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      Behind closed doors at The Scarlet Hotel, anything can happen… even the perfect mistake.

      Omega Luke has been unlucky in love. No, unlucky doesn’t properly describe the train wreck that is his dating life. He swears he isn’t picky, but no matter what, he can’t seem to find the right alpha to make his heart go pitter-pat. If only he could find an alpha as patient as his best friend Jeremy, or as kind, funny, handsome… And when he and Jeremy have a little too much fun one night, he finds himself wondering if they could be something more.

      Alpha Jeremy has always seen his best friend Luke as just one of the guys. They get along perfectly, and the fact that he’s an omega has never been a problem between them. There’s nothing Jeremy wants more than to see his friend happy, so after making a drunken mistake and crossing a line, he makes it his sole mission in life to find Luke the perfect man… who may or may not be him.

      Room 307 is the fifth 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 307 revolves around a hopeless romantic looking for Mr. Right, a cynical alpha who believes he’s all wrong, and the best kind of mistake to open their eyes to the perfect future.
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      Delia loved working at The Scarlet Hotel. It was certainly never boring, or at least not the way she approached it. She found the customers to be so fascinating! Waiting tables always seemed to pair so perfectly with her studies in animal psychology. It hardly made sense when she tried to explain it to people, but in her mind, watching and interacting with the customers was like watching a wildlife documentary. Humans were animals too, after all.

      There was always a lot of alpha posturing going on, preening in their fancy suits, much like birds did with plumage. Plenty of loud boasting and bragging too. They might as well have been shouting, “Look at me! Look at me! I’m the best! Pick me!” Although, while animals relied on being the strongest or most eye-catching, humans tended to rely on money as being a prime attention-grabber—the nicest suits or dresses, the flashiest accessories—as if a high yearly income was the main factor in being able to care for a mate.

      What a waste of money, Delia thought with an eye roll. She spent every dime on her education, which was obviously a better use for it than trying to impress a bunch of rich snobs who couldn’t look past what was on the surface. There were more important characteristics to watch for.

      The staff, too, were fun to watch. Coral, for example. She’d been the dishwasher here for ages, and at first glance, she appeared to be super intimidating, all huge, tattooed biceps and strong, calloused hands. Her cotton-candy-pink curls did little to soften her appearance, and if you had to compare her to an animal, most people would’ve said a bull—with cotton-candy-pink curls. There was no question that she ruled this kitchen, even though the role of dishwasher wouldn’t normally have any kind of important position in the hotel hierarchy, and yet nobody, not even the manager, Mr. Holland, had the guts to stand up to her. It was all “Yes, Coral, of course, Coral, whatever you say, Coral.” But all you had to do was watch her and you saw this whole other side to her personality. She was more like a mother hen than a bull, the way she was always clucking over her offspring—and the entire staff were her children. She made sure they were always fed, healthy, happy, and if they weren’t, she would go to any lengths to make it better.

      Speak of the devil, Delia thought, smirking, as Coral caught her eye.

      “Do you need a hand with that tray?” Coral asked, drying off her hands and coming over to look down at the tray on the counter. It was loaded up with plates of bar food. “Maybe you should make two trips.”

      Delia waved her off. “Thanks, Coral, I’ve got it. I’ve been working out. Can’t you tell?” She flexed her muscles, her arms practically sticks when compared with Coral’s beefy physique, but the older woman gave Delia’s bicep a squeeze and nodded in approval.

      “Good for you, hun. Keep it up and we’ll be signing you up for a fitness competition in no time.”

      Delia snorted. “Yeah, fat chance of that happening, but thanks for the confidence boost.”

      She hoisted up her tray and did her best not to let it wobble; she had a point to prove now. With her head held high, she brought it out through the door leading to the bar. The restaurant side of things had quieted down for the evening, and now the crowd had slid into the lounge for after-dinner drinks—AKA drunken mating rituals.

      This was where things truly got interesting.

