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      Behind closed doors at The Scarlet Hotel, anything can happen… even hope.

      Wesley and Nathan have been happily married for five years, and from the outside, everything looks perfect… but something is missing. As two omegas, they’ll never have children of their own, and it’s something they want desperately. They could adopt or even foster, or maybe look into artificial means of getting pregnant, but none of those feel right. Besides, another idea has already wormed its way into their minds… what if they could find an alpha willing to help… maybe even willing to impregnate them both.

      Bron is a superb physical specimen—and he knows it. He’s tall and muscular, smart and sexy. He’s a catch! Except he’s never found himself being caught. His relationships have always fallen through, but he can’t seem to find someone who makes him feel that special spark. When he’s approached with an interesting proposal, for a searing weekend of unprotected sex, he’s intrigued. The guys seem really nice, and the idea of helping them create a family makes him feel all kinds of warm. As long as he doesn’t look too closely at those warm fuzzies, everything should be fine. Because even though he feels that spark for both of them, neither of them are his to keep.

      Room 215 is the fourth 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 215 revolves around a couple who will do anything to start a family, an alpha longing for something more, a tangle of emotions that will take all three men to unravel, and a pregnancy... or two...
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      Emerson Holland was stalling, and he knew it. And yet, somehow, the knowledge of his procrastination did nothing to speed him up. He shuffled his paperwork slowly into folders, then the folders into their designated drawers in the filing cabinets. He worked at a snail’s pace, humming softly under his breath. Unfortunately, there was only so much he could do to put off the inevitable. He huffed, a tiny crease forming between his brows, when he found his desk was clear. There was simply nothing left to occupy his time.

      His eyes flicked over to the clock, showing that it was well past time for him to go home, and while most people rushed out as soon as their shift was over (or even sooner if they thought they could get away with it), Emerson was never in a hurry to leave. Because going home meant leaving him.

      Roland.

      Even though Emerson hadn’t even seen the man in hours—not since he had slipped out of the office under the pretense of going on a lunch break—just knowing that Roland was on the other side of this wall was enough to hold him in place behind his desk.

      He was just debating how long he could justify staring at the wall where he knew Roland to be standing when a knock rapped sharply on the door. Emerson startled then called, “Yes?”

      The door cracked open, and as if he’d been summoned by Emerson’s longing, Roland’s face appeared. “Sorry to bother you, Monsieur Holland,” he whispered, the corners of his eyes pinched.

      “No, no!” Emerson quickly assured him. “I’ve actually just finished up. I’m all yours—I mean, I’m available… I mean, w-what can I do for you?” He hated how awkward he was around Roland. Under any other circumstances, he was suave and well-spoken, but as soon as he found himself in Roland’s presence, he fell entirely to pieces.

      Roland’s cheeks blushed and he angled his eyes toward the floor. “Um, Mercy went on break and I’m, uh, getting busy up front. Maybe you could… um, would you mind…?” He nibbled on his lower lip, and Emerson’s cock gave a little twitch at the sight.

      “Oh!” he gasped, then cleared his throat. “You need some help. Sure, sure, I can… do that.” Roland had been working the front desk of The Scarlet Hotel for years, where Emerson Holland was the manager. Roland used to be on night shifts, but the newly appointed supervisor, Emily, had decided to switch up the schedule a bit and put Roland on the day shift—which meant that Emerson now saw the man a whole lot more.

      If Emerson didn’t know any better, he might’ve assumed Emily was trying to torture him.

      Emerson pushed the chair back from his desk and quickly buttoned his blazer over the front of his pants in an attempt to hide his semi. Maybe if he kept his eyes averted from Roland’s body it wouldn’t be so difficult to be in his presence. But then he caught a whiff of the omega’s warm scent and added holding his breath to the list of things he would have to do in order to stay sane.

      Emerson came to a stop in front of Roland and they both stared at each other for a long moment, neither speaking. Roland’s eyes were bright and held an indefinable intensity to them, as if he were bursting to tell a secret.

      Clearing his throat to break the tension, Emerson gulped and choked out, “Lead the way,” trying for a light, jovial tone and coming across halfway manic instead.

      Roland took in a breath, his pupils dilating, then nodded once. “Right. Okay.” He spun around and hurried back toward his station at the front desk. Sure enough, there was a lineup of customers waiting to check in. No one seemed impatient, still staring up in awe at the glittering chandeliers, polished marble floors, and plush velvet-upholstered furniture, but Holland knew how quickly a crowd’s mood could shift.

