four weeks before the show’s 

premier: worked my butt off all day and night, ate, and communicated 

electronically with my boyfriend.  



 Kenn threw a little Halloween party at his house, nothing extravagant, 

which was surprising for him. I was really too tired and busy to go, but I 

knew I needed a break from the office. Barely anything in my closet fit me, 

and most of the costumes at the rental place were supposed to be sexy—

body hugging and revealing. I ended up grabbing a big blueberry costume 

and a wig. 

 “Who are you supposed to be?” Kenn asked, slightly alarmed. He 

was wearing a NYPD costume, which meant a hat, a sash with a pin, a 

holster, and a pair of vinyl hot pants. 

 “I’m Violet Beauregarde. From Willy Wonka?” 

 Kenn just kept shaking his head. I wasn’t sure if he was still clueless 

or if he was just trying to remove the image from his brain. I looked as fat 

as I felt, but at least no one could tell. 

Rex stopped by, sans costume, which was disappointing as I looked 

forward to seeing him looking ridiculous. He brought a few bottles of good 

wine and a bag of candy; I looked longingly at the wine, and dove into the 

candy. 

 When the show aired, I was fourteen weeks pregnant. 

 

  



 

FOURTEEN 

 

 It was autumn in New York, the week before Thanksgiving, cool 

enough during the day that I could wear a hoodie or cardigan that disguised 

my growing middle, and jackets and scarves at night. Two people had 

commented that I had put on weight, and I blamed it on nervous eating and 

take-out meals as we prepared for the big day. I had been to the doctor 

several times, and was assured that I and the baby were very healthy. 

Outside of that concession, I had yet to make any changes or plans. 

 Rex generously invited everyone over to his apartment for the 

premier. More than twenty of us were piled on the couches and the floor, 

and Kenn walked around pouring champagne so that we could toast as the 

show began. Rex asked me if I wanted to say a few words, but my concern 

over hiding my pregnancy trumped any desire to do so.  

 “You should do it, Rex,” I told him with a smile. “You’re the one who 

got this all started.” 

 He stood just as the previous show—one of our original programs 

featuring a trans character—was ending. 

 “I just want to take a moment to thank everyone for, not only their 

hard work on Omega in Paradise, but for their belief, from the beginning, in 

Rainbow TV. Those of you who are alpha or omega know what it was like 

to grow up without seeing anyone like yourself on television. You all helped 

me make our childhood fantasy come true.” His voice got rich with emotion, 

and he cleared it before continuing. “I would be remiss not to praise Liam 

Leonard’s vision. So here’s to Liam, to the continued success of Rainbow 

TV, and to making a shitload of money.” 

 The group cheered at that, toasted with the champagne, and Rex 

stepped out from in front of his large-screen television just as the show’s 

opening theme began. It was a luscious and dramatic drum sequence that 



we used throughout, one that I personally thought could end up being 

iconic in the way that the Seinfeld funky bass slaps were. At the end of the 

opening credits, when I saw “Created by Liam Leonard” flash on the 

screen, I took a quick snapshot and texted it to Cruz.  

 He responded immediately. “Just saw it, too. So proud of you!” 

 The show was perfect. Edited seamlessly, it told a story that didn’t 

actually happen—at least, not the way it was presented: Kenn and the 

alphas arriving on the island, each of the alphas introducing themselves to 

the viewers and Kenn, everyone’s reactions to their beautiful surroundings. 

There was nary a glimpse of the hustle and bustle that went on behind the 

scenes. No glimpse of the huge kitchen area or the production tent, 

certainly nothing of the cameras, and, of course, nothing of me or Rex. It 

was as if sixteen handsome alphas found themselves on an island with one 

desirable omega, and decided to compete for him. Very primal, and very, 

very sexy.  

 We all chatted amongst ourselves during commercials. Someone 

said that they felt we would receive an Emmy nod for cinematography, and 

I had to agree. I was certainly biased, but I’d never seen a reality show 

filmed so stunningly. I felt proud that I help assemble such a cast that took 

such pride in making something beautiful. 

 The first episode did not have a competition, it was just to get to know 

all the players. To keep things interesting, the genius Lenore had helped us 

create “manufactured drama,” as she called it. By the end of the show, it 

appeared as though the rabbi and the hippie were at odds, and Pablo and 

Alec were enemies. Actual footage of all of them playing touch football to 

pass time on the island was cut-and-pasted to look like there were physical 

tussles over Kenn. I called out to Lenore and raised my glass. She was a 

keeper. 

 The finally credits ran, and we toasted again. I was still holding on to 

my original glass of champagne, but a few more bottles were opened and 

some were getting tipsy. I couldn’t blame them—we’d worked hard. Rex 



was the most relaxed I’d seen him in a while, and Kenn was draped on his 

arm, acting like a co-host. 

 That’s when one of the assistant producers got a text, said, “Oh, shit,” 

and grabbed the remote, switching over to a late night entertainment show. 

The screen flooded with a swirl of purple and blue stars, the show’s well-

known symbol of breaking news. The volume went up, and everyone 

turned to the TV to see what was going on. 

 There was a grainy still-frame shot of two figures on the screen, but it 

was impossible to make out who it was. Unless you were dreading it all 

along like Kenn, Rex, and I were. It was obviously Kenn’s blond head 

pressed against Alec’s dark one in a passionate kiss. I looked over at Rex 

and Kenn, standing at the rear of the room, and saw Kenn’s hand covering 

his mouth, his eyes filled with fear. Rex stood as resolutely as I’d ever 

seen, his mouth set in a stiff line. 

 The show’s host began, “If you’ve paid any attention to the new fall 

lineup, you’ve heard about Omega in Paradise, the latest offering from 

fledgling network Rainbow TV, a cross between the Bachelor and Survivor, 

but with hot and horny alphas competing for one elusive omega. The 

show’s premier aired tonight, and one disgruntled alpha decided it was the 

right time to let the world know there was trouble in paradise.” 

 I met Kenn and Rex in the kitchen. 

 “It’s nothing. That photo was nothing. You can’t even tell it is Kenn or 

Alec, and you can’t tell it was taken on the island. A few plants? That could 

be on a balcony in Brooklyn. No one in the public even knows yet who wins 

the competition. We have options.” 

 Kenn was sobbing into a tissue. 

 “I agree,” Rex said. “Let’s see how this plays out over the next few 

days, and how this show and the next do in the ratings before we respond. 

If we respond. No one talks to the press.” He put his arm around Kenn’s 

shoulders. “Give us a minute, Leonard?” 



 When Rex and Kenn finally joined the rest of us, a hush fell over the 

group, as they waited for someone in charge to say . . . anything. 

 Kenn raised his glass into the air with a whoop, and the group 

responded in kind. That was that.  

*** 

 The first show was a hit, landing in the top ten of cable programming 

for the week, and the little exposé only added to the hype surrounding it. 

Kenn, Cruz, and Alec were all over the social media and the tabloids within 

days. 

 Once Kenn realized that Rex didn’t care who he’d slept with before 

himself, the only thing that mattered was how he looked on TV. 

 “Why did I think wearing a caftan to the market was a good idea?!” he 

texted me on Monday, after an unflattering pic popped up on TMZ. 

 On Tuesday, it was “REMIND ME TO WEAR AQUA MORE OFTEN, 

MY EYES!!” 

 On Wednesday, he asked if I thought cat-eye sunglasses were “too 

femme” for him, along with a side by side photo comparison of himself and 

Blake Lively in the same sunnies. 

 Cruz had been mercifully spared from the drama, for the most part. 

The elementary school where he worked in New Orleans had requested a 

plain-clothes police officer to watch the front of the school, just in case, but 

there was something about hardworking Cruz that didn’t beg for attention 

like Kenn. There was just one photo of him, walking into the dry cleaners, a 

baseball cap and shades making him almost unrecognizable. It was taken 

by a NOLA local, and it got very little attention. 

 Thursday was Thanksgiving. I headed to my dads’ home in Brooklyn, 

the same brownstone where I had grown up. We hadn’t gotten together in 

about four weeks—unusual for us, but they knew my schedule was crazy, 

and we spoke weekly. I couldn’t ditch them on Thanksgiving, though. 



 They both stood at the open door as my cab pulled up, as if they’d 

just been waiting the whole morning for me. It was good to see them, 

though, and my alpha dad shouted as I stepped out of the cab, “Look, 

everyone, it’s famous television executive, Liam Leonard!” 

 He was always the funny one, and always full of surprises. I laughed 

aloud in the street. It made me realize immediately how much I had missed 

my dads. 

 “Oh, Daniel,” my omega dad said with an indulgent laugh. He smiled 

down at me as I started up the stoop. “It’s so good to see you, darling,” he 

began, but when I reached the door, his jaw dropped open. 

 “What is it, Charles?” my other dad asked, noting the look of shock on 

Charles’ face. 

 “He’s pregnant!” 

 First Lenore and now my dad. Apparently, there was no fooling the 

old timers. 

They ushered me into the house, told me to sit, and—lovingly—

demanded details.  

“I, uh, am pregnant. Yeah. About fourteen weeks.” 

“Well, obviously,” Charles said. “Why didn’t you tell us?”  

They both looked hurt. 

“I haven’t told anyone!” I said, a little too defensively. “Not even . . . ” 

“The father?” Charles filled in the blank gently. 

“Do you know who he is?” Daniel asked, equally as gently, and I 

couldn’t hold in a snicker. 

 Charles looked appalled. “Of course he does, Daniel!” he said, but 

then turned back to me and gave me a questioning look. 



 “Yes! I do know who the father is. He’s Cruz Hatcher, and I love him. 

And when you meet him, you will, too. If he can forgive me for hiding his 

child from him for fourteen weeks.” 

 They sat on either side of me, just like they did when I was a kid and 

was sad or scared or hurt. There was one year that I played Little League, 

when I was about ten, and I sucked at it badly. We were a family of 

bookworms, but for some reason my parents decided I needed team 

sports. The more athletic kids tortured me. And I remembered sitting in that 

same spot, on the couch, with one of them on each side of me, bawling into 

my brand new glove and begging them to let me quit. They both took turns 

apologizing, begging for my forgiveness, and promising me the new 

Redwall book. 

 This time, they each had a hand patting my back, and were telling me 

it was going to be okay. 

 “I know it will,” I said, my mood beginning to lift. I hadn’t realized that 

giving my parents the news would be so affirming. “You’re right.” 

 Charles’s face broke into a smile. “And here I was worried that you 

were never going to have time for children! This is glorious news! I have to 

call your uncles!” 

 I laughed. “Okay, okay, but can you do it after dinner, because I am 

starved. I haven’t had a home cooked meal since . . . the last time I saw 

you guys.” 

 Someone had certainly “home cooked” this meal, but it wasn’t my 

fathers, as neither of them knew their way around the kitchen. As usual, 

they bought the entire meal from Melnick’s, the deli down the street. Mr. 

and Mrs. Melnick and their daughters made a scrumptious traditional 

American Thanksgiving feast, but also threw in some latkes and tzimmes, 

and I probably put on another ten pounds in that one afternoon. 

 I had gone from completely frazzled and anxious, to relaxed and 

optimistic, and it wasn’t just the tryptophan. My dads’ positive attitude and 



excitement made me realize that others—and specifically, Cruz—might 

view my pregnancy as “glorious news” as well. 

 They loaded down my cab home with bags of leftovers wrapped 

carefully in foil, and one well-worn baby-name book (copyright 1982, when 

my dad was pregnant with me; the name “Liam” was underlined, as well 

as—inexplicably—the name “Aloysius.” I dodged a bullet). I browsed 

names and ate a jelly sufganiyot on the ride home, wondering if Cruz would 

like the name “Aaron.” 

 He was spending Thanksgiving with his father in Tallahassee, and 

would be flying up the next morning to spend the weekend with me. It 

would be the first time we had seen each other, in the flesh, since the end 

of the summer. Once I got home, I stood in front of the full length mirror and 

wondered if he, too, would know my secret when he saw me. Of course my 

middle was thicker, but my face was much fuller, too. I forced any negative 

thoughts out of my mind. He will be thrilled. He has always wanted a big 

family.  

Before bed, I texted him, “Can’t wait to see you.” 

And he texted back, “You’re all I can think about, darlin’!” 

It was hard to get to sleep that night, but eventually I drifted off, 

thinking about where I could fit a crib. 

  



 

FIFTEEN 

 

 My camera crew was there when I picked up Cruz at the airport. He 

knew we had to film some scenes for our last-minute post-Omega special. 

