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      Behind closed doors at The Scarlet Hotel, anything can happen... even taking the greatest risk.

      Omega Levi has graduated from high school at the top of his class, and he’s eager to explore all the world has to offer. Too bad that future will be dictated by his father. He was hoping to live a little—stretch his wings, maybe get wild and crazy for a night or two—but his father won’t hear of it. Levi has two months until his university classes start, to cram in as much fun as he can, and if that fun just happens to be with his father’s friend and business partner, then all the better. What his father doesn’t know won’t hurt him…

      Alpha Grayson has it all—looks, money, charm. What he doesn’t have is a husband, but that suits him just fine. He’s not ready to settle down just yet, not when he’s still having so much fun. He could have his pick of bed partners, but there’s only one man he wants… his business partner’s son. He knows he shouldn’t lust after the younger omega, he’s off limits in so many ways, but he can’t help how right it feels to do something so wrong. Grayson is foolish enough to believe their affair can remain a secret, but that’s the problem with deeds done in the dark… they will always come to light.

      Room 709 is the third 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 709 revolves around an omega still young enough to dream, an alpha who’s old enough to know better, a whirlwind romance that closes the gap between their ages, and a surprise pregnancy that makes them reassess everything they thought they wanted.
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      Benny glanced over his shoulder, first one way, then the other. When he’d made sure the coast was clear, he made a grab for a French fry sitting in the basket, fresh out of the grease.

      A hand came out of nowhere and slapped his fingers.

      “Ow!” he yelped, drawing his hand back and cradling it to his chest. It shouldn’t have hurt, but that woman was strong! Where the hell did she come from? “Why’d you do that?”

      Coral narrowed her gaze at him. “Don’t give me any of that BS. I’ve got my eye on you, kid.” She sidled back over to her dishwashing station. He wanted to believe she’d meant that in an “I’ve got your back” kind of way, but the glare she was offering him now said otherwise.

      Benny huffed and plated the fries. “Fine, fine,” he muttered under his breath, making an exaggerated effort with getting the meal ready. This wasn’t even his job. He was supposed to be serving tables, not plating food, but it was all hands on deck this evening. There was some fancy shindig going on in the banquet hall, so all the chefs were busy preparing the fancy food, which left all the quick-and-easy lounge fare to Benny.

      “And I’m not even allowed to eat any of it…” he grumbled, resentful.

      “I heard that,” Coral said, raising her voice to be heard over the industrial dishwasher running through a load. “If you don’t think you’re up to that task, I’m sure I can find something else more your speed…” The threat was implied.

      Benny shook his head vigorously. “No, ma’am, I’m happy where I am.”

      He would never admit that he was terrified of Coral, but who wouldn’t be? She was the most intimidating person he’d ever known. Most people thought little old ladies were cute and helpless… and they would be dead wrong! First off, she wasn’t tiny. Yes, her gray hair was tightly curled and dyed pink, but you couldn’t let that deceive you—her biceps were bigger than Benny’s thighs, and every inch of skin exposed by her rolled-up sleeves was covered in tattoos. And also, she was far from helpless. Benny had once seen her singlehandedly escort an unruly guest out of the lounge—she may have even done it one-handed, to hear Benny tell the story.

      She had a heart of gold, though. An hour later, after Benny had caught up with all the meal tickets brought in with the dinner rush, she slid a plate of fries his way. “Here you are, hun. Take a load off.”

      Benny cracked a smile and blew out a breath, raising his lank hair off his sweaty forehead. “Thanks, Coral.” He dropped onto a stool and shoveled the food into his mouth. “Mmm, so good.”

      “Tastes better when it’s earned,” Coral sassed, giving him a wink when he blushed, chagrined.

      Benny was beyond exhausted. He wasn’t used to this pace. He didn’t know how the kitchen staff managed to take care of an entire dining room, when he was struggling with just a handful of tables in the lounge. And they didn’t even have the whole menu to choose from! It was just a few burgers and sandwiches, chicken fingers and fries.

      And just when he was starting to relax, Monsieur Holland came in. He never came back to the kitchen! Benny froze, French fry poised halfway to his mouth. He looked back and forth between his boss and the food. He really wanted to eat it, but he was pretty sure this was breaking a rule. Was it stealing? He hadn’t paid for it. Could he be fired? He peeked over at Coral. She’d told him to eat it—would she back him up if it came down to it?

      Monsieur Holland came to a stop directly in front of where Benny was sitting. He didn’t look angry… but Benny put the fry down on the plate to be on the safe side. “Yes, sir?” he asked, standing from his stool to look the older man in the eye—or as close to it as he could get. His boss stood a good four inches above him, his blond hair perfectly styled.