      Delia swore she could smell the pheromones, though she knew it was more likely the overpowering aroma of top-shelf whiskey and a liberal dousing of cologne. She widened her smile to hide her grimace. Why did people bother masking what the human body naturally excreted? It was what would attract a mate in the end. Like called to like, and if we would just give in to our baser instincts, the population would be better off. By hiding it under perfume and an expensive wrapper, you tapped into human greed, something our species could do without.

      Delia’s arms had begun to ache by the time she carefully slid the tray onto the counter beside where Benny was perched with an elbow, and she groaned in relief as the weight lifted.

      “Hey,” he greeted, but he didn’t even look at her. He was busy scanning the crowd, a hungry look in his eyes.

      “Hey,” she replied, shaking her head, biting down on her smirk.

      She was all too familiar with that look on his face, and it was similar to the expressions worn by most of the lounge’s patrons. It didn’t seem to matter that the atmosphere at The Scarlet Hotel was upscale, with leather upholstery on the bench seats and barstools, velvet curtains hanging from the ceiling to provide a sense of privacy between booths, as well as small Tiffany lamps offering a warm glow without casting a glare. What Delia saw when she looked at the customers was the same as at any bar. Thirst, hunger, lust—though it was the last one that usually came to the forefront.

      “Who had the Oysters Rockefeller?” she asked.

      “Huh? Oh, uh, those guys at the back, entertaining their guests.” He pointed toward a booth in the back corner.

      It was clear the alpha male on the left believed he was about to get lucky. He had his arms spread wide along the back of the bench, exposing his chest, his hips angled in the direction of a lovely blonde woman. Too bad for him, he obviously wasn’t reading her body language. She had her body tilted away, her lips pressed into a firm, unamused line, and it looked like she was ready to bolt at a moment’s notice. The only reason she hadn’t left yet? Her friend sitting across the table from her was having a very good time.

      Delia walked across the room and placed their platter of oysters in the middle of the table for them to share. They descended on the food as if they were starving, without even saying thank you, and Delia made a quick exit. If that guy thought the oysters would act as an aphrodisiac, he was sorely mistaken. Nothing would work in his favor tonight.

      Next, she delivered some vegan nachos and gluten-free chocolate torte to a table of extra-lean, health-conscious mothers enjoying a girls’ night without the kids. They all had bellinis in front of them, and while it should’ve smelled like peaches, all Delia could pick up was the overwhelming aroma of patchouli.

      “Okay, next up I’ve got a Waldorf salad and an order of duchess potatoes,” Delia said to Benny, watching as he skewered an olive and dropped in into a martini glass, before passing it to a man with a wink.

      Benny sighed with longing as he watched the customer walk away, then he finally turned his attention back to Delia. “Sorry, I wasn’t listening. Care to repeat that?” he asked.

      She pointed at the food left on the tray, and he gestured with a tilt of his head toward a couple of guys sitting at the end of the bar. “Aw, poor guy, I wonder what happened to him?” she said, her lips quirking to the side.

      “Huh? What do you mean? What’s wrong with them?” Benny looked again, but Delia knew he couldn’t see beyond the surface, just two men in their early thirties, waiting for their food. What Delia saw, however, was an entirely different matter.

      These men looked like polar opposites to the casual observer. One, an alpha, was a study in contrast, all sharp lines, from his straight nose to the cut of his jaw. His hair was nearly black with an easy tousled curl, and he had eyes to match, and they stood out against his alabaster skin. His wide carved lips made him look like the type quick to smile. And while some might’ve assumed the omega at his side was his mate, Delia knew they were nothing more than friends—so far, anyway. The omega had straight blond hair cut short and icy blue eyes. His features were softer, with rounded edges, and a smattering of freckles, and while Delia suspected he also loved to smile, today was obviously not that kind of day.

      Delia’s university studies might have allowed her to see the omega’s mood at a moment’s glance, but she couldn’t figure out the reason for it, and while she knew it was none of her business, she was desperately curious.

