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      Behind closed doors at The Scarlet Hotel, anything can happen… even learning something new.

      Omega Jordan knows everything there is to know about the physical act of love. He must—after writing ten best-selling romance novels and winning several awards, there can’t possibly be anything left to learn. When one of his readers gives him a bit of criticism, though, he finds himself sinking into a sea of doubt. What if everything he knows is wrong? What if he’s nothing but a fraud? Maybe he should do some hands-on research…

      Alpha Drew doesn’t read romance novels. Or, rather, he doesn’t read them for himself, but for the residents of the senior center where he works, he’ll make any sacrifice. Their favorite steamy stories, though, make him feel more than he’s ever experienced before—and when he meets the author in person, he gets a bit tongue-tied and says the wrong thing, setting off an unexpected chain of events. When everything goes wrong and the author asks for his help, Drew finds himself taking on the role of teacher.

      Room 1212 is the sixth standalone book in the m/m mpreg romance series, The Scarlet Hotel, from bestselling author Trisha Linde. Each book features a new couple and begins and ends in a different room at The Scarlet Hotel. Room 1212 revolves around an alpha who’s great at playing pretend, an omega who’s hot for teacher, a nine-month deadline, and a happily ever after for the books.
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      Patrick was not your typical alpha. He was short and lean and a little flamboyant, and he was often mistaken for an omega at first glance, not that he minded. And he also loooooved romance novels, especially the swoony kind with the detailed sex scenes.

      Another thing he was not was a well-behaved Scarlet Hotel employee…

      At this very moment, Patrick was supposed to be downstairs in the laundry. He worked in housekeeping, and he needed to reload his cart with fresh sheets, towels, and mini shampoo bottles before heading to the third floor to clean out the recently vacated rooms. Instead, though, he was creeping down the hallway toward the kitchen with a book shoved down the back of his pants. The logical side of his brain told him it would be less suspicious if he just walked normally; he could surely come up with a good excuse for being here if he got caught. But he couldn’t seem to help himself! Skulking around like this made him feel a bit like James Bond or… more like Austin Powers, maybe.

      Taking one last peek over his shoulder to make sure he hadn’t been spotted, he slipped through the swinging door into the kitchen. It was always quiet at this time of day. Breakfast was over, and it was close to the hotel’s checkout time, so most of the guests were upstairs packing their bags instead of lingering in the restaurant. And since it was a weekday, there weren’t a lot of outside diners either. Everyone was at work.

      There was no sign of Raoul, their anal-retentive three-star chef, nor their sous chef, Cherie, who quite frankly terrified Patrick to his very core. The only staff currently in the kitchen were Coral, the dishwasher, and Diya, a part-time cook. She was just plating up a tray of food when Patrick ever so casually sauntered over, hands tucked in his pockets so she couldn’t see how they shook. “Hey, Diya,” he said softly, almost a whisper.

      She startled when he appeared at her side. “Gods, I didn’t hear you come in. What are you doing in here?”

      He ignored her question, instead asking one of his own. “Is that for room 1212?”

      She glanced at him, then frowned, her thick brows dipping. “Um… yeah,” she said, checking the ticket to confirm where it was headed. “Why?”

      “I’m here to take it upstairs.” He threw on a smile for good measure, but it only seemed to make her more wary.

      She narrowed her dark eyes. “Why on earth would you be bringing food upstairs? That’s not your job. This is for room service.”

      “Just lending a hand. Uh, I think Joseph was busy with… something.” Shit, why didn’t I come up with all these answers beforehand? Patrick scolded himself.

      Just then, because karma was a bitch, the kitchen door swung open and Joseph walked in. “What am I busy with?” he asked, a smirk teasing at his lips. Patrick wondered if Joseph had been listening at the doorway to simply walk in at such a coincidental time, the smug bastard.

      Patrick growled. They were spoiling all his fun. “Look, I’m not good at this, so let me be straight with you.”

      “Oh, boy,” Joseph shot back, “this should be good.” Diya laughed, a rich throaty sound. Coral lumbered over to listen in too.