As I told him in advance, if we scripted it just right, we would only need to 

spend a few hours on camera, doing all those stereotypically romantic 

things that people love to see. Hugging at the airport, walking hand in hand 

through Central Park, maybe feeding an animal at the zoo, eating a 

candlelit dinner, and kissing at the top of the Empire State Building.  

 The good thing about having not seen each other in months was that 

I didn’t have to fake any emotion when we greeted each other. The bad 

thing was that we were surrounded by cameras and my assistant director, 

whose only concern was getting a good shot in as few takes as possible.  

 We saved our truly tender words for the cab ride to my apartment, 

once the cameras had left. We had the rest of Friday to ourselves.  

 “Would you mind terribly if I just wanted to hole up at your place for 

the rest of the day? I just want to hold you and stare at you,” he said, his 

left arm around my shoulders and his right arm across my chest, clutching 

me in a warm circle. 

 I pecked him on the cheek. “I can think of nothing better.” 

 Before I left to pick him, I’d hidden the few clues of my pregnant 

state—the baby books and clinical documents—but I knew I needed to tell 

him right away. Considering the heat we’d had between us in the past, and 

the fact that we’d been apart for so long, I knew we’d want to tear each 

other’s clothes off as soon as we walked in the door. 

 Sure enough, we walked in, he put his suitcase down, and then 

turned to me with a totally lecherous look.  



 I laughed and ducked under his open arms. “Hold on, you. Let me 

freshen up real quick.” 

 I dodged into the bathroom, and stood with my back against the door, 

as if he were going to bang down the door. My heart was pounding and I 

chided myself. That’s not good for the baby, and you are being ridiculous. 

 I counted to one hundred, breathing deeply, then flushed the toilet 

and washed my hands. 

 “Here, sit,” I said to him. 

 “Ohh-kay,” he replied, looking puzzled. “Is everything all right?” 

 “Yeah, yeah, of course.” I sounded exactly like everything was not all 

right. “I, um, I am. Going to. I found out that. I am going to. Have. A. Baby.” 

My sentence was exactly that staccato and moronic. 

 I don’t know if it was the result of my inability to form a coherent 

sentence, or if it just took his brain a minute to comprehend the truth, but 

he sat there staring at me for what felt like an eternity. Within seconds of 

telling him, alarms went off in my own mind. You made a mistake. You 

shouldn’t have told him. You shouldn’t have gotten pregnant. You’re going 

to be a single parent and probably never get laid again. 

 Then his face broke into the most beautiful smile I’ve ever seen, 

before or since. 

 He threw his head back and shouted, “Yes!” 

 I started laughing, and then crying, then laughing-crying, which is a 

thing I guess. 

 “This is amazing,” he said, still smiling but speaking as if in awe. He 

reached over and pressed his hand against my middle. “Oh yeah, I can tell 

now. Oh geez, how far along are you?” 

 “Like, almost fifteen weeks,” I whispered. 



 His smile faded, replaced by a look of concerned questioning. “Why 

didn’t you tell me sooner?” 

 I had been fiddling my scarf, a soft blue mohair thing that Kenn gave 

me for Christmas a few years back, something I would never even have 

considered for myself but that I grew to love. When I was nervous 

sometimes, I absentmindedly brushed the ends across my lips. He reached 

over and gently pushed my hand down so that he could see my face 

clearly. 

 “It was a mistake. You probably thought I was on birth control. I’m in 

my thirties. And . . . we barely knew each other. Still getting there. You 

know. I was worried.” 

 You need to join Toastmasters, idiot, my inner voice said. 

 “This baby is not a mistake,” he said. His voice was firm, but his face 

returned to that beatific state. He truly seemed thrilled. “A happy accident, 

maybe? But not a mistake. I told you that I knew you were my omega. Not 

even an accident. This was meant to be.” 

 He pulled me into his arms and held me there, caressing my head 

with one hand and my belly with the other. That part of my brain that is 

always thinking about television wished that a camera crew could catch the 

scene, but I shook that thought away and enjoyed the sensation of being 

touched by my alpha, the father of my child. 

 After eating a lunch of Thanksgiving leftovers and catching each 

other up on Omega in Paradise and Sarah’s School news, we changed into 

pajamas and drowsed together while spooning on the couch, soft music 

playing in the background. Cruz’s hand wandered over my body, and for 

the first time since I had begun to expand, I felt sexy. He had lifted my shirt 

up so that my small rounded belly was exposed, and traced his fingers in a 

spiral around it, causing my skin to tingle everywhere he touched. His lips 

were against my ear, and occasionally, when he’d murmur something—

even the most innocuous thing like, “Do you want to watch the show 



tomorrow night?”—his breath against my ear would give me goose bumps 

and make my nipples harden. 

 Finally, I reached my hand behind me, and felt for his cock. It wasn’t 

difficult to locate, as it had been semi-hard for as long as we had been lying 

there, pressed into the cleft of my backside. I encircled it with a light grip, 

and began to stroke him lazily until he was rigid. His breath had gotten 

huskier and he started lightly nipping at my earlobe with his lips, not biting, 

not sucking, just pulling at it gently. I had confided in him that first night we 

spent together that my ears were my weakness, and he took advantage of 

that knowledge: I too was now fully erect. 

 “Can you . . . ?” he whispered, causing a tiny quiver through my core. 

 “Yes, the doctor says it’s fine.” 

 “I’ll be gentle,” he promised, starting to slide my pajama pants over 

my hip. 

 “I wish you wouldn’t,” I whispered back, and he growled deep in his 

throat. 

 Even in a cramped apartment in the middle of Manhattan, there was 

something primal about this man. He locked his candy-colored eyes on 

mine and I knew I was in trouble. 

 “Get in the bedroom,” he said, still whispering but this time it was a 

command. 

 Even still, he was very gentle. He undressed me where I stood, 

caressing and complimenting every inch of my body. Oh, how I needed 

that! The physical changes and hormone swings had made me feel like a 

hippopotamus, but his words were so loving, so sincere, and so sexy. He 

made me believe that he wanted nothing more than to fuck me, just as I 

was. 

 “On the bed,” he told me, and I crawled up, on all fours. He got 

behind me, and continued to stroke and admire me from behind, every 

sentence punctuated by throaty grunts and groans of appreciation. “Your 



skin, my god, how is your skin this soft. Ah, your ass has gotten even fuller, 

this is so fucking hot. I love your belly. It’s so . . . sensual.” 

 By the time he pulled me down next to him, spooning again, but now 

fully nude, my engorged cock felt like it might spill at the slightest touch. I 

was on my side, and he was behind me, propped up on his elbow and 

continuing to caress my side and flank. I could feel his hardness against my 

ass again. He gripped my ass cheek in his hand, squeezed it, and pulled it 

gently, exposing my hole to the air, causing a tiny convulsion in me. 

 “You like that, don’t you?” 

 I nodded. He pulled again, continuing the delicious tightening and 

exposure at that spot so filled with nerve endings, and I began to pant.  

 His loosened his grip and I heard him spit on his hand, and then I felt 

a wet finger slide down my crack, locating my puckered entrance and 

teasing it. 

 “Mmm,” he purred against my ear, while pressing his digit into me. 

“That’s what I’ve been longing for. I’ve been thinking about this hot, sweet 

spot every night for months.” 

 “It’s yours,” I whispered back. I barely recognized my own voice, it 

was so husky with lust. 

 “Oh, I know.” 

 “Take it.” 

 “I will.” 

 But he didn’t stop just yet. He kept going, knowing that he was driving 

me insane, until I started pressing back against him as if to impale myself 

on his cock. 

 Finally . . . finally . . . I heard him grab the bottle of lube that I kept in 

the nightstand on his side of the bed, and he worked quickly, his hands 

above my head, squeezing and clicking until he had what he needed. The 



lube was cool, a contrast against the heat of his saliva and skin, and I 

gasped. 

 He continued to be gentle, but this restraint contrasted so sharply 

against his usual ferocity in the bedroom, that I found it highly erotic. He 

was a wild animal, prowling around me ever so slowly, he could snap at 

any moment, and once again, I was his prey. 

 He lifted my ass cheek again, and slid the head of his cock, now slick 

with lube, against my entrance. His digital attention had already relaxed my 

muscle so that it didn’t take much pressure for him to push into me. I 

gripped the comforter and gasped. 

 A whimper escaped from his own lips as he slid all the way into me 

with one smooth, slow motion, his groin cradling against my ass as he 

paused. 

 “Oh, god . . . it’s been such a long while,” he said with an 

embarrassed little laugh. “I’m not sure how long I can last this first time.” 

 I giggled back. “I know the feeling. Let’s just enjoy it while it lasts, 

okay?” 

 He sighed contentedly, then slid out again and began gently but 

rhythmically moving his hips. We were such a perfect fit. The pleasure 

welled up, starting in that secret little place that he had found and 

spreading to my limbs and digits. 

 When he came inside me a few moments later, I allowed the pleasure 

to unravel wildly within me. I cried out as I climaxed. He collected me again 

in his arms, and I drifted off, sleeping well for the first time in weeks. 

I woke up on Saturday feeling lighter than I had in a while. My parents 

were on my side, Cruz was thrilled, and I had him for two more days. I 

didn’t let myself think about his leaving on Sunday night, as I chopped up 

veggies to make him an omelet. 

He came up behind me just as I was buttering the toast.  



“I am famished,” he croaked in a sleepy voice, his morning wood 

rubbing against me. Still reeling from last night’s attention, I was preparing 

breakfast in the buff. 

“Here, love,” I said, handing him grapefruit juice. “Go sit. Let me serve 

my alpha.” 

“Wow. I am going to give this hotel five stars.” 

I served him breakfast naked, as well. It was a new Liam Leonard, 

being a sexy beast at every opportunity. 

He inhaled his food, and then we fucked again, and this time he 

lasted for a wonderfully long time. I was on my hands and knees, any 

residual shyness having diminished, fucking myself against him.  

“OH . . . you should see how hot you look from up here,” he said, his 

voice thick with desire. “I can see every inch of my dick sinking into your 

ass.” 

His lewd description made me ram myself harder against him, my 

flesh making loud smacking sounds against his. He was a clever, clever 

man, turning me into a sex-starved beast. 

I told him as much when we were done, lying flat on our backs in the 

morning light, catching our breath. 

“Do you do this to all the omegas,” I teased, “talking dirty to them until 

they are willing to do anything for you?” 

He smiled, but then said, “Liam, can’t you tell by now? There are no 

other omegas to me. You are it. You are everything to me. And being able 

to drive you wild like you just were? It’s the icing on the cake. The perfect, 

luscious, delicious icing.” He rolled on his side toward me, and ran his hand 

across my chest. 

“Oh, not again,” I said in mock annoyance, and he hugged me to him, 

laughing. 



We showered and headed out. We had to meet the camera crew in 

Central Park. 

*** 

 It was Sunday night. Cruz was gone, on a flight back to New Orleans. 

Our weekend was lovely but still had to come to a close. We watched the 

second episode of Omega in Paradise together, and Cruz laughed and 

cringed at all of his scenes, and criticized his “lack of athleticism” during the 

waterfall race.  

 “It’s a good thing I’m already a teacher, because I definitely do not 

have a career in acting or sports.” 

 Besides our own camera crew filming us in Central Park and the 

other pre-determined spots, we had a minor run-in with paparazzi. I don’t 

think Cruz would have even been spotted if it weren’t for the attention that 

our own crew drew. We were walking into Katz’s Deli for lunch on Sunday, 

and a short man with a huge camera stared yelling, “Cruz! Cruz! How does 

it feel to have broken Kenn’s heart?” 

 We both turned to face the guy. How did he get the facts so wrong?  

 The photo that was published that night on TMZ was hilarious, both 

Cruz and I with our brows furrowed in confusion. The headline said that we 

were “angry about having our love exposed.” 

 “I’ve learned in this business that you just have to ignore them,” I told 

him on Monday night when we Skyped.  

 “I don’t like being in this situation, having to deal with rude people and 

criminals like paparazzi and Alec. I’ve worked hard to fill my life with 

positive people.” 

 Suddenly I was overwhelmed with guilt. “I’m sorry,” I said, my voice 

sounding more pathetic than I wanted it to. I cleared my throat. “I feel like I 

brought you into this shit-storm.” 



 “You didn’t talk me into signing up for Omega in Paradise, darlin’.” he 

reminded me.  