      She approached the customers with a gentle smile. “Here you are, gentlemen.” She didn’t need to ask who’d ordered which dish. The alpha was obviously a meat-and-potatoes kind of guy, straightforward, not a lot of mystery there. The omega, on the other hand, had ordered the salad, probably justifying that it was healthy while disregarding the fact that it was slathered in a heavy mayonnaise dressing.

      The omega picked up his fork but said nothing, his eyes unfocused. The alpha looked over at him, wincing, then quickly said, “Thank you,” for both of them.

      “Can I get you anything else? Strong drink, perhaps?” she asked, her eyes flicking over to the blond man, indicating to his friend that she understood his mood. If they happened to offer some insight into the cause, all the better to satisfy her curiosity.

      The darker man eyed his friend warily. “Yeah, maybe a few drinks would be a good idea. Right, Luke? Do you want something to drink?”

      Luke’s sigh was long and drawn out. “Yeah, I guess. Whatever.”

      The alpha nodded firmly, as if he’d just made a decision. “Okay, yeah, drinks. Let’s do this.” He ran a hand through his hair, setting his curls bouncing. “If we’re going to get drunk, we’d better do it right. Let’s start with a couple shots of tequila. And we’d better open a tab.” He pulled out his wallet and set his credit card on the counter.

      Delia was disappointed that her shift was almost over. She had no doubt that these two would put on a good show tonight. There was obviously some unresolved sexual tension between them, and when you threw heartbreak and alcohol into the mix, she had no doubt they were about to make their friendship all kinds of complicated.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Luke

          

        

      

    

    
      The crisp, cool evening was a contrast to my mood. I felt like it should be raining at the very least, but when I bothered to look up from the pavement, I saw there wasn’t a single cloud in the sky, only a blanket of stars, dimmed by the halo of city lights.

      “Come on, it’s not that bad,” Jeremy said beside me, bumping his shoulder with mine. “It wasn’t like Dave was your soul mate or anything.”

      “His name was Doug,” I corrected him.

      “Dave, Doug, whatever. My point is, he had bad breath. He also snored and always left the bread bag open. You complained about him constantly. It obviously wasn’t meant to be.”

      I knew he had a point, those things were super annoying, but Doug was a good guy, and I’d thought we were going somewhere. We’d only been dating for a few months, but we’d just moved in together, for gods’ sake.

      Jeremy sighed, his breath steaming the air in front of his face. “I don’t know why you keep doing this to yourself.”

      “Doing what?” I asked, my brow furrowing.

      “You know what I’m talking about,” he said, talking with his hands. “You are a hopeless romantic, emphasis on the hopeless. You keep picking these losers because they show you the slightest bit of interest, you give them more of yourself than they deserve, they take advantage of you, and then they leave you because they’re all morons who don’t know how lucky they were to land you in the first place.”

      I shook my head, blinking dumbly for a few seconds. “I… I don’t know how to take that. I should probably be offended but it felt like there was a compliment in there somewhere.”

      “Totally meant as a compliment,” he said, giving me a wide cheesy smile. He draped an arm across my shoulders and pulled me tight in against his side. “My point is that you need to be a little more discerning. You are a catch, you hear me? You have the luxury to be picky.”

      I huffed but didn’t argue. I knew there was no point. Jeremy was my best friend, and there was zero chance of him letting me put myself down, not even to point out that he was clearly exaggerating when he called me a catch. He was only saying that because he had to. It was like best-friend code or something.

      Anyone could see my faults, especially when I was standing next to Jeremy. He had this thick dark hair that fell in effortless curls that looked like he’d just rolled out of someone’s bed. His eyes were deep enough to fall into, his physique flawless, he had kissable lips, and don’t even get me started on that dimple! Me? Pfft! I was pudgy and pale enough to burn even on a cloudy day. Even my freckles had freckles, and I was so shy that I often had trouble speaking over a whisper. And I was getting old! I wanted to have kids one day, dammit, and I needed an alpha for that!