      Holland’s icy blue eyes roamed over Benny’s appearance, assessing. Oh gods, here we go again, Benny thought. His boss was always giving him a hard time. He didn’t like the length of Benny’s hair or the fact that there weren’t pleats ironed into his pants. Once he’d handed him a breath mint and asked him to be more vigilant with his dental hygiene.

      While Benny braced himself for a barrage of criticism, what he hadn’t been expecting was a nod. “You’ll have to do,” Holland said. “Come with me.”

      “Uh, what…?” Monsieur Holland was already marching away, and Benny was left staring after him, dumbstruck.

      Coral hissed at him, “Don’t just stand there, go! Follow him!”

      “Um, right. Okay.” Benny jogged to catch up with Holland’s longer stride. “Excuse me, sir. What is it you need me for?” He was nearly out of breath; he wasn’t exactly the most fit person, and this darting back and forth all night had left him worn down.

      They left the kitchen and went down the hall toward the changeroom. Still Holland didn’t answer him. Not until they were standing in front of a locker, where a crisp uniform was hanging on a hanger, did Holland finally turn around and address Benny. “Anna’s son has the chicken pox.”

      Benny absorbed that information, nodding, but he still couldn’t connect the dots. “And you need me to…”

      “Fill in for her shift, obviously,” Holland said. His jaw bunched as if he was gritting his teeth, and Benny had to admit it was kind of obvious now that he thought about it.

      “Okay,” he said, darting a glance over the hanging uniform. “Uh, what’s wrong with my—” He started to indicate his own uniform, which was stained with sweat and grease, but his boss promptly cut him off.

      “No. Absolutely not. You won’t be serving in the lounge. Anna was scheduled for the banquet this evening, and it is incredibly important that you look your best. You will not speak to anyone unless spoken to. You will pour the champagne, distribute the canapes, and when dinner is served, you will carry the food to the guests.” He glanced up at Benny’s slightly floppy hair. “Too late for a haircut, unfortunately, but you should have time for a quick shower.”

      Benny felt like he should be asking all kinds of questions, since this event was apparently important and he didn’t want to screw it up, but he couldn’t come up with any. So as Monsieur Holland stalked out of the changeroom, Benny just stood there gaping after him. He assumed he wasn’t meant to follow this time. He was probably expected to get ready… and probably quickly.

      Since he didn’t have any shower supplies, it was really more of a rinse-off than anything. But in the end, the lack of soap or shampoo saved time, and he was dressed and ready in under fifteen minutes. He hurried out of the changeroom in his borrowed uniform, combing his fingers through his damp hair, when he nearly ran straight into Monsieur Holland who was waiting in the hall like a creep. “Dude!” Benny shrieked, startled, before he realized who he was talking to. “I mean, I’m ready, sir.”

      “Hmm. Quite. You’re a tad damp…”

      “I didn’t have a towel,” Benny offered with a shrug. When Holland marched off toward the banquet hall, Benny assumed he’d passed muster. Either that or his boss was just desperate enough to let it slide.

      When they pushed through the swinging doors into the banquet hall, Benny felt his eyes get round. He’d been in here before, but not when it was all decked out like this. The floors had been polished to a high gloss, the high ceiling brightly lit above chandeliers. There were massive vases of flowers and candelabras, and dozens of tables spread throughout with pristine tablecloths, gleaming silverware, and champagne flutes just waiting to be filled. “Wow, what’s the occasion?”

      “Every year, the Wilson Advertising Group holds a gala for their investors and clients. They spare no expense.”

      “Yeah, I can tell,” Benny whispered under his breath, taking it all in. “You’d think it was a royal wedding.” All this to attract investors? Must be nice to have that kind of cash to throw around. Benny had never had money to spare, and the concept was as foreign as France. He couldn’t even spare the money for a more frequent haircut.

      They stopped in front of a table along the wall. “Do you know how to pour champagne?”

      Benny smiled awkwardly and said, “Of course, sir,” lying smoothly.

      Monsieur Holland didn’t even blink before sliding around behind the table and demonstrating, first with how to open the bottle without launching a cork across the room, and then how to properly pour so the glass wouldn’t overflow with bubbles.

      Benny watched carefully, and then when Holland stepped aside, he took a turn pouring a glass under supervision. “Very good,” Holland said. “Now just repeat another hundred times or so and it’ll be a good start to the evening.” He indicated where the clean glasses were resting in their crates.