 We had agreed that I would finally announce my pregnancy at work 

that week, so I did so first thing Monday morning. Despite the dropping 

temperature outside, my hormone swings made me hot and miserable 

under my layers of hiding. 

 “Just so everyone knows, I’m pregnant,” I said at our weekly meeting. 

Short and sweet. 

 Some of my coworkers got excited and animated with the news, 

some muttered congratulations before looking back down at the agenda. 

Lenore winked at me and smirked with superiority. But the most surprised 

reaction of all was from Rex. 

 “Leonard! This is fabulous news!” He gave me a vigorous handshake, 

then clapped me on the right shoulder and pulled me into an unexpected 

“bro hug.” “Fabulous!” he repeated. His face was all smiles. “Kenn is going 

to be ecstatic.” 

 “It was unexpected,” I admitted to him. The crews had left the 

meeting room, and it was just the two of us. “I wasn’t so sure, you know, at 

first.” 

 “Why?” he asked. “I cannot imagine a better person to bring a child 

into this world.” 

 “Really?” I was touched but surprised. 

 He looked at me like I was being daft. “Of course. Look at how you 

handle your crews. You’re kind, fair, empathetic, firm. They love working for 

you, even when you’re working their fingers to the bone. You’ll be an 

incredible father. And Cruz? First of all, your kid is probably going to have a 

career as a model. And secondly, he’s a saint. You guys are going to be 

the perfect family.” He clapped me on the shoulder again before he walked 

out the door, murmuring, “Just perfect.” 



 It was about three minutes later that my phone rang. The display said 

it was Kenn, and I knew that Rex had spilled the beans. 

 “Hey, Kenn—” 

 His voice filled the room. “You sneaky, evil, procreating, secretive—” 

 I snorted with laughter. “Whoa, man, whoa!” 

 “How dare you not share this with me! And I had to hear it from Rex!” 

 “I’m sorry!” I was shaking with laughter, but I did feel bad. He should 

have been the second person I told. “Does it make you feel any better to 

know that Cruz just found out on Friday?” 

 “No!” 

 “How about it I admit I was wrong? I’ve never done this, this 

pregnancy thing before. I fucked up.” 

 “No forgiveness!” 

 I knew he was hurt, but that he was joking. Or maybe half-joking. We 

would get through it. 

 “What can I do to make it up to you?” I asked him. 

 “You can name that little baby Kenneth Montgomery Leonard-

Hatcher.” 

 I laughed again. “I’ll talk to Cruz about it,” I said. Yeah, we would get 

through it. 

 

  



 

SIXTEEN 

 

 The television tabloids and social media were still running a “What’s 

the secret scandal on Omega in Paradise ?!” bit after every episode, and 

occasionally we would see Alec Nielson’s smug mug doing an interview. 

Alec was smart enough to not spill the secret of who won Omega in 

Paradise—we definitely would have sued him, since that could drastically 

affect our ratings and earnings—but just said that “things are not what they 

seem. You’ll see. And you’ll be disappointed.” 

Alec Nielson’s temper tantrum was pure ratings gold. Not responding 

was definitely the best course of action on our part. Viewers wanted to 

know what the hell was going on, and turned in week after week to find out 

what, exactly, was not what it seemed. In the meantime, they were still 

choosing sides and placing bets, and the first time I saw a “Team Pablo” 

shirt on the street, I almost squealed in joy.  

Back in the editing room at the studio, Lenore and her team (she had 

already been promoted) were putting together the post-season special that 

was going to explain two love stories to the world—how two omegas were 

lost until they found love in paradise. 

“We got the epic music, we got the sunrise in Brazil, we got the 

sunsets in New York City. This is going to be a love story for the ages,” 

Lenore said, swirling her toothpick from one side to the other.  

“Beautiful,” I said, giving her shoulder an affectionate squeeze as my 

phone started to buzz. “Great work!” 

I headed into the hall as soon as I saw it was Cruz. It was a 

Wednesday morning, and he should still be in class. I felt a jolt of fear as I 

answered. 

“What’s wrong?” I said automatically. 



“Oh, no, darlin’! Nothing! I’m sorry to scare you!” his voice cooed in 

an attempt to comfort me. “It’s good news!” 

“You scared me to death.” 

“Good news! I swear! I just got an email from the Sarah’s School 

treasurer.” 

“Yeah?” 

I could hear the emotion in his voice. “We’ve raised two hundred 

thousand dollars since the first episode. It’s . . . it’s enough for two more 

schools.” 

“No!” My own eyes pricked with tears when I heard. 

“This is all because of you, Liam! Your show, your generosity with 

your time and your resources, you let me accomplish this!” 

“No, no! This is your vision, your hard work and persistence!” 

We started to laugh at the same time. 

“Okay, okay,” he said, and I could hear him sniffle. “This is us. 

Working together.” 

“Yeah. Let’s keep it up.” 

“I think we need to figure out where we go from here,” he said. 

“This . . . changes things.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Sarah’s School asked me to become the CEO. They want me on the 

job full-time. It wouldn’t be a lot of money. In fact, it’s slightly less than what 

I’m making now. But, as I’ve said before, I could do it from anywhere. And 

they want me to start right away. So . . . say the word, and I put in my 

notice here and head to New York with a moving truck.” 

“Get your hot ass up here, Cruz Hatcher.” 

He laughed. “You got it, love.” 



He texted me an hour later, “Put in notice, moving up over New 

Year’s!!” 

*** 

 After that, Rainbow TV donated commercial spots to Sarah’s School. 

For some reason—whether it was Cruz’s passion or his handsome face—

the charity resonated with our audience, and after each episode and 

commercial, the funds poured in. Cruz’s school in New Orleans had easily 

hired a replacement teacher, and his class of tots held an ice-cream 

goodbye party for him. He texted me a photo of himself surrounded by the 

kindergarteners, and I wanted to cry it was so cute. Everyone one of the 

kids had chocolate ice cream on their little face. 

 As I approached my twentieth week, my middle blossomed into a 

round ball that everyone wanted to touch. It was kind of creepy, but I 

decided to just absorb the love and goodwill of strangers. Everyone wanted 

to know when I was due (“May 17th”) and what we were going to name it 

(“Probably Aloysius”). Cruz was frantically trying to speed up his move so 

that he could be here for Christmas and make it to my next check-up on 

December 27th, and I was excited to share that with him.  

My alpha was moving to New York! We were going to be together, 

and I wanted to be a cliché and shout it from the rooftops. 

Instead, I busied myself with helping with the finishing touches of the 

post-season special. We were timing it to come out on Christmas Eve, and 

even though the filming had been done weeks ago, we had managed to 

give it a holiday touch. Kenn and Rex had gone ice skating over 

Thanksgiving at 30 Rockefeller Plaza wearing Santa hats, for one thing. 

And Lenore’s team had put in holiday music here and there. We were going 

to pull this off. The cherry on the sundae was that we had signed a very hot 

up –and-coming television journalist to host the special. 

Week after week, our ratings soared, and week after week, the 

television tabloids asked what this secret scandal was that Omega in 

Paradise costar Alec Nielson was talking about. 



We knew that after the regular season finale, when Kenn chose Cruz, 

hell might break loose. Kenn had been in the gossip columns quite a bit as 

the show gained popularity, usually by himself—shopping—but often side 

by side with Rex. Cruz had managed to avoid any more paparazzi down in 

NOLA, but that might change. If the viewers felt duped by the show, would 

they protest? If the show was successful until that point, would it matter? 

It mattered to me. As I explained in the beginning, television was 

almost sacred to me. As a nerdy kid without a lot of friends, it was often 

both my entertainment and my comfort, like a close friend would be. And I 

didn’t want to spoil that friendship.  

 But less nobly, I also wanted to have a long, illustrious career in 

television, and disappointing the viewers wouldn’t help me reach that goal. I 

wanted the viewers to be happy, to look forward to future seasons of 

Omega in Paradise, to look to Rainbow TV as a source of quality 

entertainment, and to think of Liam Leonard as their favorite television 

writer and director. Was that so much to ask? 

 Thus, we made the following plan: the last regular episode—the one 

where Kenn chose Cruz—would air on Saturday, as scheduled, and then it 

would be followed immediately by a preview for the special, stating simply, 

“You probably think you know the whole story. But you don’t. Until 

Christmas Eve,” and then there will be a crazy collage of clips that only the 

fastest eye or the most dexterous of remote-control wielders would be able 

to truly see. The idea was to create mystery, excitement, and suspense, so 

that no matter what Alec Nielson and the tabloids revealed after the last 

episode, viewers would say, “But wait, there’s more. Let’s see what 

happens on Christmas Eve.” 

 Would it work? We wouldn’t know until we saw the ratings, reviews, 

and social media on Christmas Day. In the meantime, we kept the 

Christmas Eve special a secret so we could fight that smug blackmailing 

bastard with the element of surprise. 

 I had to work twelve hour days to help get the special ready, as well 

as the other Rainbow TV Christmas programming. Kenn blew the Friday 



before the last episode aired to forgive me for not telling him about the 

pregnancy. He showed up with lunch and two gifts, a tiny pair of retro-style 

Nikes and a Henri Bendel diaper-backpack. 

 “This is what cool dads carry,” he insisted. “Cool dads don’t carry 

diaper bags.” 

 “I’m not sure I am cool enough for this,” I said, pushing my glasses up 

my nose for effect. “But I would love a pair of these if they come in my 

size.” 

 “Consider it done. Now, should I take the backpack back and have it 

engraved with the initials KMLH?” 

 It took me a minute to figure out that he was still suggesting we name 

the baby after him. I laughed and changed the topic. 

 “Cruz is hoping to be fly up on Monday, in time for Christmas and my 

next checkup. And I need your expertise in fitting awesome stuff into tiny 

spaces. I’m thinking of hitting IKEA. Want to go?” 

 He started arguing with me about the “gaucheness of IKEA,” 

whatever that meant, and saying he was going to buy us all new furniture 

as a move-in gift. I shut him down quickly. 

 “Kenn, I know how much money you made this year. You need to 

save some, buddy,” I said, waving the Bendel backpack in the air as if to 

remind him of his usual extravagance. “Cruz and I can afford our own 

furniture. But we may want to move to a bigger place next year. I just need 

some IKEA. Come with.” 

 I bought a platform bed with drawers underneath, a memory-foam 

mattress, a bunch of closet organizers, and a modern-looking crib and 

dressing table, sleek enough to tuck into the corner of the living room that 

we would be using as a nursery. I paid my building’s handyman to put the 

furniture together, and then I hung mistletoe above the bed when he left. In 

my fantasy, Cruz and I would burst through the door straight from the 



airport, make vigorous and passionate love, and then open our Christmas 

gifts before watching the special, all in the comfy new bed. 

 Things were going so well.  

 

SEVENTEEN 

 

 WINTER STORM 

BLIZZARD WARNING 

FREEZING FOG 

SNOW-IN PREDICTED 

The headlines were as melodramatic as Kenn was. Our winters in 

New York City were generally mild at this time of year, and with so many 

flying out to spend the holidays back home or flying in for that legendary 

City Christmas experience, people were in a panic about the weather. A 

nor-easter was expected to drop up to twelve inches of snow on us over 

the next few days, and there was a good chance that the airports would be 

closed for at least part of that time. 

Snow had already begun to fall as I hailed a cab outside my building. 

The last regular episode of Omega in Paradise would be airing tonight, and 

it had been ready to go for weeks. I wanted to make sure that our weekend 

programming was set to run, including a slew of holiday movies that could 

run on their own, even if we all were stuck at home due to the storm. There 

was also one last call to make to the media and marketing firm to make 

sure they were ready for the excitement and possible backlash after the 

episode. 

From my office, I saw the skies growing darker, and snow turned to 

sleet. Traffic had slowed to a standstill, and pedestrians were hunched over 



and speed-walking, trying to get home to their families out of the wetness 

before it got worse. 

I called Cruz. 

“Have you seen the weather?” 

“Yeah. The airline texted me, actually. Said to standby for possible 

flight cancellations. But there’s still two days!” 

“I know. And I’ll see you soon even if you don’t make it for 

Christmas.” But I didn’t feel nearly as okay with that as I tried to sound. 

“Exactly. And if I’m not there for the special, let’s watch it together via 

Skype. We can revel in our love through technology.” 

I laughed. He was good at getting that out of me. “You got it.” 