      I probably wasn’t doing myself any favors by standing next to Jeremy; his perfection only made me look worse. I tried to ease out from under his arm, but he just tightened his hold on me, leading the way. I had no idea where we were going, but he’d promised me a good time to get me out of this slump.

      Jeremy and I had known each other since we were kids. Our omega fathers had met in the neighborhood baby-and-me group and had bonded instantly, so even before we had a choice, we were friends by default. But then, as we got older, we found we still preferred each other’s company. The first five years of our lives, we couldn’t be separated. When we reached school age, we finally branched out and made other friends, but no one else could compare to the bond we’d already forged. It wasn’t until we reached puberty that we realized we were different.

      Jeremy was an alpha, and I was an omega.

      That should’ve complicated our friendship, but it never had. Doug hadn’t liked my friendship with Jeremy, and he wasn’t the first of my boyfriends to have an issue with it. They all assumed we had to be sleeping together because it wasn’t possibly for alphas and omegas to be “just friends.”

      Ha! Couldn’t they see that Jeremy was way out of my league? He would obviously never go for someone like me.

      I was interrupted from my musings when Jeremy pulled us to a stop on the sidewalk. “Ta-da!” he said, a little too enthusiastic for my current mood. “We have arrived at our destination.”

      Glancing up at the building, I saw we were in front of The Scarlet Hotel. “Uh, a hotel? I thought you said we were going out for a night on the town.”

      “Ah, yes, we are. They have a lounge.” He hooked his arm through mine and tugged. I followed for lack of anything better to do, and the doorman held the door open for us.

      The lobby was beyond lavish, with a soaring ceiling and crystal chandelier, and the clientele looked just as posh. I really didn’t fit in with this crowd, but I found myself pinching my lips closed instead of voicing any of my complaints. Even without saying a word, I just knew my voice would echo. Our footsteps made little clicks against the marble floor, and it was enough that people were turning their heads to follow our progress. I swore I could feel them judging me.

      I should’ve dressed nicer…

      Instead of heading for the front desk, Jeremy veered off to the left, taking me with him. He pulled open a door and waved his hand broadly, bowing. “After you, my lovely omega.” I rolled my eyes at his over-the-top chivalry, but he missed it because he was tilted so low. I led the way through the set of double doors and immediately the lighting dimmed. I was pretty much blind after the glare from the lobby.

      I couldn’t stop the gasp from escaping my lips. “Wow…” I gushed reverently.

      “Pretty fancy, right?” He made his way over to a pair of open stools at the end of the bar and sat, patting the seat beside him. “Come sit.”

      “I dunno, this place seems a bit… much,” I began, but I obeyed anyway, perching on the edge of the stool and clamping my hands between my knees. “I don’t think we fit in here.”

      Jeremy snorted. “Oh, please. We are just as classy as the rest of these snobs.” He reached over and plucked up a menu from a stand. It wasn’t the full restaurant menu, mostly appetizers, but Jeremy was already waving over the bartender before I’d had a chance to look at it. I wasn’t really hungry. Heartbreak had a tendency to do that to a person.

      The bartender came over and introduced himself as Benny and asked what we would like. Jeremy cleared his throat and raised his pinky in the air and spoke with a horrible British accent. “Yes, my good man, bring me your finest duchess potatoes,” he said, waggling his eyebrows at me.

      Normally I would’ve laughed at his idiocy, but I could barely muster a smile now. When I didn’t laugh, Jeremy’s smile slipped, and he lowered his pinky. I sighed and took the menu, but nothing looked appealing. “I dunno. Maybe a salad?”

      “A salad? Seriously?”

      I shrugged and pointed to the salad at the top of the list. I didn’t really care, but something green was probably a good idea. Every time I got dumped, I gained ten pounds, which didn’t help me when it came to attracting an alpha—preferably one who stuck around next time.

      Jeremy chattered away. I wasn’t really listening, but his voice was a comforting sound, smoothing away the jagged edges of my heartache. He was good at that, well practiced. Every time I was dumped, he was always there to pick up the pieces.