      The guests were already beginning to arrive. Monsieur Holland gave Benny a brief fatherly pat on the shoulder. “You’ll be fine. I… I do appreciate you stepping in, Benedict.” It was clear he wasn’t accustomed to giving compliments, so Benny appreciated the effort all the more.

      Holland nodded once more then made his way over to greet an older gentleman in a tuxedo who had just arrived. They shook hands and made their way over to the grand entrance to make more introductions.

      Benny eyed the glasses. It wasn’t like stealing a French fry… but maybe when he was through with the evening, they might let him have a taste…
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      I glared at my reflection in the full-length mirror. “Gods, this is going to suck.”

      Ziggy scoffed behind me, his voice muffled inside the mini fridge. “Are you kidding me? If you think this is boring, then you’re not doing it right.” He emerged from the cooler with his hands full of mini bottles of alcohol.

      “Aw, c’mon, Zig. My dad got me this hotel room to get changed, not to get drunk.” I’d come straight from work, and he wanted to parade me around in front of his rich friends and colleagues. Couldn’t impress anyone in my work uniform or reeking like pizza—even if my dad said it was a “strong, working man’s paycheck.”

      Ziggy just stood there, looking down at the bottles with a forlorn expression. “Would it help if we mixed it with a seven-dollar can of Coke?”

      I sighed and pinched the bridge of my nose. “Yeah, it would,” I finally relented. This night was going to be ridiculously stiff, so maybe some alcohol would help loosen things up. Dad hated Ziggy anyway, so what did it matter if I blamed him for the missing booze? Though I would have to explain how my friend had followed me from work for moral support—or boredom. Yeah, it was probably that second one.

      I plopped down on the edge of the king-size bed and gave a little bounce. Not bad. From my perch, I watched Ziggy pour an entire mini bottle of rum into a glass before adding just a splash of cola, then passing it my way.

      “So, why does your dad make you come to these things, anyway? You obviously despise it.”

      The fumes coming off the drink were enough to make my eyes water, but I threw some back with a grimace. It hit my stomach like a fist to the gut. Ugh, that’s awful. “My dad wants his investors to see him as a wholesome family man, which means me and Pops get to smile and nod and shake some hands all night. Small price to pay, I guess…”

      Except I wasn’t even sure what that price was getting me anymore. It was helping my dad line his pockets, and with that money, he was going to pay my way through Harvard… yippee…

      “Bottoms up, my dude,” Ziggy said, clinking his glass against mine in a toast. “Here’s hoping someone fills your bottom while it’s up there.” He gave me a wink and a lewd gesture with his fingers.

      I groaned. “Yeah, right. I’m going to die a virgin.” I flopped back on the bed, nearly spilling my drink all over my tux. Showing up smelling like rum certainly wouldn’t portray the best family-man image for my father.

      “Aww, no, I promise you’re not. You want me to pop your cherry for you? I might not have a knot, but I can stretch things out a little for the next guy.”

      I lifted my head off the bed to give him an incredulous look. “Why am I friends with you again?”

      “Must be for my brains,” he said far too seriously, before going to sit in the chair and missing completely, ending up on his ass on the floor. Good thing the carpets were so plush. “What the fuck! Why’d you move the chair?”

      I didn’t bother to answer. Ziggy and I had been friends since kindergarten. I’d taken the red fingerpaint, so he punched me in the nose. In return I’d kicked him in the shin. The rest was history. Our entire friendship was built on tough love and hard truths. Like, I knew he’d been joking about popping my cherry, but I also knew that if I asked him to, he’d do it. And he wouldn’t even think less of me for it.

      I wasn’t that desperate… yet…

      Groaning, I hauled myself up off the bed. The drink was still in my hand, and even though I knew full well it was an awful idea—probably one of Ziggy’s worst—I plugged my nose and chugged the rest. Bottom’s up, indeed, I thought as I felt the warm buzz begin to course through me.

      Maybe that was what I needed. Liquid courage.

      I stood up, feeling the room spin a little, and walked back over in front of the mirror. I had to admit I looked okay in a tuxedo. Too bad it didn’t fit better. “Ugh, why didn’t he just ask my size?” I whined, tugging at the collar.

      From where Ziggy was still sprawled on the floor, he said, “Because he had your size six months ago for the Christmas gala. He probably didn’t think you’d grow in that time.” Like it was my fault I’d had a late growth spurt.

      “It’s like he doesn’t remember what it’s like to be a teenager,” I said. “I’ve outgrown my pants three times in the last year.” Then I giggled for no reason, but it seemed Ziggy had been drinking the same giggle juice, because he joined in.

      “Your dad’s forgotten because he’s old. Like, geriatric old. Archeology old.”