 Once the calls were made, there wasn’t much to do except wait for 

the show ran at nine PM, so I headed out. The weather was miserable, but 

it felt right, reflecting my mood. I pulled my mohair scarf up over my nose 

and walked headfirst into the wind. There was a little art-house theatre 

about ten blocks away that was showing the original Star Wars trilogy, and 

I could catch Empire Strikes Back that afternoon. It seemed appropriate. I 

decided to walk. 

 There’s something eerie about Manhattan when the streets start to 

empty while it’s still daylight. Corners where I always stood with crowds of 

anonymous strangers, then moved en masse across the street, now just 

had one or two people, bundled up and moving with determination. I 

strolled—also eerie. I don’t think I had ever moved through mid-town with 

so little purpose. It was simultaneously soothing and while allowing me to 

pout unobserved. 

 The Forenzi Theatre was in view, a tiny little gem that always had the 

best vintage and foreign movies, just one at a time, and served fresh 

heritage popcorn and tiny glasses of chianti. The box office light was still 

on, and I saw old Mr. Howard there, a fixture ever since I could remember. I 

had to smile.  



 The last thing I remembered was planning on ordering a large 

popcorn with extra butter, because I was pregnant and sad and I deserved 

it. 

 Then I came to, looking straight up at the gray New York sky, feeling 

wet and cold and having an terrible pain in my head. 

 Someone was already at my side, pulling down their scarf and asking 

if I was okay. Another bundled-up individual joined, saying “Don’t move 

him!” and pulling out a cell phone.  

 “I’m a pregnant omega,” I tried to say, and heard my own words 

tumble out of my mouth, almost incoherent. 

 “I think he said he’s a pregnant omega,” the woman said frantically 

into the phone, and as soon as I knew the message was received, I 

blacked out again. 

*** 

 I came to in the ambulance, an EMT saying my name over and over, 

“Liam, wake up. Liam, can you hear me?” She was actually quite cute and 

had a lovely smile. That was the first thing I thought. 

 “There you are. You fell but you look okay. We’re taking you to the 

hospital to be sure, and we contacted your family. Can you tell me your 

name?” 

 I told her my name, and ran through the litany of questions that I 

knew she was using to confirm my identity and also the state of my brain.  

 “I’m pregnant,” I said suddenly. 

 “We know,” the EMT said again with a smile. 

 I looked down in the direction of her nod, and saw my exposed 

tummy attached to some wires. “Is . . . am I . . . ” 

 “You need a checkup, but look here. There’s your baby’s very strong, 

healthy heartbeat on the monitor there. Your little one is doing just fine. 



Your blood pressure is a little high, though.” She smiled down at me. 

“Relax. We’ll take good care of you.” 

 I laid my head back on the stretcher and tried to breathe deeply.  

*** 

 The ER doctor said I needed to stay for observation, considering I 

was pregnant. By the time my check-up was complete and I was wheeled 

to my room, my parents were already there. My omega dad Charles was 

wringing his hands and hovering, while alpha Daniel was staid and quiet as 

usual but had a worried frown. 

 “I’m fine, guys, I promise.” 

 “What were you thinking, going out in this weather alone and in your 

condition?” Charles began. 

 “Dad, I’m pregnant, not an invalid,” I said, as the nurse’s aide helped 

me from the gurney into the bed.  

 Daniel spoke up. “We wanted to contact Cruz for you, but we don’t 

have his number.” His subtext was loud and clear: We still haven’t met your 

boyfriend and the father of our grandchild. 

 “It’s okay, I’ll call him. He’ll be here soon enough, you’ll get to meet 

him.” 

 After they made sure I was comfortable and safe, my parents left, and 

I needed to call Cruz. I didn’t want him to freak out, but I also knew that if 

he found out from someone else, he’d be upset.  

 He answered on the second ring. The line was crackling due to a 

poor connection, but at least I could hear his voice.  

“Hey, darlin’. How’s the weather? Looks rough on TV.” 

 “It’s getting bad. I . . . uh . . . I’m okay, but—” 

 “What’s wrong? Is the baby okay?” 



 “Oh, yeah! Everything’s fine. I fell and I had to come to the hospital, 

but they’re watching the baby. Everything looks great.” 

 “When did this happen?” 

 I looked at the clock. It was almost nine PM. 

 “Earlier. Like . . . four?” 

 “What? And you’re just now getting around to calling me?!” 

 “I’m sorry. My parents didn’t know how to contact you. But I’m fine. 

They’re keeping me here overnight to make sure everything stays normal. 

And I’ve got a comfy bed and a TV. I’m great. Don’t worry.” 

 “Right.” It was obviously useless for me to hope he wouldn’t. 

 “You’re flight probably won’t be canceled, and everything will be 

perfect. Do you want to watch the show tonight together?”  

 “That sounds fun. Let’s—” 

 “Cruz? Cruz?” 

 The line had gone dead at the same time that the lights flickered in 

my room. I put the phone down. We’d connect later. I put my phone next to 

the bed and clicked on the TV, and soon the sounds of the Omega in 

Paradise theme filled the room.  

 “Is that my favorite show I hear?” 

 Rex was sticking his head into the door. It was way past visiting 

hours, but Rex had ways of getting over that. 

 “Hey, man. Come on in. Just in time to watch.”  

 He laid his wool coat across the back of one chair, and sat in another. 

“I knew you wouldn’t be here long enough for flowers, so I brought you 

some of that Japanese candy you like.” 

 I took a little bag from his hand, and saw green tea chocolates inside. 

“This day is getting better already. Thank you.”  



 “Your father called us. Kenn is beside himself, of course, but I told 

him I needed some private time with you, so he told your parents that he’s 

going to pick you up in the morning. They won’t have to drive back into 

Manhattan in the weather.” 

 “Why do you need private time with me?” I felt a flutter of 

nervousness, and wondered if there was bad news about Alec Nielson. 

 “Oh, I don’t,” he said with a smirk. “I just thought you might need a 

break from Kenn’s drama. I know how my boy can get.” 

 I had to laugh. He was right—having Kenn scolding at and cooing 

over me would probably raise my blood pressure right back up. 

 “Alright, let’s watch this and see what kind of trouble we get in.” 

 As always, I was excited to see Kenn on the screen. He really was a 

natural. And I felt that pang when I saw Cruz. I wondered if people across 

the City had found a way to gather together despite the snow to watch, and 

if they would sigh and cheer. I wondered if Cruz was watching in New 

Orleans, occasionally checking his phone like I was. 

 When Kenn finally chose Cruz, I heard a nurse at her station say, “I 

knew it,” and laugh. Another one said, “What! I thought for sure it was going 

to be Pablo!”  

 Rex and I smiled at each other. Then the end credits rolled, followed 

by our eye-catching preview for the post-season Christmas Eve special, 

telling the viewers that there was more to the story. 

 “Looks very good, Leonard,” Rex said, which was high praise from 

him.  

 I switched over to E!, and sure enough, there were Cruz and Kenn, 

kissing on the island, that gorgeous kiss.  

 “Kenn chose Cruz, or did he? One of the Omega in Paradise  

contestants claims that all is not what it seems, and that he and Kenn were 

the real hot item on Caye Palmera.” 



 There was Alec Nielson, sitting in a living room setting and being 

interviewed by a shiny blonde journalist.  

 “Is he . . . crying?” Rex scoffed. 

 “It certainly looks like it.” 

 I turned up the volume. “ . . . I really thought we had a connection,” 

Alec said with a sniff. “We spent so much time together, you don’t even see 

most of it on the show. We ended up stranded on a nearby island, and 

made love. It was the happiest time of my life. I thought I found my omega.” 

 “What a piece of trash,” I said with a laugh of disbelief.  

 “You ready to be in the tabloids?” Rex asked, standing. It was already 

after visiting hours, but whenever the nurses saw him in my room, they 

giggled and let him stay. He had that effect on men and women alike. He 

started to gather his coat and gloves. 

 “I guess we’ll find out. Two and a half days ‘til the entire truth comes 

out. What’s the worst they can do?” 

***  

 The next morning, the sky was still steel-gray outside the hospital 

room window, and the doctor said I could leave. Kenn showed up right after 

breakfast to bring me home. 

 “I told your folks that they could trust me to get you home safe and 

sound. No sense for them to come back to Manhattan in this weather,” he 

said. “You gave us all a scare! We were worried about little Kenneth.” He 

rubbed my belly. 

 “Hey,” I said in mock anger. “I don’t go around rubbing your stomach.” 

 “Good news, my generous Rex hired a car for us. An SUV to tackle 

the snowy streets. So exciting!” Leave it to Kenn to find the glamor in a 

snowstorm. 



 My cellular provider was still down, however, so I hadn’t touched 

base with Cruz. I had been checking every few minutes, all last night and 

this morning. At least he knew that I was safe. 

 Kenn helped me up the stairs at my place, whining about my still 

being in a walk-up—“at your age! And in your condition! And with the 

amount of money you make! It’s a shame, is what it is!”—and made me 

comfortable on the couch.  

 “Have you looked at the tabloids today? Anything interesting going 

on?” 

 His eyes lighted up. “You haven’t yet?! Oh my god, people are going 

crazy. Half of them are calling me a fraud and an opportunist—and let’s be 

frank, I sort of am—and the other half are saying that Alec is lying and it’s 

‘Kenn and Cruz forever, dammit!’ The bodega in my neighborhood is selling 

shirts that say ‘Kenn hearts Cruz’ already—the owner’s son screen-printed 

them overnight. Is that even legal? Whatever. It’s adorable.” 

 “Do you think he’ll be pissed when we tell him Kenn doesn’t heart 

Cruz?” I said. I was flipping through my DVR to check what programs it was 

able to record during the storm. 

 Kenn was moving around in the kitchen. “Eh, he’ll just have to make 

‘Kenn hearts Rex’ and ‘Cruz hearts Liam’ shirts, won’t he? And maybe the 

Kenn and Cruz shirts will become collectors’ items and they’ll get rich! Like 

the Barbie that says ‘Math is hard.’” 

 “Or the trading cards where C-3PO has a penis.” 

 “What’s a CP30?” 

 “C-3PO? From Star Wars?” 

 “Whatever. Anyway, everyone has an opinion, and no doubt in three 

days, they’ll have another one. And I for one am excited to find out what it 

is. . . .So . . . Here’s some water. You have plenty of snacks and stuff you 

can microwave. And I’ll call you as soon as the phones are back up. What 



else do you need? I can get a massage therapist over here like that,” he 

said with a snap. 

 “In this weather? You’re a sadist. But thanks. I think I’m good. Thank 

you.” 

 “It is the least I can do. When is Cruz supposed to be here?” His 

voice took on that high, sad tone that people get when they feel sorry for 

you. 

 “Tomorrow, but all flights in and out of Newark are closed until further 

notice. It’s fine. He’ll come Tuesday or Wednesday, or even next week. We 

have the rest of our lives to spend together.” 

 Kenn wound his scarf, a fluffy thing that probably cost more than my 

couch, around his neck, and slid on leather gloves. “That’s the spirit, Lee-

Leo.” He squeezed my hand. “I’ll check in with you as soon as I can!” 

 After the door shut, I was all alone in my silent apartment. I’d lived 

alone for years, but now it felt too quiet. At least I had plenty of tabloid TV 

to watch, I thought grimly, and all the shows I’d missed during the past 

several busy weeks. I sighed and clicked on a show. 

*** 

 There was a knock on the door. I couldn’t figure out where I was at 

first, squinting my eyes into the lamp that I had left on all night. The mild 

painkiller that the ER gave me must have knocked me out, because I was 

still fully dressed on the couch. I looked out the window and saw that the 

sky was still gray, though slightly lighter than the day before. The clock on 

the cable box said 10:17 AM.  

 Someone knocked again, more insistent. 

 “Just a minute!” I was waiting for an Amazon delivery of some last 

minute gifts, though UPS usually left it downstairs on the table in the lobby 



 I swung the door open, and there was Cruz with that irresistible grin 

that was somehow sweet and naughty all at the same time. He stood there, 

leaning against the door frame, like he’d been waiting. 

 I gave a little scream and then started laughing. “How did you get 

here!?” 

 He pulled me into him. “Oh, darlin’, you are a sight for sore eyes.” 

 “Did the airport open up?” 

 “Nope.” 

 “How did you . . . ?” 

 “I drove.” 

 I pulled back from him. “What?” 

 Now he looked sheepish. “As soon as we got disconnected, I threw 

everything in a bag and got in the car. Drove through the first night, fueled 

by adrenaline, but then stopped at a hotel for about six hours. And I 

stopped last night.”  