      The manager squeezed past Roland, their shoulders brushing briefly, leaving a shiver of sensation rolling through his body. While Roland helped a woman in a business suit get checked in for the night, Emerson made his way over to the second spot at the desk. “Good evening,” he said, greeting the couple next in line. The men were adorable, young and very clearly in love, their hands clasped together between them, and Emerson caught the glint of a wedding band.

      “Yes, we’re here to check in,” the taller of the two said. “We reserved a room under Baxter.”

      It had been ages since Emerson had worked the front desk, but he soon found that it was like riding a bike. Part of the hotel’s charm was that they didn’t have a computer at the front desk, so he was referencing a large leather-bound book where they kept the reservations, as opposed to needing to remember computer software. They did, however, have a more modern payment system tucked under the desk, because old-school charm only went so far when it came to sacrificing convenience.

      “Of course,” Monsieur Holland said. “I have you in room 215 this evening.” He drew the corresponding key from the hook on the wall behind him. He found it difficult to keep his eyes off the two men as they paid, but not because he found them particularly attractive—though they were. Instead, it was because it sparked a familiar sense of longing in his chest. Glancing over at Roland, he felt his heart give a heavy thump against his ribs.

      He wanted what this couple had… and he wanted it with Roland.

      His whole body felt warm with want as he handed over the key, smile brittle. “I truly hope you enjoy your stay. Please let the staff know if there is anything we can do to make your time with us more enjoyable.” His throat was tight as he watched them stroll off toward the elevators, still hand in hand. They’d brought only one small bag, so Emerson wanted to believe they were here for a romantic getaway, minimal clothing required.

      His eyes slipped over to Roland again, against his will.

      If only things could’ve been easier, less complicated. In another life, perhaps, where Emerson didn’t manage his father’s hotel or where Roland didn’t work under him—or perhaps in a world where Emerson had the balls to stand up to his family’s self-imposed social status.

      His sigh snuck out before he could stifle it, and Roland glanced over at him, a small smile peeking out, a hint of mischief in his eyes, before he quickly turned back to the customer in front of him.

      In any other life…

      His attention was brought back into focus when a man approached the desk. He was the type of alpha that most would find sexy, with broad shoulders, an erotic appeal, and a cocky swagger, though he wasn’t Emerson’s type. There was only one man who could keep his attention, and that was the omega standing just a few feet to his left, close enough to feel the heat from his body. When he glanced over at him from the corner of his eye, he found Roland looking back, and they both quickly straightened out, facing forward.

      “Good evening,” Emerson said, addressing the man before him. “Are you checking in?”

      The man opened his mouth to answer, but no words came out. “Uhh…” he began, then pulled his phone out to glance at the screen. Regardless of his swagger, there was a crack in his armor, and in this moment, he appeared almost nervous. “Can you tell me if the Baxters have checked in yet?”

      “Why, yes, they have, actually. Just a few minutes ago. Would you like me to call up?” Emerson asked.

      The man shook his head sharply. “No, no,” he said quickly. “I think I’ll wait, give them time to settle in.” He glanced around the lobby idly. “Do you have a lounge or something where I can wait?”

      “Yes, sir, just through those doors to your right,” Emerson said, directing with a sweep of his arm. And it was a good thing, too, as the man certainly looked in need of a drink to steady his nerves. The longer he stood there, the less composed he seemed to be. Though the hotel was paid to be discreet, that didn’t stop Emerson from speculating as to the reason for the man’s nervousness.

      Was he here with bad news for the couple in room 215? He certainly hoped not; the men had seemed so happy and in love, he hated to think of their romantic evening being spoiled by this third gentleman.

      “Thank you,” the customer finally said, sliding his phone back into his pocket and meandering away in the direction of the lounge.

      Emerson’s speculation was put on pause as he helped clear the guests from the lobby, getting them all checked in. He and Roland worked in tandem, sliding the check-in book back and forth across the desk, his fingers tingling with the rare skin-on-skin contact, passing each other keys as needed. It felt almost familiar, as if he’d been at Roland’s side his whole life. Too soon, the crowd dwindled out, and it was just him and Roland left.

      There was no more putting off the inevitable; it was time to go home.