      Patrick huffed once. “Please, can you guys do me a teensy-weensy favor?” he asked, holding his fingers close together to indicate how miniscule this favor was. “I need to take this food up to room 1212.”

      Three sets of eyes stared back at him, and when he didn’t say anything else, Joseph’s eyebrows rose. “What, that’s it?”

      “Yeah, that’s it.” Patrick shrugged. He couldn’t tell him the reason or Joseph would want to do it for himself.

      He snorted. “If that’s all you’re gonna give me, then the answer is no.” Then he made to grab the tray.

      “What do you mean no?” Patrick whined in return. “I’d be doing your job for you! I’ll even pay you 20 bucks!” He reached into his pocket for his wallet and fished out a bill.

      Joseph crossed his arms over his chest and leaned a hip on the counter. “You seem awfully desperate to take this food up. Who’s in room 1212? Is it a model or something? Movie star?”

      “Ooh!” Diya cut in, pointing a finger at Joseph. “I heard Max Shepherd was in town!” She looked absolutely giddy. “I love his movies! Is it Max Shepherd?”

      “No, it’s not Max Shepherd, but I have to agree with you, his movies are awesome. Did you see When Stars Fall? He was soooooo dreamy,” Patrick gushed. “That scene where he—”

      “Hey!” Joseph interrupted. “Quit trying to distract us.”

      “I’m not, I swear!” Patrick said, drawing an X with a finger over his heart.

      “Mm-hm, a likely story.” Joseph’s wide lips stretched into a sly grin. “You might as well just spill it. You know Emily’s working the front desk today, and she will have no problem telling me who’s booked into the room.”

      Patrick cursed under his breath because he knew the other man was right. Emily loved gossip almost as much as Patrick did, and this was the juiciest bit of information he’d had all year.

      When he didn’t spill the news fast enough, Joseph made to head up front. “Okay, okay!” Patrick hissed, stopping him. “This stays just between us, okay?” He peeked left and right, as though someone might’ve snuck in without them noticing, then he leaned in and gestured for them to do the same. When their heads were huddled together, only then did Patrick whisper, “It’s… Jordan Kepler.”

      He’d expected some kind of big reaction, but Joseph just stared at him blankly without any recognition. Diya’s expression sagged in disappointment. “Meh,” she said before returning to her cutting board where she’d been slicing mushrooms earlier.

      Coral, though, gasped. “Ooh! Really?”

      “Yes!” He’d never have guessed he’d find a kindred spirit in the pink-haired, tattooed matron, but he was glad to have something in common with her.

      “Who’s Jordan Kepler?” Joseph asked.

      Patrick gave an overdramatic gasp. “Are you serious? You’ve never heard of him?! He’s only the most famous romance novelist of all time. He’s written over two dozen books, 15 of them hitting #1 on the bestseller lists, and he even won this year’s Sappy Award.” He reached down the back of his pants and pulled out the book he’d shoved in there, a paperback copy of Whispered Words, hoping to get it signed by the author himself. “See?”

      Joseph looked disgusted. “Eww, how long have you had that down your pants?”

      “Only like ten minutes, but it was on the outside of the underwear, I swear.”

      “Mm-hm.” Joseph didn’t look appropriately excited. In fact, he fucking yawned! “I’m with Diya on this one. Meh.” He picked up the tray of food, placed it on a cart, and headed for the door.

      “Wait!” Patrick yipped, jogging after him. “If you don’t care, then you won’t mind if I take that up for you, right? I just want to lay eyes on him! Just once, please!”

      Joseph slowed and looked over his shoulder at Patrick. “I dunno…” he drawled.

      “Please! It’s been my life-long dream!” Patrick begged, clutching his hands under his chin.

      It was at this moment that Patrick realized he’d been played. Joseph’s grin widened. “What’s it worth to you?”

      Grumbling, Patrick pulled his wallet back out and shoved all the bills he had at Joseph’s chest, a total of 57 dollars. “Here, take it. It’s all I’ve got.” As proof, he turned his wallet upside down. If this were a cartoon, moths would’ve flown out.