 I searched his face, and saw the signs of exhaustion, slight 

discoloration under his eyes, and his clothes were a bit rumpled. He still 

looked goddamn good though. 

 “If I weren’t so happy to see you, I would lecture you. Was the 

weather bad?” 

 “It didn’t get bad until right before I stopped last night in Virginia. And 

then this morning, it was quite a bit better.”  

 I stroked his face. “I can’t believe you’re here.” 

 We were still standing in the hallway; when I snapped out of my 

reverie, I pulled him into the apartment. He dropped onto the couch like 

brick, and just stared up at me. It had been more than a month since we’d 

seen each other. 



 “I’m a house, huh?” I said, feeling self-conscious under his lingering 

gaze. 

 “You’re gorgeous, is what you are.” He held out his hand and then 

pulled me down next to him. “Yes, you look bigger, but you look healthy, 

and happy . . . and hot.” He kissed my hand tenderly while gazing into my 

eyes. It was astonishing how his simple words and actions could arouse 

me so quickly.  

 “You’re making it difficult for me to stay mad at you for driving over a 

thousand miles in a storm,” I said softly, allowing my body to melt into his.  

 “That’s the plan, darlin’,” he said with a tired smile.  

 He held me close and closed his eyes. When his breath got deep and 

slow, I gently pushed him sideways, spooned myself in front of him, and 

pulled up the blanket. 

 

  



 

EIGHTEEN 

 

 I smelled bacon before I even opened my eyes. It was a very 

welcome smell. 

 When I did open my eyes, I could see Cruz in the kitchen, a towel 

tucked into the waistband of his jeans and earbuds in his ears, dancing as 

he held a pan. 

 He didn’t hear me so I tossed a magazine, which flapped against his 

ankle. 

 “Good morning!” he said, his eyes bright. “Or, good afternoon. 

Whatever. I’m starved. Omelet and bacon? And here’s a yogurt smoothie. I 

found frozen berries in the freezer.” 

 “Oh dear god, yes. I’m starving.” I sat up, but he held up his hand. 

 “Just stay there. Allow me to wait on you, my precious omega, maker 

of our baby,” he said it with a wink, and it made me smile. 

 “Do you feel better? I could tell you needed a nap.” 

 “Oh yeah,” he said. “Even at the hotels, I wasn’t sleeping because I 

was so worried about you.” He carried two plates into the living room and 

set them on the coffee table. 

 I took a bite of bacon, crisped to perfection via Cruz’s “secret 

method,” which was in the oven for a long, slow time. It melted in my mouth 

and I moaned. I had been eating a lot since I’d gotten pregnant, but always 

quick stuff that could be delivered to the office. The omelet was cheesy and 

fluffy. 

 “You are the breakfast food king,” I whispered reverently. 

 He shook with laughter, trying not to spit out his smoothie.  



 When the food was done, he cleared up the dishes and told me to 

relax. My neck and back were still sore, so I did as I was told, and enjoy 

having him in my space. 

 “So what’s on the schedule for tonight?” he asked finally, sitting down 

next to me. He smelled faintly of lemon dish soap.  

 “Absolutely nothing. Everything is closed. Rex told me to take the 

week off. Later I need to catch the entertainment shows to see what’s going 

on with Omega, but that’s it.” 

 He breathed an exaggerated sigh of relief. “I cannot tell you how 

happy that makes me, because I actually have plans for us.” 

 “Yeah? Like what?” 

 “Like, you lying back—” Cruz slipped off the couch and knelt on the 

floor, then moved my body into a reclining position, tucking a pillow under 

my head. He switched off the lamp, and the room was lit only by the little bit 

of soft afternoon sun that managed to make it through the thick clouds. 

 “And me doing this,” he continued softly, as he started to unbutton my 

shirt. As he spread it open, the air hit my nipples and I shivered, not from 

cold so much as sensation. He trailed around one of them with his finger, 

and the skin puckered up quickly. He ran his hand down my rib cage and to 

my round belly. The skin was smooth and taut, and he spiraled his finger 

around it. Who would have thought that being pregnant could feel so good, 

I thought to myself, as my breath began to hitch from the anticipation. 

 “And this,” he said, as he started to unbutton my pants. I could feel 

my already-hard cock tenting under the fabric, and he purposefully rubbed 

his hands against it as he worked at the buttons. He pulled the fly of my 

pants open, and then pulled down the elastic of my boxer-briefs so that I 

was uncovered, and hooked the elastic under my sac. I felt deliciously 

exposed to him. 

 I put my arm around his shoulder, wanting to not just lie there, but he 

gently removed it and pinned my wrist to my side. 



 “Don’t move,” he said firmly yet softly, “Your job is to just lie right 

there.”  

 I smiled but did as he commanded, trying to relax but feeling like 

every nerve ending in my body was electrified.  

 He trailed the tips of his fingers across the flesh of my arms, chest, 

belly, and neck, causing little eruptions of pleasure wherever they touched. 

Slowly, his trails became concentrically focused on my cock, and when he 

finally touched my erection, I almost jumped. 

 His eyes had been on mine, checking my reactions, but now they 

focused on my cock. He had an intense look on his face, as he held me at 

first in a loose fist that grazed softly against my hardness, up and across 

my now-purplish glans, and back down. It felt exquisite and almost 

torturous to have him teasing me so.  

 His hand got a little tighter, and he leaned forward, darting his tongue 

out at the head of my cock and catching a drop of clear liquid that was 

threatening to spill. I let out an involuntary grunt as he did so; it was almost 

enough to make me come right then. 

 “Not yet, darlin’,” he whispered, and then he used his tongue again to 

lick up my cock, then swirled it around the head. The he pulled back. 

Fucking tease. 

 As if he could hear my thoughts, he smirked, then leaned down to 

take a playful nip from my hip bone as he continued to build up the friction 

and heat with his hand on my dick. 

 Finally, when I was worried that I would not be able to take the 

torment any more, he took me in his mouth. The liquid heat was divine. He 

sucked lightly at first, coming up and dipping the tip of his tongue into my 

slit, then increasing the pressure so that his cheeks were hollowed in.  

 His speed did not increase, though, and he used his hands and 

mouth together to continue the lusty torture. His fist and lips got tighter, his 

mouth got wetter, and his rhythm was irresistible. I started to feel the 



pleasure rising, like water bubble up out of a spring, and I knew that I 

wouldn’t be able to hold back any longer. 

 “Cruz, oh, fuck, Cruz, I’m going to . . . ” 

 He moaned his assent, the sound vibrating down my shaft, creating 

another jolt of pleasure that was just enough to push me over the edge. 

 Ripples of heat spread through my limbs as I felt that rhythmic pulsing 

deep in my groin. My entire body felt like it was shaking, little jerks, and 

then I was filling his mouth up with my juices as I cried out his name. 

 He waited until I was done to pull his mouth of me. I heard him 

swallow, then felt one last lick. I giggled. My eyes were still closed. It was 

possibly the best orgasm I’d ever had, though that may have been 

compounded by the emotions of the weekend.  

 Cruz kissed me, his luscious full, lips still salty and damp. 

***   

 The weather was finally calming down. It was the day before 

Christmas Eve, and as we walked—very, very carefully, with Cruz clucking 

over me like a mother hen—we expressed our excitement over having 

snow—actual snow on the ground, not just flakes floating then melting—for 

the holidays. There was almost a foot of the fluffy white stuff in Central 

Park! Little kids were sliding down small slopes on top of baking sheets, 

teenagers were engaged in epic snowball fights, and everyone was 

bundled up and smiling. Cruz acted like a little kid, himself, picking up an 

errant snowball and tossing it back at a laughing child. 

 “I have never had a white Christmas!” he said, laughing. “Let’s take 

some selfies to send to my dad. Here, get it in the background!” 

 We got some fun shots as we headed across the park to get dinner, 

and then we were going to attempt—again—to see Empire Strikes Back at 

the Forenzi Theatre.  



 “I feel so lucky to be here with you.” We were at a tiny Indian place 

with only a handful of tables, and had just ordered our food. Cruz was 

leaning over the table and staring at me, his eyes sparkling in the 

candlelight. “I guess I never understood the magic of New York City, until 

you shared it with me.” 

 “I feel lucky, too,” I said. “It’s not as magical if you’re on your own.” 

 We were swoony, silly lovers in the City, and it was wonderful. Every 

cup of coffee, every snowball, even every dirty pigeon made us coo and 

aww and it was ridiculous and amazing. I wondered if there really was truth 

to Cruz’s father’s assertion that alphas and omegas “just know” when they 

meet their match. It certainly felt like there was more just mere coincidence 

and attraction at play between us. But whatever it was, magic or not, I had 

no complaints. 

 “We have just enough time to get popcorn,” I said, as we bundled up 

in the foyer of the restaurant. 

 “I can’t believe you’re still hungry,” Cruz said with a laugh. 

 “Always.” 

 We walked out hand in hand, and were blinded by flashing lights. 

 “Cruz! Cruz! How do you feel about Kenn sleeping with another 

man?!” 

 “Cruz! Who’s this one?! What’s your name!?” 

 “Are you heartbroken, Cruz?!” 

 Three paparazzi were bumping up against each other, trying to get 

the best photo. Pedestrians were turning and looking, some holding up 

their cell phones to snap photos themselves once they realized that we 

were “famous.” The photographers didn’t come within five feet of us, but 

their loud voices, bright flashes, and stupid questions were certainly 

intrusive. 



 “Just keep walking,” I mumbled to Cruz, and I grabbed his hand and 

headed toward the direction of the theatre. I’d had a small amount of 

experience with paparazzi—they were never interested in me, personally, 

but moderately known actors whom I had worked with at Logo TV were 

occasionally hassled, and I’d been with them when it happened. I made a 

beeline for Forenzi’s, knowing that Mr. Howard wouldn’t put up with their 

crap. By the time we made it to the theatre, though, they’d given up.  

 “Let’s face it,” Cruz said, still slightly tense from the confrontation. 

“We are nowhere nearly as interesting as Kenn Montgomery.” 

 I almost snorted in laughter when he said that. It was so true. I texted 

Kenn and Rex as we headed inside the theatre to give them a heads-up. 

Kenn would want to have on his favorite pair of Tom Ford sunglasses when 

the cameras were raised in his direction. 

 

  



 

NINETEEN 

 

 It was Christmas Eve, finally, and the sun was shining. The snow had 

stopped falling earlier that morning, so the blanket of it was still pristine 

white. It would turn to slush soon enough, but today we were enjoying it. 

 Cruz declared my new bed—our new bed—the best mattress that 

had ever held his body, and we both slept like logs the night before. I was 

glad I had decided to splurge on a king-size, even though it barely fit in my 

tiny bedroom. We could cuddle when we wanted to cuddle, and then we 

could stretch out, just touching our fingers or toes together so we knew 

each other was there. And next spring, the baby could sleep with us, too. 

We had read about a boxy bassinet-thing that buckled to the bed, keeping 

the baby safe from flailing limbs but giving it the advantages of co-sleeping. 

We were going to be a happy, cozy little family. 

 I spend the day wrapping gifts for my parents and watching old 

movies, and Cruz was at the table working on Sarah’s School stuff. My gift 

to him was already wrapped, and tucked under my tiny vintage aluminum 

tree that sat in the corner. It was a hideous thing, which more than one 

friend had called “worse than the Charlie Brown tree,” but it was the one 

that my grandpa used to put up in his den every year, and I loved that old 

thing. Every year, when I unpacked it, I swore it smelled just the tiniest bit 

like my grandpa’s sweet pipe tobacco. And now, under its bedraggled 

branches, were Cruz’s and my gifts to each other. 

 It had been difficult to pick something special enough for him. His 

interests were vast and nerdy, like my own, so I could have found a trunk-

load of things that he would have really liked or even loved, but I wanted 

something memorable to mark our first Christmas together.  

 Over the summer, when he came with me to New York that first time 

and we walked over the Brooklyn Bridge every night, we confided our most 

intimate memories, secrets, and wishes to each other. He told me about his 



father, the one who later passed away, reading his favorite book to him, 

Ender’s Game.  

 “It was his favorite book, too, so I think he had been waiting for me to 

be old enough for it. And I’m not even sure I was,” he said with laugh. “But I 

loved it. I loved Ender, and I loved that my dad was sharing it with me, you 

know? And I’d love to share that with my own children someday.” 