      I scoffed and my center of balance tilted. “He’s not that old,” I said, though it was true he was older than most of my friends’ parents. He and Pops had a hard time conceiving me, and they hadn’t managed to get pregnant again—all the more reason for why Dad saw me as the golden child. I was his one shot at getting it right. All through high school, he’d always been on me about my grades. Even when I graduated at the top of my class, he still wasn’t happy. I had to go to fucking Harvard. Had to become a big, fancy lawyer. “I must be perfect at every turn,” I muttered, following the train of thought, but apparently, I hadn’t said most of it out loud, because Ziggy said, “What?” utterly confused.

      “Never mind,” I mumbled, sighing. It had made more sense in my head. As lost as I felt, when Ziggy got up and started pouring me another drink, I took it without question. It even went down easier this time.

      My phone buzzed from where I’d left it on the bed. I didn’t want to look, but Ziggy had no problem with doing it for me. He threw himself down on the mattress belly first, then belched. “Oof,” he said, waving a hand across his face as if to wave away the noxious stench. “Sorry about that.”

      I shrugged. I couldn’t smell anything past the glass in my hand.

      Ziggy tapped in the password on my phone and opened up the message. “Your dad says guests are starting to arrive.”

      I rolled my eyes. “So what?”

      Ziggy raised his eyebrows. “You want me to type that?”

      I heaved a giant sigh. “No. Tell him I’ll be right down.” I finished off what was left of my drink then set the empty glass back on the bedside table. I straightened out my tie, then turned around to face my friend. “How do I look?” I asked.

      “Honestly?” he asked. I shot him a look, and he snickered. With effort, he got up off the bed and stood in front of me and brushed imaginary lint off my shoulders. “You look absolutely… bangable. Go find yourself a hot, rich alpha to knot that ass for you.”

      I laughed and shook my head. “Classy, dude. Real classy.”

      Even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t deny the appeal to his suggestion. I didn’t want to be the only virgin in university. Maybe it was best to just get it over with. Pick some alpha at random and don’t even tell him how inexperienced I was. Just fall into bed and have a little fun. Then when I headed off to Harvard in the fall, I could find someone to be in a real relationship with without that whole awkward first-time nonsense.

      Yeah…

      I bid Ziggy farewell, as he swore he would be leaving straight after he took a dump in their fancy toilets. As I staggered down the hall to the elevator, my limbs warm and loose, a plan for the evening began to take shape in my mind, and I couldn’t see a single downside…
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      My hand was going numb from all this shaking.

      So was my face after holding this smile for what felt like an hour.

      I was tempted to yell at all these fake, plastic morons to go fuck themselves, then run screaming into the night… but I knew that wasn’t an option. This all came part and parcel with running the ad firm. My business partner, Alan Wilson, had spent the better part of his youth building this company from the ground up, and most of that was achieved by shaking hands. From working out of his garage to owning one of the tallest high-rises in the city, he was certainly a man to look up to.

      I looked around the massive ballroom. Alan was nowhere to be seen, swallowed up by the crowd, so I made my excuses from the conversation I’d been trapped in and headed straight toward the booze. If I was supposed to get through this evening without killing anyone, I would need plenty of alcohol. It was only too bad they didn’t have anything stronger than champagne.

      I was halfway to the table laden with glasses of sparkling wine when Alan waved me down. I sighed and turned his way, but when I saw the man standing beside him, I nearly scowled. Not another one.

      “Grayson, my boy, come over here. I have someone I want you to meet.” Of course he did. He always had someone he wanted me to meet. But what he really meant was mate.

      I smiled and nodded my way through yet another boring conversation, but I didn’t really hear a word they had to say. I gave an occasional murmur of, “Oh, that’s interesting,” every now and then to show how attentive I was, but Alan wasn’t fooled.

      “Could you please excuse us, Daryl,” he said, taking me by the elbow and leading me away. Was his name Daryl? I’d thought it was Dave. “What was wrong with that one?” Alan asked once we were out of hearing distance.

      “Nothing is wrong with any of them, Alan. I’m just not looking to settle down.”

      He gave a snort. “Oh, please. You’re over 30! You need to find yourself a nice little omega, make yourself an heir like I did. You don’t want to wait until it’s too late.” A shadow passed over his eyes when he said that.

      I imagined Alan’s initial goal had been to hand the company down to his son, but things didn’t always work out as planned. He and his husband had tried for years to have children, and then had all but given up. When they were finally blessed with a son, it was too late for him to be groomed to take over before Alan would retire, so eight years ago, he’d taken me under his wing instead.