      “All right, I suppose I can do you this favor.” Joseph stepped aside from the cart. “But don’t let Mr. Holland see you or he’ll have my head.”

      “It’s not a favor if I had to pay for it,” Patrick groused. He quickly shoved the book back down his pants, then fled the kitchen before Joseph could change his mind.

      He took the staff elevator up to the twelfth floor. His heart was beating so hard, he thought he might pass out. His stomach squirmed in anticipation. This was the moment he’d been waiting for since he was 11 and secretly read his mom’s copy of My Beloved Omega.

      Patrick’s legs felt numb as he staggered down the hall to room 1212. It was a good thing he had the cart to help hold himself up. He raised a shaking hand and knocked, then cleared his throat to say, “Room service.” The uniforms were similar enough that Mr. Kepler shouldn’t notice.

      The door swung open without warning, as the carpets were of a thick pile and muffled footsteps. “Ah! Thank you. Perfect timing, I was just taking a break from writing.”

      “You’re writing! Here!” Patrick squeaked out as he pushed the cart into the room. “C-can I ask…” He gnawed on his lip, and luckily Jordan caught on to what he was asking, because Patrick wasn’t sure he could speak anymore.

      “Ahhh, are you a fan?” Jordan asked coyly, and Patrick nodded frantically. “Well, I’m afraid I’m under contract, so I can’t reveal too much, but I will tell you that it’s called Emperor City, it’s a romantic fantasy, and it should be hitting bookstores early next year.”

      Patrick nearly wept at that tiny bit of information. Was he the first to know about it? Probably not, but a man could dream. He was on cloud nine, and he practically floated back out through the door.

      Jordan was just about to close the door, when Patrick remembered the book. “Wait! I mean, sorry, but can you… sign this for me?” He blushed furiously as he fished the book out of his pants. “It was outside the underwear, I swear.”

      Jordan chuckled and pulled out a pen. “That’s nothing. You wouldn’t believe some of the places people have shoved my books.” He gave a saucy wink. “Who should I make this out to?”

      “To Patrick, please.”

      Jordan signed the book with a flourish, then passed it back. “Thanks for being a fan, Patrick.”

      “Thanks, you too. I mean… you’re welcome.” Patrick clutched the book tight to his chest. This was officially his most prized possession. He was totally going to sleep with this book under his pillow tonight.

      Best. Author. Ever.
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      “Help!” I cried out, my pulse thudding in my ears. “Please, someone!” I looked down at the ground far below, the world spinning. I couldn’t hold on much longer. I was going to fall! After everything I had survived—being kidnapped by the fae king, attacked by werewolves, poisoned by a basilisk—this was how I was finally going to perish.

      Falling from a cliff after being bucked off my horse.

      I tried not to thrash, tried pulling myself up, but my hands had cramped, and I was beyond exhausted; my body was giving out. One by one, my fingers pulled away from the cliff edge. Rock crumbled and fell, and I had to close my eyes against the grit behind my lids, blurring my vision. Tears tracked down my cheeks.

      At least I would be blind as the ground rushed to greet me.

      I held on as long as I could, until I was dangling by just one pinky. “Goodbye, Ritter,” I whispered, wishing my final words would carry through the ether to find him. “I love you…”

      I felt the exact moment my grip finally gave out, and the relentless pull of gravity took hold. I began to fall—when suddenly, a hand clamped over my wrist.

      “I’ve got you,” Ritter growled, hauling me up as though I weighed nothing, as strong as he was. His biceps flexed, and he drew me up until I was once again on solid ground, safe in his arms. He gripped me around the waist, pulling me flush against his hard chest, and I could feel the outline of his massive member pressing into my hip.

      “I was so scared,” I whimpered. “I thought I would never see you again.”

      He cupped my face in his large hand, stroking his thumb over my full lower lip. “I would never let anything happen to you,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “You are mine, and I will always protect what belongs to me.”