 “Do you have the book?” I asked him that night, and he told me that it 

was long gone, a paperback that had been read until it was just 

disconnected dog-eared pages. 

 Walking past an old bookstore in October, I had one of those light 

bulb moments, and I went inside to speak to the owner. Next thing you 

know, I had a receipt in my hand: the owner had found and ordered a 

signed first-edition of Ender’s Game, by Orson Scott Card. 

 It wasn’t an expensive gift, as far as collectible books went, but it was 

heavily imbued with meaning. I knew he would love it. 

 Cruz’s gift for me was also about the size of a book, and I wondered if 

he’d had the same idea. Was that a first edition of Geek Love? I’d love it! 

 After an easy dinner of pasta and veggies, we dimmed the lights and 

snuggled up together to watch the special.  

 The show started off with the same exotic drum theme as the regular 

shows, but as the scenery changed from the jungle island to the skyline of 

New York City, electric guitars were added. Shots of Kenn in the jungle, 

Cruz competing, Kenn and Cruz smiling together, that soon-to-be-iconic 

kiss, then scenes of both of them in the City. The music gave way to the 

voice of the TV journalist, Jess Atherton, who said in her signature sultry 

tone, “You probably think you know the whole story. But you don’t. Coming 

up next: What really happened to the Omega in Paradise . You’re not going 

to believe it!” 

 Cruz turned to me. “I’m seriously impressed. How did you get her to 

host?” 



 I shrugged. “Rex knows everyone.” 

 There wasn’t a lot of emphasis on what happened on the island. 

When the journalist interviewed Kenn, he simply stated, “The fact of the 

matter is that, while they were all outstanding individuals, really lovely men, 

I didn’t feel that alpha-omega connection with any of them. It’s a very 

powerful thing, when it does happen, Jess, and I just didn’t feel it.” 

 “What about the claims that you were intimate with one of the alphas 

on the island?” Jess Atherton asked. 

 “I wouldn’t use the word ‘intimate,’ Jess, but I got chummy—hugged 

and kissed—a few of them. I did want to see if the spark was there!” He 

laughed. He looked really happy and wholesome, a trick of our lighting guy 

and costume director.  

 “So is it true what your Omega in Paradise costar, Alec Nielson, says, 

that you did not go on the show looking for your alpha?” 

 “That is absolutely not true, Jess. I was looking for my alpha. And I 

found him.” 

 “You found him on the island?” she asked. 

 “Yes.” 

 Cut to the clip of Kenn and Rex ice-skating, and Jess’s voiceover. 

 “Meet Rex Donovan, CEO of Rainbow TV, and executive producer of 

Omega in Paradise.” 

 Then Rex and Kenn being interviewed together in the studio, Rex 

wearing a lovely dark charcoal designer suit and tie, and Kenn wearing 

something more colorful and casual. They were holding hands. Rex said, 

“We actually met very briefly in the airport, right before we got on a jet 

headed for Brazil. The creator of the show is a mutual friend, and we had 

both heard of each other, but didn’t meet until then. And I saw something 

special in him.” 



 Several more clips were shown, of Kenn and Rex doing normal 

couple-ish things, and describing how they felt when they realized they 

cared for each other. 

 “I knew, on the island, that Rex was the one for me,” Kenn said. “But 

it wasn’t something that I wanted to act upon in front of the cameras. So I 

chose an alpha that I thought was a worthy man to be the winner. I was 

under no legal obligation to date that man, to be in a relationship with that 

man, to fall in love with him. But I also didn’t want to ruin the show. So we 

played it up. We had fun!” 

 And then they showed Cruz, on Caye Palmera, throwing a football 

around with the other alphas and looking absolutely gorgeous. 

 “Remember this guy?” Jess Atherton asked sassily. “This is Cruz 

Hatcher, kindergarten teacher, activist, philanthropist, the recent winner of 

Omega in Paradise, and now American heartthrob.” 

 More scenes showed him on the island, then there was one of him in 

a Sarah’s School board meeting, and another of him jogging through 

Central Park. 

 “Cruz, tell us,” Jess said, now with a flirtatious smile. “Why did you 

decide to be a contestant on Omega in Paradise?” 

 He smiled back at her. “A few reasons, really. It looked like a lot of 

fun. It was essentially a paid vacation in a beautiful location, and those 

don’t come around often for school teachers.” He laughed. “Secondly, the 

change to meet a nice omega? That’s something I’ve always wanted, and I 

haven’t had much luck with bars and blind dates. And finally, and honestly, 

the biggest motivation, the money.” 

 Photos of Cruz in South Africa, from his Peace Corps days to his 

most recent visit, appeared on the screen. 

 “I’ve been volunteering in Cape Town, South Africa, and the 

surrounding rural areas, for about six years now, and I hope to continue to 

make a difference there.” 



 I turned and smiled at Cruz. “You know, if everyone in America wasn’t 

in love with you before, they are now. I’m going to have to beat people off 

with a stick!” 

 He just laughed. 

 Then my boring face was on the screen.  

 “Meet Liam Leonard,” Jess Atherton’s voice said. “An up-and-coming 

television executive, acclaimed television writer, and creator of Omega in 

Paradise. Liam, what inspired you to create Omega in Paradise?” 

 I told her about being an omega and not seeing myself represented 

on television. 

 “So were you hoping to meet an alpha on the show, too?” 

 “Not at all, Jess. I don’t really have time to date. I wanted to make a 

good show. That’s it.” 

 “And according to the ratings and reviews that have come out at the 

time of this interview, Liam Leonard did make a good show. But he also 

met his alpha.” 

 And then Cruz and I were doing all the cheesy couple-y things. 

 We held hands as we watched ourselves on TV. It was so weird, but 

also comforting, to have our story told. It made it feel like a love story for 

the ages. I wondered if alpha and omega kids, just starting to understand 

what made them a little bit different that other kids, would watch us and 

think, “That’s what I want when I grow up.” Would our child have that?  

 Finally, they showed Cruz and me being interviewed together. It was 

filmed over Thanksgiving, so I wasn’t showing yet. 

 “Liam, what would you like people to know about Omega in 

Paradise?” 

 “First of all, we didn’t film it with the intention of misleading anyone. 

We filmed it, primarily, for entertainment. Ideally, quality entertainment. And 



people, viewers, need to understand that there is very little about reality 

shows that is real. It is all heavily scripted. It has to be. If it helped an alpha 

and an omega get together, that was spectacular, but, let’s face it, it’s a 

television show. What are the odds of a TV show helping people find the 

loves of their lives? But . . . in a way . . . I guess this one did. It helped four 

people find love.” On screen, Cruz smiled at me and his eyes were wet, 

and then the shot faded out. 

 There on the couch, it was my turn to look at Cruz with wet eyes. It 

was my first time seeing that scene, and I was so touched.  

 The rest of the special was about the headlines that had sprung up 

over the past week. Our team at the studio had managed to put together an 

excellent finale in just a few days’ time, essentially exposing Alec Nielson 

for blackmailing us—without actually using the term “blackmail”—just 

making him sound like a sad and vindictive man who was upset that he 

didn’t win the prize. 

 The final shot was of Kenn and Rex and Cruz and me, laughing 

together while posing for a photographer in Central Park. It was over 

Thanksgiving, and we wanted some publicity stills for when the big 

magazines came knocking. The photographer had encouraged us to be 

playful and creative, and it turned out very nicely. It was going to be used 

on the cover of People next week.  

 As the screen went black, white letters showed the message, 

“Rainbow TV would like to announce a new addition to the family. Cruz and 

Liam are expecting a child on May 17th! Congratulations, Cruz and Liam!” 

 My hands flew to my mouth! I had no idea! 

 “Did you know they were going to do this?” I asked Cruz. 

 “No! But it’s awesome!” 

 I could barely speak. My throat felt tight from trying not to cry. Damn 

pregnancy hormones! 



 My phone buzzed with a text from Kenn, simply reading, “Surprise!” I 

texted back a smiley face. I would have to call him tomorrow. 

 “That was a good show,” Cruz said. “I liked seeing us up there. Like a 

fairy tale.” 

 I just nodded. It was a very good show. 

NINETEEN 

 “Just don’t let them overwhelm you,” I said in the cab. “Especially 

Charles. He will start asking you personal questions about your family and 

stuff, and . . . just give me a sign and I’ll distract him.” 

 Cruz laughed. “Relax, Liam. You’re more nervous than I am. It’s 

going to be fine.” 

 “Yeah, well. I know they’ll love you. Everyone loves you. But they can 

be . . . overwhelming.” 

 We got out of the cab in front of the brownstone, and Cruz was 

carrying the bag of gifts. He had insisted on bringing something for my 

parents, a “very lovely bottle of wine,” according to the sommelier at the 

fancy wine store. 

 My parents met us at the door. 

 “Greetings!” shouted Daniel. “This must be Cruz!” and Charles had a 

very eager look on his face. 

 Our family’s tradition is to have a special Christmas breakfast before 

opening gifts, and my folks had made the one thing that they really knew 

how to do well—a French toast casserole, very sweet and cinnamon-y, with 

stewed apples on top. It was probably one thousand calories per slice, and 

it was worth it. Hot black coffee and milk were served with it. 

 “Now, Cruz,” Daniel started. “Liam tells us you’re a professor?” 

 “Dad!” I said, appalled. They never listen. 

 “It’s okay. I’m a kindergarten teacher, Mr. Leonard.” 



 “Ah, that’s right. Lovely. That age is so much fun, isn’t it? Their little 

minds like sponges. And please, call me Daniel.” 

 “Okay, Daniel.” 

 It was Charles’s turn. “And we hear you are doing wonderful things in 

South America?”  

 I groaned and both my dads looked at me in surprise. 

 “South Africa, actually. Cape Town,” Cruz replied. “I was in the Peace 

Corps down there after college, and it really made an impact.” 

 At this news, Charles started clucking around about how wonderful 

that was, giving back in a global way, and how he had been to India in 

1975 during his gap year, and how terribly the people had it. (Any time 

anyone brought up the misfortunate, Charles trotted out his India story.) 

 “Tell us about your family, Cruz,” Daniel asked. 

 “Well, my alpha dad Tom lives in Tallahassee, which isn’t that far of a 

drive from New Orleans. He’s a contractor, has his own construction 

business. And my omega dad Adrian passed away about twenty years 

ago.” 

 “Oh my,” Charles said, putting his hand on Cruz’s. “I’m so sorry.” 

 “It’s quite alright. It was a long time ago. And my father did a great job 

of raising me.” 

 “Well, obviously!” both my parents said at the same time. If they 

hadn’t been gazing so rapturously at Cruz, they would have seen my 

massive eye-roll.  

 “Have you two discussed names for the baby?” Daniel asked. 

“Because we have some lovely family names that we can tell you about.” 

 “Is one of them Aloysius?” I asked dryly, moving a chunk of apple 

around on my plate. 

 “Aloysius?” Charles replied. “Why would you even suggest that?” 



 Cruz was a rock star, as I should have known he would be, and my 

parents coddled him and practically pinched his cheeks. Charles read him 

one of his new poems, and Daniel pulled out baby photos. I thought for 

sure they were going to ask if they could adopt him. 

 When we were ready to open the gifts, my parents brought out a tray 

of mimosas and we sat around the tree. 

 Charles freaked out over the wine that Cruz brought for them; 

apparently, he had heard about it before. “A 2010 Montes Folly Syrah! Oh, 

Cruz! This is too much. Liam, tell Cruz this is too much.” 

 “Dad, he’s right there. You tell him.” 

 “Cruz, this is too much!” 

 Cruz just laughed. 

 Then my folks passed a few small things to me and to Cruz. Most of it 

was cute stuff for the baby, and I was fine with that. A onesie that said “I 

love my grandpas,” a mobile of classic children’s book characters, and a 

handcrafted silver picture frame with a photo of them. It was all very sweet, 

and I loved knowing that they were excited about being grandparents. 

 I handed Cruz his gift. I don’t know why I was nervous. I knew he’d 

love it. But was it too much? Too expensive? Too emotional? Or was a 

book not as romantic as I’d originally thought.  

 He carefully pulled the edges of the wrapping paper back, and took 

the paper off. When he saw what it was, he was silent.  

 “It’s a—first edition. Uh. Look inside,” I said, stupidly.  

 He opened the book and saw the big looping script. 

 “This is amazing,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. 

 “Yeah?” 



 He just nodded, vigorously. As he reached for my gift, he wiped his 

eyes with the back of his left hand. I saw my parents look at each other and 

smile. 