      “Well…” Emerson said, straightening out his blazer for something to do with his hands. His eyes, however, took their fill. Roland’s trim waist was accentuated by his tight pants cinched in with a belt, while his jacket hid too much. It was a real struggle for Emerson to drag his eyes upward. He knew he should look Roland in the eye, that he was probably coming across as a creep for ogling, but the omega’s face caused him even more pain, nearly physical. His lips were full and kissable—well, he could only guess, as he had never kissed them—and his dark eyes were like bottomless pits, and Emerson decided he would be glad to fall into them for eternity.

      “Thank you for your help,” Roland said softly, and Emerson almost had to lean in to hear him.

      “Of course. Anytime,” he replied. They spoke to each other like this, with the upmost civility and respect, although there was always an underlying tension beneath their stilted conversation. There had never been a doubt in Emerson’s mind that they were physically compatible, and they both knew it. The chemistry was undeniable… and yet they denied it.

      “Are you leaving? Going home, I mean?”

      “Yes…”

      “It’s Friday night. No big plans?” Roland asked, and Emerson wanted to believe he was asking if he had a date.

      “No, no plans. I’m more of a homebody,” Emerson admitted, while in his mind, he was actually saying he would prefer to stay in… with Roland. In truth, though, the location didn’t matter much. Emerson would gladly take Roland anywhere, in any way. Perhaps even here on this desk, in full view of a lobby full of guests. He’d never thought of himself as terribly kinky, but for Roland, he would be anything the man desired, even an exhibitionist.

      Shuffling footsteps from behind had them both turning. Mercy had returned from her break.

      “Right then,” Emerson said, nodding tersely. “You’re no longer alone, so I’ll be off.” He refused to meet Roland’s eyes and gave Mercy a strained smile. “I hope you both have a good weekend.”

      “I’ll see you Monday morning,” Roland whispered. “I hope.”

      “Yes,” Emerson agreed. “I’ll see you soon.”

      I’ll see you in my dreams.
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      I could feel Wesley’s eyes on me, locked on while I paced back and forth across the luxurious hotel room. It was easily nicer than anywhere we’d stayed before, but this was a special occasion, and that meant splurging a little. We wanted this to be a weekend we never forgot.

      The first thing I’d done when we stepped foot in the room was to take off my shoes and socks, digging my toes into the velvety-soft carpet. It was a ritual of sorts, whenever we traveled, a way of grounding myself in reality, but it did nothing to help slow my heartbeat today. If anything, reality felt more like fiction than ever.

      Wesley’s voice was soft, cautious, as he said, “We can back out, you know. We haven’t committed to anything, and nobody would think any less of you for changing your mind.”

      I looked up sharply, wondering for a second if he was having second thoughts too, but he looked surprisingly calm.

      I paused in my pacing to offer him a smile. “I want this. I do,” I promised him. And it wasn’t a lie. This was everything Wesley and I had ever dreamed of, in fact. A family. It might not have been a strictly traditional way of achieving it, but then again, we weren’t a traditional couple.

      “We could revisit going the IVF route,” he began, but I was quick to shake my head.

      “We can’t afford that, and you know it; we’d have to take out a loan, maybe a second mortgage on the house. And it’s not even a guaranteed thing. Can you imagine spending all that money and then still not getting a baby?” Wes opened his mouth to offer another solution, but I already knew what he was going to say, and I quickly cut him off. “And yes, we could adopt, but that’s outside of our budget too, and it’s a long process to get approved.”

      We’d had this conversation dozens of times since we got married five years ago. We’d considered becoming foster parents, a truly noble commitment, and we still might consider it in the future, but it wasn’t the same as carrying your own child in your womb.

      I at least wanted to try…

      “Hey, it’s okay, relax,” my husband whispered, snagging me around the waist as I was on my way past on the next lap of the room. His lips were soft and gentle as he drew me in against his chest and kissed the side of my neck below my ear. “I’ll be here the whole time. Together in everything, right?” That had been a part of our wedding vows. In sickness, in health, through life and into death. Together forever.

      We’d been inseparable ever since we met in college. It truly was love at first sight, like something out of a fairy tale. His roommate had dragged him reluctantly to a frat party, and I had almost stayed home that night to study for a test the next day, but there’d been this tingling in my limbs telling me I needed to go. And then there he was. We locked eyes across the room. Like magic. It didn’t matter that we were both omegas, we’d simply felt it, this unbreakable connection. We knew it would mean we couldn’t have children together, but it had never once been a deterrent to our love and devotion.