      As Ritter smashed his lips down onto mine, claiming me, owning my very soul, I allowed myself to feel safe for the first time in my life. I knew my enemies would come for me. The fae king was still out there, hellbent on revenge, but that was a problem for another day. I knew with total certainty that Ritter would save me from every peril.

      He swept me up with him onto his horse, my back pressed firmly to his front, and as we rode for home, my heart echoed with what I knew to be true. In all of Emperor City, there was only one man for me. My alpha, my mate… my Ritter.
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      “The… end…” I choked out loud as I typed the final words. “Gods, that’s good.” Tears were streaming down my cheeks, and I wiped them away with the back of my hand, sniffling back the snot that threatened to drip down over my lips.

      Where was a tissue when you needed one? The tissue box sat empty on the desk next to me, and I frowned and threw it into the garbage can under the desk.

      I pushed back from my chair and padded across the hotel room to the bathroom. I unwound a whole handful of toilet paper and dried my cheeks, then blew my nose into it. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and winced. My eyes were puffy and bloodshot, my skin mottled pink, but at least I was smiling.

      “I’m done!” I whooped. “Take that, stupid looming deadline!”

      I always got super emotional like this when I finished a book, but this had been ten times worse. My publisher had set a tight deadline, hoping to time it with holiday promo, and it was really weighing on me, which resulted in writer’s block. In turn, the deadline got closer, and my anxiety got worse, and I had an even harder time getting words down. It was all a massive toxic cycle, getting me absolutely nowhere. So, I had rented a room at The Scarlet Hotel and sequestered myself here with no distractions so I could properly work. No TV, no social media, and more importantly, no hourly calls from my nagging agent.

      I did a little dance over to the mini fridge where I had my reward chilling. “Ahhh, well earned,” I said, pulling out the bottle of champagne. I told myself I should order some food from room service so I wasn’t drinking on an empty stomach, but first… I had an important call to make.

      I powered up my cell phone, ignoring the dozens of missed messages and emails, and dialed my agent. Sean picked up the phone on the second ring. “There you are. I was starting to wonder if you’d died—or worse, that you’d found yourself a new agent.”

      “Of course not, Sean,” I replied calmly, “I would never die without telling you.” I grabbed a glass from the sideboard. They didn’t stock the rooms with wine glasses, so I settled for a tumbler.

      “Very funny,” he scolded. “Maybe you should start writing comedy.”

      I’d known he was going to be upset with me, so I just let him get it out while I poured myself a glass of champagne.

      His voice was sharp down the line, ringing in my ear, so I set the phone down and put it on speaker. “I’ve been over here, making excuses for you with your publisher. They’re starting to panic. Your deadline is next week, and they still haven’t even seen any chapters. What am I supposed to tell them?”

      “You can tell them the book is done,” I said with a smug grin, bringing my cup to my lips. The bubbles popped against my lips, and the sweet-acidic flavor danced across my tongue. It tasted like success.

      There was silence on the line, and I knew he was probably pinching herself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. “Are you serious?” he said after a moment. “Like, done done?”

      I brought my drink over to where my laptop was set up at the desk, and I plopped down in the chair, attached the file to an email, and hit send. “First draft is entirely finished, and you should see the file appear in your email right… about… now.”

      I heard the little bell in the background on Sean’s end as he was notified of a new email. I heard clicking, as though he needed to confirm I hadn’t been telling him a giant fib, then he blew a long breath out. “Jordan, you had me seriously worried there. I have no idea how you pulled this off, but you are amazing,” he gushed.

      It almost sounded like he had been expecting me to fail, which only made me wonder why they’d arranged such a ridiculous scenario in the first place. Why did this keep happening? With each new contract, I kept telling myself that this was the last time, that I would refuse to put myself in such a stressful position again, but then here I was, six months later, in exactly the same spot.