 I took the gift from Cruz’s hand. I had thought it was a book, but upon 

holding the box, it was significantly lighter than a book. I unwrapped it 

carefully, and then slid my fingernail through the tape of the cardboard box. 

Inside that was another, smaller box. I looked at Cruz and laughed. 

 “Is this one of those . . . ” 

 He laughed nervously. “It’s not, I swear!” 

 I opened the smaller box, and pulled out a blue pouch that appeared 

to be made of silk. It felt like it weighed nothing. 

 “What is this?” 

 He laughed again. “Just open it!” 

 I found the drawstrings and loosened them, opening the bag and 

tilting it into my open hand. Out rolled a ring. 

 Charles gasped. Daniel shushed him. 

 I held the ring in the open palm of my hand, and looked to Cruz. 

 “Liam, this was my father’s ring. My omega father. My dads had one 

of the great love stories of all time, and their story has inspired me since I 

was a kid, to find someone perfect for me, who accepted and supported 

me, challenged me to be my best, and yet was fun and loving. It took me a 

while, and a roundabout path, but I have found you. And I want to marry 

you. Will you marry me?” 

 My cheeks hurt from smiling so hard.  

“Yes, I will marry you, Cruz.”  

My dads were crying. Cruz’s hands were shaking. He took the ring, a 

simple white gold band with scalloped edges, and put it on my hand. Then 



we hugged for a long time. And then my parents got out the camera and 

did all those things that parents do.  

 

  



 

TWENTY 

 

 After that, things calmed down.  

 Kenn and Cruz went on Late Night with Seth Meyers, of course. I 

stayed home and watched, my swollen ankles propped up on the coffee 

table and a pint of Ben and Jerry’s resting on my belly. Kenn talked all 

about Rex, and Cruz talked all about Sarah’s School . . . and me, too. Seth 

wanted to know what we were going to name the baby, and Kenn piped up, 

“Little Kenneth Montgomery has a certain ring, don’t you think?” 

 There were more paparazzi, of course, but I think Cruz and I were too 

boring. They did love it when they caught Cruz with his shirt off. One day 

we had been painting the apartment to get ready for the baby, and he had 

run down to throw out the trash. It was the first day above sixty, and he was 

just wearing shorts. Some guys snapped a picture of him and it was all over 

Twitter that night. (Meanwhile, I was about the size and shape of an orca.) 

For the most part, we were left alone, and we liked it like that. 

 We did a few more interviews together, mostly to just keep taking the 

wind out of Alec Nielson’s sails. Everyone loved seeing us together, now 

happily engaged and ready to bring a new little one into the world. There 

was a poll online to determine what we should name the baby, and I looked 

at it for fun one day. The top names were some of those trendy ones like 

Mason and Denver or something like that, and there were some stupid 

ones like Storm and Bookcase. Kenneth was up there, too. It was cute, but 

weird to know that total strangers were thinking about what to name the 

child that was growing in my body. 

 Some celebrities—also total strangers whom I’ve never met—said 

things about us, like Aubrey Plaza was on Seth Meyers the week after Cruz 

was, and she brought a baby gift for Seth to pass on to us. I was so 

excited, I think my water almost broke. I love Aubrey Plaza.  



 We got married. Neither of us wanted a big wedding. Neither of our 

sets of parents had had big weddings, and their marriages were, by all 

accounts, outstanding. So we invited my parents, Cruz’s father Tom (a 

lovely man whom I feel so blessed to have in our life), Kenn, and Rex to a 

civil ceremony, followed by a very delicious dinner. I ate seconds, except 

for the cake—I had thirds of the cake. 

 Just recently, our upstairs neighbor moved out, and we were able to 

buy his place. It is exactly like our place, so we are going to turn them into 

one two-story apartment, with a spiral staircase leading upstairs to the 

baby’s room and maybe a library or a guest room. We hired a contractor to 

draw up plans, but we are waiting until after the baby is born to have the 

work done. Maybe when we are in South Africa next year.  

 I should mention, I made a lot of money with Omega in Paradise. 

Because the network wasn’t able to pay me a lot in the beginning, Rex 

hooked me up with a very nice contract. I’ll always be grateful for that. We 

won’t be moving to NoHo any time soon, but the little Leonard-Hatcher 

baby has college paid for. 

 But mostly, like I said, things have calmed down. 

 I still  work at Rainbow TV, of course, and I still am writing. Always. If 

anyone had expected me to slow down because I got pregnant or because 

I’m going to be a father, they don’t know me very well. By necessity, I 

stopped working those eighty-hour weeks, but much of that time away from 

the studio has been spent on the couch with my notebook or laptop, writing, 

writing, writing. Our lesbian heroes show won a few Emmys, and the next 

season isn’t going to write itself. Rex brought in new writers and producers 

(with my approval, of course) but I still lead the writing team.  

 I never saw any reason that I could not have both my family and my 

career.  

 Cruz continues with Sarah’s School, and the publicity that he 

received, even after Alec Nielson accused him and Kenn of lying to the 

world, really helped the charity out. They are planning on moving to other 



countries in Africa. He does most of the work from our dining room table. 

He will be going to Cape Town once more before the baby is born, but says 

that after that, it will likely only be once or twice a year, and we can make it 

a family vacation. 

 “We should try to line up a nanny now,” I told him one night while we 

were both on our laptops, finishing up our respective work while watching 

original Battlestar Galactica episodes for entertaining background noise. 

My stomach was so huge that my laptop was precariously balanced on my 

knees. I would need some sort of pregnancy desk before long. 

 “We’re getting a nanny?” 

 I turned to look at him. We were usually so much on the same 

wavelength it was spooky, so this was startling. “Who is going to take care 

of the baby?” 

 Suddenly, this ridiculous thought ran through my mind. What if the 

Cruz you fell in love with was just a façade? What if the real Cruz is one of 

those stereotypical macho alphas who expect the omega to stay home and 

clean the house and take care of the baby? WHAT IF YOUR ENTIRE 

RELATIONSHIP IS BASED ON A LIE??? 

 I must have sounded upset. “Whoa,” he said. “It wasn’t a challenge. 

I’m just surprised, that’s all. It’s just that I only work part-time, and that’s 

usually from here. Cape Town is six hours ahead of us. I can work early in 

the morning while you’re here, and then when you go to work, I’ll take care 

of the baby. We could come visit you at the studio! And there’s those baby 

boot-camp things in the park, and MOMA has some baby art programs. 

They make these sweet running strollers and—” 

 The joy in his voice while he described this little scenario made me 

giggle.  

 “What?” he said, smiling shyly. 

 I reached over and grabbed his hand. “Yes. That sounds perfect for 

us. And you, Cruz Leonard-Hatcher, are going to be a perfect father.” 



 “Thank you, Liam Leonard-Hatcher. You, too.” 

 I breathed a sigh of relief. On the same page, as always. 

The other idea I have been tossing around in my mind is a 

continuation of Omega in Paradise, only the next season will be called 

Omega in the City. No, it won’t be another dating game-type show. I’ve had 

my fill of that. There are no regrets, at all; certainly, things have gone well 

enough for me and Cruz, and Kenn and Rex, and even some of the 

contestants that were on the show have achieved some success thanks to 

it. Pablo, for example, has finally made it big as an artist, thanks to a boost 

from the exposure (his painting still hangs on Kenn’s bedroom wall), and 

Rabbi Ben is now talking to Rainbow TV about his own reality show—it isn’t 

my project, but I am one hundred percent behind it: hot single clergy dude 

equals great ratings. 

 No, Omega in the City will star my best friend Kenn again. He got 

become pretty famous after Omega in Paradise and the ensuing 

excitement, and he is just so good at it. Everywhere we go, people stopped 

him for selfies, he is always good for buying tickets to charity events, and 

he volunteers at Manhattan Omega Day School as well as other omega 

primary schools around the country. He really tones it down for those—it is 

surprising, but I admired how seriously he takes it. Sometimes he reads to 

the kids, or serves food in the lunchroom. 

He also loves touting hot new designers.  

 “That’s my charity work, Lee-Leo,” he says, holding his hand to his 

heart. “I love to help those little guys and gals out, get the word out, you 

know?” His perfect little forehead furrows all seriously. It is hilarious.  

 So the show will follow him around. Of course, Rex will feature pretty 

prominently, as his alpha. I will be on occasionally, as his best friend, and 

Cruz will definitely be of interest to the viewers, when he’s available. 

 And while I will always be clear that reality shows never truly reflect 

reality, my goal will be to show young alphas and omegas out there what 

they can be whatever they want when they grew up. They can be fun and 



glamorous like Kenn, they can be powerful and respected like Rex. They 

can be happily married and highly domestic like my parents. They can be 

single and satisfied and hardworking like Cruz’s father. They can work their 

asses off making the world a better place and being a great dad like Cruz, 

or they can be simple and happy and in love like me, Liam Leonard, Vice 

President, Head Writer, omega husband, and father. 

 And now you know the real story. 

  



Bonus Chapter Twenty One 

 

I was exhausted. The baby had woken up at three AM and never went back 

to sleep.  

In the beginning, he was a good sleeper, lying in his little bassinet 

and dozing off when Cruz went to bed, waking twice to be fed and 

changed, and then going right back to sleep. Being the night owl, I handled 

the night feedings and changings, and had always valued that time 

together. He had inherited Cruz’s looks—thank god—and I loved gazing at 

him as he drank from his bottle, noticing how he and his daddy had the 

exact same shape of ears and they exact same color of eyes. This just 

made me feel lucky for having the handsomest husband in the world, and 

now—by all accounts—the cutest baby in the world. 

 And no doubt he would be a little genius. There was some of me in 

there, after all. 

 But little Adrian Maddox Leonard-Hatcher was almost one year old, 

and he had four teeth coming in, and he was so miserable. 

 A miserable baby makes for tired daddies. 

 It was almost six AM, which was when Cruz woke up, and I was 

hanging in there until then. 

 I gently swung Adrian in my arms, singing softly to him, something 

sweet and probably inappropriate from the radio. I held him over my 

shoulder as he made that low keening wail that miserable babies 

sometimes do, expressing his grief and listening to his own voice bounce 

off the walls. 

 Finally, I heard the little cheep-cheep-cheep of Cruz’s alarm, heard 

him pee and wash his hands, then heard him turn on the coffee maker. 

That was my cue to bring our precious little son down to his alpha daddy, 

so that omega daddy could go back to bed for another three hours. 

 Sweet relief. 



 Do not get me wrong. The baby being grumpy was just a little bump 

in the road. Not even a bump, more like a little clod of earth, something that 

we wouldn’t even remember in a day or two after we got some sleep. 

Cruz and I were ridiculously happy. Like, fairy tale storybook happily-

ever-after stuff. We were married last year, and the baby came on May 

14th, and it felt immediately like everything in the universe had fallen into 

place. My new show Omega in the City was doing well. The money was 

coming in from both Omegas and it was more than Cruz and I needed right 

now, so we were able to save and invest. We knew how lucky we were. 

Our goal was to get Adrian successfully out of the house and out of college, 

then move somewhere overseas where Cruz could continue his work. 

Sarah’s School, the charity that Cruz and some of his Peace Corps 

buddies had started, was now called Sarah’s Schools—plural—because 

they had bigger plans. I was so proud of him. The fact that I was with this 

man, this handsome, intelligent, sexy man who also went around the world 

to make sure that children were learning to read and count, it blew my 

mind. Nerdy little Liam Leonard had grown up and scored a hottie. I 

couldn’t wait for my twenty-year high school reunion.  

Once I woke up from my three-hour nap and took a shower, I was 

mostly back to my usual good mood. I could have used another hour, but I 

had stuff to do. 

“Hello, boys!” I cooed as I walked into the kitchen. They were having 

a little morning snack. 

“Hi, Da-da!” Cruz said loudly, in an exaggerated effort to get our little 

tyke to say his first words.  

I giggled, then bent down to kiss them each in turn. 

“How’s my little grumpy-butt?” I asked, nuzzling into the baby. 

“A little better. Kids Tylenol and icy washcloths to bite on.” 



It was Saturday, and a beautiful one at that. The kitchen windows 

were wide open due to it being cool for early-May, and the sunlight was 

streaming in.  

 “Dad called and said we can drop him off any time after one. I think 

I’ve got everything packed already,” Cruz said, nodding to the bag in the 

hall. 