      We were desperate for kids, though. I’d grown up as an only child, and it had been an incredibly lonely childhood. Wesley, on the other hand, had six older siblings and had loved the connection he had with them. As different as our childhoods had been, it had resulted in the same outcome. For different reasons, we’d both been excited to have a big family.

      We’d been saving money for fertilization treatment since before we were married, but we never seemed to make any headway. We kept having to dip into our savings. First it was a broken hot water tank. Then it was the car’s transmission. Finally, Wesley got laid off from his job in insurance sales, and we’d had to tighten our belts a little further. It seemed like a family was never going to happen for us.

      Then one night while we were going over our bank statements, deciding how much we needed to take out of our savings account for bills, Wesley had made a joke. “Why on earth should we have to pay for somebody’s sperm when there’s so much of it readily available for free? We just need somebody to shove it up there!” He’d laughed like it was ridiculous, but then he’d noticed I wasn’t laughing.

      “You’re right,” I had whispered, staring him dead in the eye. “We just need to find the right donor.”

      It seemed like the most obvious solution, I wasn’t sure why we hadn’t considered it before. Not only was it free, but it was also like a two-for-one deal—he could knot us both, doubling our chances for getting pregnant!

      Not surprisingly, finding an alpha to use for sex wasn’t difficult, but we didn’t want just anyone. We had the luxury to be a little more selective than that. We didn’t want it to be anyone we knew, not even a friend of a friend. That would just lead to awkwardness. No, a total stranger was the way to go. And most definitely someone healthy, preferably with appealing physical characteristics.

      Most of the potential donors were down with having a threesome with a married couple, but it was the weird questions we’d been asking that threw them off. “Do you have a family history of cancer or any other genetic diseases or disorders? Alcoholism? Depression? Would you be willing to undergo a medical exam?” It was usually at that point that men’s eager expressions began to fade. It made the situation more real. Then they began to worry about being financially responsible for any children they might produce. Even with the contract we’d offered waiving their rights, it all worked to dull the appeal of a promiscuous threesome.

      We’d made the mistake of putting out an ad on Craig’s List. Yikes, that was… gross. After that, we’d been a little more discreet. Then one night, when we were both feeling frustrated and discouraged, we’d gone to a bar for a drink to console ourselves. It was the last place we had expected to find a suitable sperm donor, but there he was.

      The second we’d laid eyes on Bron, the bartender, we’d known for sure that he was the one. Not only was he a prime physical candidate, but after we’d introduced ourselves and explained what we were looking for, he had answered our questions patiently and without judgment. And just last week, the doctor had given him the all-clear.

      This is it. It’s finally happening.

      Sweat was prickling at my forehead, and Wes, always so aware of what was going through my mind, took me by the hand and led me over to the end of the bed. He lowered down to the mattress and gave me a tug, and I plopped down beside him, blowing out a sigh. “I’m fine, I swear,” I assured him, feeling anything but.

      “You’re more than fine, you’re amazing,” he said, his voice equal parts teasing and sultry. “You are the strongest and bravest man I know. Also, the smartest,” he added, kissing my cheek, “the funniest…”—moving down to my neck—“the sexiest…”

      I slapped at his leg half-heartedly, leaving my hand there, squeezing his thigh. “You’re such a flirt,” I scolded, but my voice came out all breathy. Because my husband knew exactly how to play me. He edged the collar of my shirt aside to expose my collarbone, and I felt the tip of his tongue tickle my flesh.

      “We could get started without him, you know,” Wes urged.

      My breath was shaky as I blew out, but now it wasn’t from nerves but from being turned on. I always wanted Wesley, to the point that it was bordering on an unhealthy obsession. I couldn’t get enough of him. And even now, anxious about what tonight would bring, I felt my cock harden and swell in my pants. “We could,” I agreed, “but isn’t that rude? Bad threesome etiquette?”

      “Are you kidding?” Wes said with a throaty chuckle. “Walking into a room to find a couple having sex, and then being invited to join? It’s every man’s wet dream.”

      He had a point.

      My hand was still resting on Wes’s thigh, and I slid it upward toward his crotch. His thigh was firm under my palm, toned from his regular morning jogs. His whole body was that of a runner, lean and athletic, and he had the stamina to match.

      As the tips of my fingers brushed over his erection, he bit down gently on my neck, eliciting a moan from the back of my throat. “Wes,” I panted, caressing his bulge with a confident grip.