      The publishing business was cutthroat. An author could spend a year writing a book, pouring their soul onto the pages, and then a reader would devour the whole thing in under a day and be asking where the next book was because they couldn’t get enough. And as the publisher kept telling me, if I couldn’t keep up with the schedule they set for me, my fans would forget about me. They would move on to the next big author, and I would become irrelevant.

      That potential future opened up before me like a bottomless pit. Some days, when the voices in my head got too loud, I considered throwing myself over the edge, saying screw you to the publisher and my agent, and leaving this lifestyle behind. I could get a job in a restaurant waiting tables, or maybe, like, as a lumberjack or something. That guy on social media who filmed himself chopping wood seemed really happy with what he was doing. I looked down at my frail arms and quickly nixed that possibility, but the point was, it could be any job. I didn’t need to be rich and famous. I could buy a little lot of land in the middle of nowhere and live off my savings.

      But then, just when I hit rock bottom, I would get a message from a fan telling me how much my book meant to them. I would go to a signing and meet the people who read my books, and I would fall in love with the job all over again.

      “I am sooo excited to meet your latest heartthrob,” Sean went on. “I’m going to sit down right now and read this whole thing in one sitting. And then I’ll send it over to the publishing team so their editors can tear it apart. Then the real work will begin.” He laughed as if it were a joke, when it really wasn’t.

      Ugh. Thanks for the reminder. I’d almost been feeling good about this book for a hot minute. I threw the rest of my drink down my throat and got up to pour myself another.

      “Let’s meet for lunch on the weekend,” he suggested. “You pick the place.”

      I glanced around the room at my luxurious accommodations, the warm bed, the Jacuzzi tub. Then I looked down at the drink in my hand. I wasn’t ready to leave my little piece of paradise. “How about we meet at The Scarlet Hotel,” I suggested. “I think I’m going to spend a few days there. I deserve a break.”

      “Sure thing, hon, but don’t rest for too long. We have a sequel to plan.”

      I bit back my frustrated groan and slammed down the glass on the table, picking up the bottle instead. I didn’t even taste the champagne as I chugged it back straight from the bottle.

      “Oh, and of course we’ll have a book signing to arrange as well. The publisher has invested a lot of time and money in the promotion and marketing for this new book, including a cross-country tour.”

      I couldn’t answer, as the room had begun to spin, and I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or my anxiety.

      Someone said something to Sean in the background, and his voice got muffled as he probably covered his phone with his hand. He came back and said, “Okay, hon, I gotta run, but we’ll talk soon, okay? And we’ll meet at the hotel restaurant on Saturday at noon. Toodles!”

      The line went blissfully silent, and I collapsed on the edge of the bed. “Fuck.” How quickly my mood had turned. Now I wanted to cry for an entirely different reason.

      I tipped the bottle up, only to find that it was empty. Did I do that? I dropped the bottle on the floor with a dull thud, then crawled across the bed to the phone on the bedside table, flopping back on the pillows. “Yes, room service?” I said into the receiver. “Can I get a BLT sandwich, with fries, onion rings, coleslaw, and a slice of chocolate cake? Oh, and your largest bottle of white wine. Actually, you’d better make it two.”

      I wasn’t sure if I was still celebrating, or if I’d moved on to drowning my sorrows, but either way, I planned on drinking until I felt nothing.
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      “‘His manhood hung heavy between his legs, and I felt the urge to…’” I trailed off, wincing. Gods, really? Another sex scene? This was like the fourth sex scene, and we were only on page 50. I looked up from the book, and there were a dozen sets of eyes staring back at me, laser focused. “You guys don’t really expect me to—”

      “We damn well do!” Betty snapped. “You can’t stop now. You’re just getting to the good part!”

      “I’m starting to doubt there is such a thing as a good part when it comes to these romance novels of yours.” I shook my head, hiding my smirk. I knew they’d get riled up by my statement.

      Sure enough, they all started grumbling. Davis shook his finger at me. “We wouldn’t need you to read them to us if we could do it ourselves. My eyes just aren’t what they used to be. And my arthritis makes turning the pages difficult.” He held his gnarled hands up as evidence.