 Cruz’s father Tom had moved from Tallahassee to New York shortly 

after the baby was born. No doubt he missed his son, and wanted to be 

near him and his new grandbaby. We named our son in honor of Cruz’s 

omega father who passed away when Cruz was a little boy, and little 

Adrian was soon the center of Tom’s universe. 

 “I can’t believe we get to have a date,” I said as I took a peek . 

“Grandpa Tom is a lifesaver.” 

 “He says we can leave him there overnight. I told him he was 

teething, and he said, ‘I took care of you when you were teething, and I did 

just fine.’” 

 “Well, maybe. We can always just run out and get him if it gets to be 

too much.” 

 “That’s an idea. I’ll let him know.” 

 “I’m going to pick up our tuxes at the cleaners and get the gift. Do you 

fellas want to stay here?” 

 Cruz looked at the baby, smeared with yogurt and smashed 

blueberries, and shook his head. “You go. Enjoy a morning by yourself. 

Adrian and I will hold down the fort.” 

 By the time I got back, Cruz and Adrian had both had a bath and 

were napping on the couch. I bent down to smell Adrian’s delicious little 

baby scent, and Cruz’s eyes opened. 

 “Finish your nap,” I whispered, making sure I didn’t wake the baby, 

“because I’m going to keep you up very, very late tonight.” 



 His eyes got big at that, and a slow smile spread across his face.  

*** 

 It was going to be what socialites call “the wedding of the season.” 

This was the kind of event where you didn’t just wear a suit, you wore a 

designer tuxedo, and you didn’t wrap up a toaster, you brought a very fine 

wine.  

 I was going to wear a classic Armani tux, one that had been in my 

closet for a while and still looked sharp. Working in television, I occasionally 

had the need for one, to the point that renting no longer made sense, and I 

took some pride in knowing how to wear it well. Since the baby had been 

born, I had grown my curly hair out, and I styled it off my face with a light 

pomade.  

 Cruz came into the bedroom as I finished doing my hair.  

 “Who let Kit Harrington into our bedroom?” he purred.  

 He always said my long hair made me look like the Game of Thrones 

star, and I knew better, but it still gave me a thrill. 

 “Your tux is hanging on your side of the closet,” I told him. “And I 

shined your shoes yesterday.” 

 He winked at me, and my stomach flipped.  

 “I’ll take Adrian to my dad’s and get ready when I get back. You go 

ahead and finish getting ready.” 

 After he left, I rushed around to get ready for after the wedding. I had 

bought two of his favorite sandalwood candles and put them next to the 

bed, checked to make sure a small bottle of lube was in the bedside table, 

and tucked a few silky scarves under the pillows. It had been a few weeks 

since we had been able to get intimate, and I was very eager. 

 I was putting on my tie when Cruz walked back in. It was almost four 

and we still had to get across town. 



 “Hurry up, love,” I said. “I signed your name on the card.” 

 He blew me a kiss, dropped his track pants so that I got a perfect 

view of his perfect ass, then shut the bathroom door behind himself. He 

went in looking like a god, and came out fifteen minutes later looking like a 

model. 

 Kenn had introduced Cruz to an up and coming young designer who 

specialized in bespoke tuxedos. The style that Cruz was wearing was very 

young and modern, while still looking classic. It was incredibly flattering on 

his tall, lithe frame.  

 He stood close to me. “You look breathtaking, darlin’,” he said, his 

eyes soft when they met mine. You’re going to be the hottest omega in that 

room.” His arm slid around my waist and pulled me close, lifting me just 

slightly for a slow, sweet kiss. 

 It was all I could do to not rip both of our tuxes off then and there, and 

fuck him on the floor, but there were people counting on us tonight. 

 I came up for air and whispered, “Don’t wrinkle my shirt.” 

 He laughed, squeezed me again, and let me go. “You are right. A 

certain someone would have a shit-fit if you showed up mussed.” His 

phone beeped and he checked the display. “The car is here. You ready?” 

 “Yeah, I’ll carry this,” I said as I grabbed the wine in a shiny bag and 

tucked a small card inside. “Grab your jacket, and don’t forget your phone 

and wallet.” 

 We walked out two minutes later, and as I caught a glimpse of us in 

the limousine’s reflective windows, I had to admit that we made a beautiful 

couple. 

 The driver already knew where to bring us, so we relaxed in the 

backseat with small glasses of cold champagne. There was very little traffic 

at that time on a Saturday afternoon, but he whipped around the corners 

and accelerated like a pro, and we were pulling up to the venue in no time. 

The wedding coordinator met us at the car. 



 She checked her leather portfolio. “Liam? Hi, I’m Janice!” She had the 

full lips and huge toothy smile of Janice from the Muppets, and I knew I’d 

never forget her name. “You head on up to the penthouse in that elevator 

there. My assistant will be waiting for you. And you must be Cruz! Head 

into that elevator, and ride up to the loft. You can have a cocktail with the 

groom! Okay? Okay!” 

 Another car was pulling up to the curb, and Janice moved on. 

 “You look gorgeous, darlin’,” Cruz said. “Have fun.” 

 “See you soon. Don’t let him drink too much!” 

 I rode the elevator to the top, where it opened right into the loft. A 

young woman in a pale pink suit greeted me, affixed a boutonniere on my 

lapel, and pointed down the hall.  

 I heard him before I saw him. “Daddy, this is not the ribbon that I 

chose for my boutonniere. I’m just saying, if you paid for it, you should have 

it. Lee-Leo!” 

 Kenn rushed at me, started to throw his arms around me, but then 

thought better of it. He pecked my cheek instead. 

 “You remember my dad?” 

 “Of course, how are you, Mr. Montgomery?” It was Kenn’s omega 

dad, who had once been an international model. He was still a slender, 

handsome man, and as always, he preferred to stand around looking regal 

instead of talking. Kenn’s alpha father had been much older, and had 

passed away about five years ago, leaving his husband very wealthy. I 

assumed he was paying for the wedding, because this place was the 

premier New York wedding venue. 

 “You aren’t ready yet?” I asked. He was standing there in boxer-

briefs. 

 “I don’t want to put on the tux until fifteen minutes before starting 

time,” he said, looking into the full length mirror. “But my hair is ready, my 



cologne is on, and Janice keeps sending me photos of everything that’s 

going on out there. The terrace is breathtaking. We’ll be out there as the 

sunsets, and then the twinkling lights will come on and the string quartet 

will take their place.” He sighed happily, then looked at me over his 

shoulder. “Did you meet Janice?” 

 “Yeah, she reminds me of—” 

 “The rock and roll muppet? Me too!” Kenn burst into laughter. 

“Wonderful! This really is the best day of my life!” 

 I had to laugh as well.  

 The stylist arrived and started to get him ready. I took a seat in the 

corner in a comfy wing chair, and Janice’s assistant came in and offered 

me a glass of champagne. I watched as Kenn got ready, gave my opinion 

when requested, texted my husband, and waited for the show to begin. 

 Cruz and I were the only attendants. When the wedding coordinator 

opened the doors that led to the terrace, the first thing I saw was Cruz’s 

handsome form standing near the front, and it reminded me of our own 

informal wedding just over a year ago. It was the best decision I’d ever 

made. I’m smiled at him and he winked again. 

 I stared walking forward as directed, Kenn waiting behind me. I now 

looked at Rex, and grinned. Rex was one of the most strong-willed, 

confident men I’d ever had the pleasure of meeting, and today he had tears 

pooling in his piercing blue eyes. It tickled me to no end that he was 

reduced to a quivering puddle of love when in the presence of my dear 

friend, the one and only Kenn Montgomery.   

 I saw my parents in the audience, each giving me a little wave, and I 

nodded in their direction. They were so excited to have been invited. When 

I told Kenn that, he looked surprised.  

 “Of course, I’ve invite ol’ Charles and Daniel. It wouldn’t be a party 

without them!” 



 I didn’t know about that, but I was happy they were included. I took 

my place on the other side of Rex and Cruz. 

 Kenn soon came out, escorted by his father, in an ivory tuxedo and 

matching shirt. His guests gasped. He had always been somewhat angelic-

looking, and this flawless ensemble really emphasized that—and I had no 

doubt that was his intention. 

 However, Kenn’s usual confidence was absent. Instead, he was 

staring at his alpha, Rex, and his bottom lip was quivering. His eyes were 

smiling though, and I could tell that he was just overwhelmed with love. 

 The secular ceremony was refreshingly brief, and once they were 

legally married and had kissed, we were invited to step into the cocktail bar 

while they set up the terrace for dinner. 

 “This is so them, isn’t it?” Cruz said, looking around, and I had to 

agree—the perfect mix of classy and decadent.  

 The rest of the night was a whirlwind, with many toasts and many 

dances. The night air was still and cool, perfect for a wedding that lasted 

into the early hours. By the time Kenn and Rex left for the airport, 

deliriously happy, we were eager to get home. 

 Cruz texted his dad from the limo on the way home, and his dad 

texted right back. 

 “The baby is sound asleep. He says to leave him there, and he’ll call 

us if there’s a problem.” 

 I grinned at my husband. “Okay!”  

 The driver left us at our door, and we ran up the stairs, giggling like 

kids the whole way. Cruz dropped the keys twice while trying to unlock the 

door, and I started pulling off my clothes in the hall.  

 “What are you doing?!” he laughed, but then I started working on his 

clothes, and he concentrated more fully on getting inside. 



 We made it to our bed, and continued to take off our clothes. I lighted 

the candles while waiting for him to finish. 

 “Oh my. Sandalwood?” he breathed. I patted the bed beside me. 

 Instead of sitting, though, he stood in front of me, fully nude. His 

erection curved beautifully against his flat abdomen. He reached down and 

tilted my chin up to look at him. 

 “All night, the only person I could look at was you.” He ran his fingers 

lightly through my hair, and then gently but firmly clutched it in his fist. “And 

how much I need to fuck you.”  

I gasped at his lewd words, and he pulled my head back, pressing his 

lips into mine, holding there for a moment, and then running the tip of his 

tongue along the line where my lips met. I felt an erotic zing rush from my 

lips to my cock. 

 “Get up there,” he whispered with a nod, and I moved quickly to the 

head of the bed. “On all fours.” 

 I waited for him there, my entire body quivering. I closed my eyes, 

and felt the bed dip down as he climbed on, then felt his strong hands grip 

my hips. He must have seen a scarf peeking out from under a pillow, 

because soon I felt its silkiness against my face as he tied it into a blindfold 

around my eyes. I had told him a while back that my secret fantasy was to 

be blindfolded, and he never forgot. 

 I heard the rattle of the bedside drawer, and the click of the lube 

bottle being opened, the liquidy sound of the fluid, and another click. Then I 

felt my lover’s—my husband’s—my alpha’s hand apply it wetly in my hot, 

dark, cleft. 

 “You ready, my omega?”  

 I tried to say yes, but it came out as a whimper. Excitement flooded 

through me. My cock was painfully hard, and I had a feeling that I wouldn’t 

be able to last long. 



 He pressed into me, nice and slow at first, but when my body 

accepted his, his movements took on an urgency that surprised me. He 

had always been calm and controlled in the bedroom, sometimes even 

slightly dominant, but tonight he moved with insistence. 

 He slowed for a moment, pulling me to my knees, so that we were 

both upright and my back was against his chest. His voice was shaky as he 

spoke, as if it was barely holding back some emotion. 

 “Stroke yourself,” he hissed, and I began to do so. His thrusts were 

now deeper and more resolute, and I could tell he was reaching the edge. 

“I’m not going to last long, darlin’,” he whispered. “Make yourself come. I 

want to feel it through your body.” 

 Still blindfolded and impaled on my alpha’s cock, I jerked myself off 

as instructed, until I, too, was at the edge. My body jerked and I struggled 

to keep myself upright, but he held with his strong arms across my chest, 

and I felt my cock leap in my hands, spurting seed into the air. 

 “Oh, god, I feel it!” he called out, as soon as I started to come, and he 

held me tight, fucking me hard, lifting my body slightly from the bed, until he 

was completely spent inside me. 

 I fell to the bed, and he tumbled after me, both of us gasping for air. 

 “Oh, fuck, that was good,” he said. “I’m sorry . . . I just couldn’t last 

tonight. Maybe another one later?” 

 I nodded, still unable to talk, still feeling the aftershocks of pleasure 

tingling through me. 

 Just then, Cruz’s phone beeped, and he reached down to grab it from 

off the floor. He read the display and laughed.  

 “Raincheck. Daddy duty calls. Let’s go get our boy.” 

 

The End 