      He arched his hips, rubbing himself into my hand. “I need you, and I don’t want to wait.” His groan had goosebumps raising over my skin. “Take off your clothes,” he directed, his voice commanding. He pulled back to look me in the eye. “I want to watch you.” He got up from the bed and dragged a chair over to the end of the bed and sat down, legs spread wide, massaging himself through his pants.

      I wasn’t nervous anymore. The way his heated gaze seared itself into my flesh, all I could think about was him. I stood and reached up, flicking the buttons on my shirt, one at a time, with excruciating slowness. Inch by inch, the sides of my shirt widened, exposing a triangle of bare skin. Wes’s tongue darted out, wetting his lips. “Yeah, like that,” he praised, his chest rising with his quick breath. “Nice and slow.”

      Once I’d unbuttoned all the way to the waistband of my pants, I tugged the shirt loose but didn’t remove it. Wes liked to be teased; for him, it was all about the foreplay. I fingered my belt, and Wes’s Adam’s apple bobbed with a gulp, his eyes heavy-lidded.

      I was just about to loosen my pants when there was a knock on the door. Wes’s eyes darted up to mine, and a wave of realization washed over me. I froze, suddenly remembering exactly why we were here. On the other side of that door was an alpha, ready to knot both me and my husband.

      Ready to give us our family.

      “Oh gods. He’s here.”
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      The hotel’s lounge was nice, with its mood lighting, leather seats, and polished wood bar. The décor fit in with the hotel’s whole roaring-20s vibe. The clientele, too, was exactly as you would expect in an upscale place like this, with a few couples sipping at martinis, deep in quiet conversation. Overall, I decided it was too nice, in fact, for why I was here. Sex, plain and simple.

      I scoffed at the thought. There was nothing simple about the sex I was about to have.

      I drew in a deep breath and forced myself to release my tight grip on my drink. The ice-chilled glass was blissful against my heated skin, and I was sure the alcohol would smooth over the jagged edges of my nerves, but I wanted to be sober.

      No, that wasn’t entirely true, but I needed to be sober.

      “Would you prefer something else?” the bartender asked, eyeing my untouched beverage. “I can make you just about anything.”

      I gave him what I hoped was a polite smile. “No, it’s fine, thanks. I’m just killing some time.” The drink was nothing more than a prop. Or a security blanket. I hadn’t yet found the courage to go upstairs, even after Wesley texted me their room number.

      The bartender must’ve seen something in my expression, and I could sense the debate behind his eyes—talk or don’t talk. I was a bartender myself, so I understood this better than most. Some customers wanted a sympathetic ear while they poured out their woes or bragged about their achievements, while others simply wanted to wallow in their misery, punishing themselves with drink after drink. Right now, this man—Benny, according to his nametag—was struggling to figure out which category I fell into.

      I didn’t even know myself what I wanted. On the one hand, it was a pretty private arrangement and not my story to tell. On the other, I could really use someone to talk to. I didn’t need advice, exactly, but maybe it would help if I could just say the words out loud.

      Benny wandered off to serve a couple of women who approached the bar to my left, and I mulled over my current situation, staring down at the ice cubes slowly watering down my drink. I’d seen a lot of things over the years while bartending. The job was certainly never boring. I’d seen the beginning of relationships and the end of relationships (sometimes both in the same night). One time, a couple nearly started an orgy on the dance floor, though unfortunately, fistfights were more common. Having police turn up wasn’t an odd occurrence, though only once had I seen them leave with someone in handcuffs.

      Of all the weird and wild things I’d been witness to, not once had they included me. I was always nothing more than a bystander. An outsider. Until Nathan and Wesley stepped into my bar.

      They’d seemed so… respectable. They weren’t our usual clientele, that was for sure. When they’d first walked through the door, they’d been simply radiating love. My heart had given a painful squeeze at the sight of them. I was instantly jealous. I’d been looking for “the one” for years, but no matter how long I’d been searching, I always came up empty. For all those first dates, there’d been no spark, and it wasn’t something you could force. Not once had anyone looked at me the way these two men gazed at each other. It felt almost too intimate, a private moment, and I’d turned away, unable to keep watching them.

      But then they’d focused their eyes on me and my entire world changed.

      What Wesley and Nathan wanted more than anything was a family, and they needed me to help them fulfill that dream. They were both omegas, and they wanted my sperm. It didn’t sound overly romantic, almost a bit scientific and logical, but they couldn’t hide the hopeful gleam in their eyes as they posed their questions.
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