      Alan and I worked really well together. Alan was good with the old-fashioned men and women who liked to see a little experience handling their ad campaigns, while I was better with charming the more shallow crowd—they didn’t give a rat’s ass about my experience, although I has lots, they just wanted to believe they stood a shot at tying me down.

      I sighed and patted his shoulder. “I know you mean well, and I promise I won’t wait forever.”

      “Mm-hm,” he muttered. “You’re just not done having fun yet. I see how it is.” I laughed, and he waved me off. “Go on, then, have your fun. Just try to be charming while you do it. These are our clients and investors, don’t forget. Choose your bed partner wisely.” He knew I was always discreet.

      As I prowled the room, though, I found myself disappointed. All the omegas here tonight were of a certain age—yes, it also happened to be my age, but they weren’t looking for fun. They were all on the hunt for one thing: babies. Well, someone to give them babies, anyway. And that meant they all had their sights set on me. I was rich, successful, and I liked to believe I was above average in the looks department. I was a catch! But I was missing one key factor—my heart wasn’t in it.

      Maybe I just needed to find myself someone a little younger, someone whose biological clock wasn’t ticking. Mmm… someone like him.

      There was something extremely alluring about the young man standing off to the side, and it wasn’t just because he looked to be having about as much fun at this snooze fest as I was. When he turned my way, I was struck by a vague familiarity about him, but I couldn’t pinpoint where I’d seen him before. He looked like he could’ve been an underwear model, though, so maybe it was from a magazine spread.

      I allowed my eyes to trail down his body, trying to imagine what he would look like without that tuxedo. The pants were extremely tight. Maybe if I asked real nice, he would bend over and let me have a peek at his ass…

      Walking straight past the champagne table, I snatched up two glasses then kept on my way toward my target. His eyes were glazed, staring off into the distance, but when he saw me headed in his direction, his focus became laser sharp. His pupils dilated until his blue eyes appeared almost black.

      “Having a good time?” I asked with a smirk.

      “No,” he said bluntly, then seemed startled that he’d told me the truth. He gave an awkward chuckle. “I mean—”

      “No, no, you’re absolutely right. This crowd is stuffy as hell. But I hear alcohol makes them more fun.” I held one of the champagne flutes out to him.

      He hesitated, glancing over his shoulder as if looking for someone. Shit, of course he wasn’t single. A man this hot would be snatched off the market so fast.

      “Has your date already gone to get you a drink?” I asked, fishing for his relationship status, while also preparing myself for the inevitable letdown.

      He shook his head, however. “No, I’m alone.” He hadn’t said single, but alone was a good start. He finally reached out and took the glass from me, and his fingers brushed against mine, leaving my skin tingling.

      With one more glance over his shoulder at the room, the man tipped the glass to his lips and sipped. I watched the bob of his throat as he swallowed, and I was hit with image after image of what I would love to do to him later tonight. The other things he might swallow… his head thrown back just like that as he called out my name…

      But to call out my name, he would first have to know it.

      I leaned in closer, waiting to observe his body language to see if he was receptive to my advances. The way he tilted toward me, glancing up from under his lashes, told me he was very interested. “I don’t believe I caught your name,” I said, my voice low enough that he would have to move closer to hear me. It was like we were sharing a secret.

      His cheeks were flushed, and I caught a faint whiff of his cologne but also something else—hard liquor! Were they serving the good stuff around here somewhere? It was clear to me that this omega was exactly who I was searching for, a man looking to have a good time.

      Something crossed his expression, a kind of determination, and he took another swig of his drink. Then his full lips tipped up into a seductive smile, and he placed a hand on my arm with firm pressure, sliding it ever so slowly toward my bicep. “My name is Levi,” he purred.

      Levi? The name triggered something in my memory banks, and I faltered for just a moment.

      “Ah!” a voice said from behind me. “I see you’ve met my son.”

      Levi immediately snatched his hand back like he’d been burned, and his entire body went stiff, shutters closing over his eyes. He clenched his jaw hard.

      “What? Your son?” I sputtered, trying to regain some composure. “Uh, no… I was just… making conversation. You’re his son?” Did I sound shocked? My voice had risen two octaves.

      There it was, the family resemblance. The same eyes, the same cut of his jaw. And of course he was familiar to me, because we’d met before, though I hadn’t seen him for eight years or so, back when he was a mere child. I felt the burn of shame on my cheeks. No! He couldn’t be so young!
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/the-scarlet-hotel-3-709.jpg
7,

A
HOTEI

A Col\é EMPORARY M/M MPREG Rﬁ«\E ANCE
TRISHA LINDE