      Roger chuckled. “Every time I pick up a book, I fall asleep. But when you read it, Drew, it’s better than watching a movie.”

      Truthfully, I didn’t mind reading books to the seniors here at the Golden Years Retirement Center. This half-hour every afternoon was the highlight of my day, just as it was for them. They were always more animated during our time, and then afterward, they had plenty to talk about over dinner—I was sure those conversations were likely X-rated.

      Although, it wouldn’t hurt them to pick something besides these damn Jordan Kepler novels. Maybe a crime novel or something non-fiction for once.

      “Come on,” Lavender said, making a hurry-up motion with her hands. “We’re not getting any younger over here.”

      Kristoph peeked through the lounge doors to make sure no one was coming down the hall. “Yeah, try to finish the chapter before Nurse Ballbuster comes to get us for dinner.”

      Nurse Ballbuster was their nickname for Noelle, the supervising nurse. It was her job to keep this place running smoothly, ensuring meds were administered on time, that everyone got enough sleep and healthy foods. In the residents’ eyes, however, she was nothing more than yet another authority figure telling them what to do. It didn’t help that sometimes she spoke to them like they were children, as if she’d forgotten they were adults twice her age.

      Noelle was always scolding me about wasting time on this nonsense, but seriously, our residents were approaching the end of their lives, and they had worked hard for decades; some were even war veterans who had served our country. They deserved a little downtime at last, and if smutty books were what they wanted, then who was I to tell them no?

      “Chop, chop,” Roger said when I didn’t get back to it fast enough.

      I chuckled and gave an exaggerated eyeroll for their benefit, but in the end, I would always do as they asked. I sat back in my chair and brought the book back up. “Now, where was I… Ah, yes.” I cleared my throat and paused dramatically, and I swore they all leaned forward to hear me better. Betty even turned up the volume on her hearing aid. They didn’t want to miss a single sizzling detail. “‘…and I felt the urge to drop to my knees right there in front of him and draw him into my mouth. I knew exactly how his smooth skin would feel against my tongue, how his salty cum would taste as he emptied himself down my throat.

      “‘He took a step toward me, his rippling muscles gleaming under a sheen of sweat. He reached up, cradling the back of my head, his fingers tangling through my thick locks. His full lips widened into a smirk, and when he spoke, his gravelly voice made dark promises. “I’m going to take my time with you, little one.”’”

      “Dinnertime!” Noelle said, clapping her hands as she marched into the lounge.

      All the residents hissed and booed her, and I had to admit, I was tempted to do the same.

      “No!” Davis barked. “Come back in ten minutes.”

      Noelle tsked. “Ah-ah, you know better. We have a strict schedule to keep, and we all know that ten minutes would turn into 20, then 30.” That was true. If I let them, we would keep reading all night, to hell with dinner.

      It would take a few minutes to get all the residents moved over to the dining room and positioned around the tables. Noelle started with Kristoph who was closest to the door, pushing his wheelchair down the hall. Davis, Lavender, and a few others got around all right on their own with canes and walkers, so they followed them down the hall.

      When I thought no one was looking, I cracked the book back open and peeked ahead. “Hey!” Betty scolded, throwing one of her stuffed animals at me. Her grandkids kept bringing them for her every time they visited, and her collection was getting a bit ridiculous. The little white tiger bounced off the side of my head. She had a pretty good arm. “No reading ahead without us!”

      “Sorry.” I wasn’t sorry, and her cheeky smile said she knew it.

      I gave these books a lot of flak about how cheesy they were, but I couldn’t seem to help getting drawn into the stories. This one was about a Highlander who always seemed to be walking around half-naked, in nothing but a kilt, which made it convenient for ravishing this English lord’s heir. They hadn’t been caught by the omega’s father yet, but I had a sneaking suspicion he was going to end up pregnant. That was how most of Jordan Kepler’s books went.

      I slammed the book cover shut, catching sight of the author’s photo on the back. Damn. I totally got the appeal of these books now. The sex scenes were a lot hotter when you were picturing him as the star.
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