      Our food arrived, and when a bowl appeared in front of me, I picked up my fork without thought, my gaze unfocused. I heard the waitress ask if we’d like something to drink, and Jeremy answered, “Yeah, maybe a few drinks would be a good idea. Right, Luke? Do you want something to drink?”

      I sighed and offered a shrug. “Yeah, I guess. Whatever.” Would alcohol make this hollow feeling better or worse, I wondered.

      I could feel Jeremy watching me. “Okay, yeah, drinks. Let’s do this,” he said, leaning in so his arm was resting the length of mine where I had propped it on the bar. I loved the solid warmth of him. “If we’re going to get drunk, we’d better do it right. Let’s start with a couple shots of tequila. And we’d better open a tab.” I’d have to pay him back later.

      This seemed like an awful idea, but what did I know? Clearly everything I’d been doing hadn’t been working for me so far, and I hadn’t tried getting shit-faced drunk yet. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but when a shot glass appeared in front of me, I found myself reaching for it. “Why not?” I said, throwing the amber liquid down my throat. It burned all the way down, and I scrunched up my face, coughing, eyes streaming.

      “That’s my boy!” Jeremy praised, squeezing my shoulder.

      Another drink appeared straight after the first, then a third, and with each shot, they started to go down a little easier, my limbs loosening, and though my thoughts began to get a little foggy, so did the heartbreak. I couldn’t even remember the exact color of Doug’s eyes anymore.

      Maybe there’s something to this drinking thing, I thought as I tipped the glass to my lips.

      “Excuse me,” a voice said close to my side. “Can I buy you a drink?”

      “Huh?” I asked. Was he talking to me? I looked over at Jeremy, but he had angled himself away, as if to give us privacy. “Who, me?”

      “Yes, you,” the alpha said, chuckling. He wasn’t bad-looking, I supposed, with dirty-blond hair and squinty eyes. “I couldn’t help but notice you over here, and you looked a little sad, so I was hoping I could cheer you up. I’d love to see you smile.”

      “Um…I guess you could—” I began, but I was cut off when Jeremy swiveled around, having clearly been listening, and he leaned straight across the bar in front of me, nearly tipping my drink over in the process.

      “Can I smell your breath?” he asked the alpha.

      “I’m sorry? You want to smell…”

      “Your breath, yes. My friend Luke here deserves a man with fresh breath.”

      Although obviously weirded out, I was shocked when the guy did lean in and open his mouth so Jeremy could get a sniff. “Hmm, no, I don’t think that’s going to cut it. Sorry. Move along.”

      Stunned speechless, the alpha did just that, turning and walking away.

      “Hey, you didn’t even let me ask the guy his name,” I griped.

      “No need to waste your time on the losers,” Jeremy said. “You need a winner! I will be your wingman tonight. Leave it to me. I’ll find your Mr. Right for you, since you clearly have the worst taste in guys.” Considering he could barely sit up straight at this point, I figured it was unlikely he could find his hand in front of his face, let along my future husband, but if he wanted to try his hand at it, so be it. What could it hurt?

      Regardless of the fact that I was sitting with an alpha, nobody assumed we were dating—probably because he was so damn gorgeous, and I was just… me. Obviously, we weren’t together. A few more men approached me to ask if I’d like a drink, and each time, Jeremy butted in to ask questions.

      “What’s your favorite TV show? Wrong. The answer should’ve been The Omega Bachelor. Buh-bye.” Well, yes, I did love that show.

      “Favorite book? You’re taking too long to answer, you obviously don’t read. Next!”

      “Boxers or briefs? Nope. Don’t you know going commando is unsanitary? Your balls probably stink.” What? Was that true? I was too drunk, I didn’t even know anymore.

      One by one, Jeremy weeded through the parade of interested alphas. At this point, there was probably a bet going on who could get past the gatekeeper. That was the only reason why this many men would be interested in little old me.
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