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  About the Book


Behind closed doors at The Scarlet Hotel, anything can happen… even a triple serving of HEA. 
Lazlo’s favorite part about being a doctor is delivering babies, because in his mind, it’s as close as he’ll ever get to being a parent himself. Betas are rare—unable to carry a child, unable to sire one either, but hey, there’s always adoption. If only he wasn’t too busy at the clinic to meet a guy who didn’t mind settling for someone like him.
Omega August is on the run from a past he’ll never fully escape—not when he’s just delivered his baby all on his own. He knows his ex won’t stop until he finds them, so to save his daughter from a life of pain and misery, he leaves her on someone’s doorstep, a man he’s sure could be their savior.
When alpha Jerry finds a baby on his doorstep, he doesn’t hesitate. As an emergency foster parent for CPS, there aren’t many people as qualified as he is to help in this exact situation. Except the baby won’t eat, and she needs a doctor fast. When Jer meets Lazlo, he finds he might need the doctor too, but for an entirely different reason. 
But it isn’t until they find the baby’s daddy that all the pieces finally click.
The Scarlet Hotel continues with Room 216, a standalone romance in the popular m/m mpreg romance series from bestselling author Trisha Linde. Each book features a new couple and begins and ends in a different room at The Scarlet Hotel. Room 216 brings three unlikely strangers together when one baby becomes their whole world. This mmm mpreg romance features a burly alpha strong enough to throw his men around but gentle enough to tend to their every need, an omega starved of love and attention, a beta whose every dream is about to come true, and one enthusiastic foster teen who just got the baby sister he always wanted.
CW: This book contains descriptions of past abuse






  
  Prologue

The Staff


Patrick didn’t mind working in housekeeping at The Scarlet Hotel. His boss was fair, his coworkers were fun, and the work was slack enough that he had plenty of time to work on his romance-author side gig. Whenever he wasn’t cleaning rooms—and sometimes when he should’ve been—he was writing. He blamed all those rumpled sheets for stimulating his muse, as he imagined all the sexy things that might’ve gone on behind closed doors. 
And Patrick had a very, very good imagination.
It helped that he had a sexy new husband at home to keep those creative juices flowing. Alan was always up for a little experimentation when Patrick needed to know if a certain position was even physically possible. Alan was an architect, which certainly helped with his spatial awareness. He was especially good with angles…
Last week, the hotel’s industrial washing machine broke down, which meant sending all the towels and sheets out to be washed while they waited for a part to be delivered. It was a pain in the ass, but not unexpected when the machine was a relic of the Bronze Age. And then yesterday, the dryer said, “Here, hold my beer. I’ll show you how it’s really done,” before it blew a rotor. The hotel’s owner, Monsieur Holland, had gotten it repaired ASAP to avoid a second round of expensive third-party washing, but not before the mound of towels and sheets needing to be cleaned, dried, and folded had climbed to an epic proportion. 
And now it was sometime after midnight, and Patrick was feeling a bit salty about drawing the short straw. He could’ve been at home choking on his husband’s knot, but instead, he was the designated employee doing 27 loads of laundry overnight. It should’ve been Stella’s job, as head of housekeeping, but quite honestly, she had that stern schoolmarm vibe about her, and Patrick was appropriately worried of having his knuckles rapped with a ruler if he even so much as considered talking back to her. At least it paid overtime, and as a bonus, it left lots of time for writing between loads. There was even some inspiration to be found in the rhythmic thunk, thunk, thunk of the washing machine.
At least it had until Conner appeared at the doorway to the laundry. “Hey, someone up on the third floor asked for fresh towels.”
It took Patrick a second to emerge from the scene he’d been writing about a plumber working to clear out some pipes. He withdrew the pen he’d been chewing on from his mouth and glanced up at the clock. “Now? It’s like 2am. He can’t wait until morning?” His brain immediately supplemented a few ideas for why he might need more towels and what might need to be sopped up.
Conner just shrugged. “I guess not. I’m at the front desk by myself. Do you mind?”
Sighing, Patrick didn’t even bother to argue. “Yeah, whatever. What’s the room number?” He grabbed a stack of the freshly folded towels and headed for the elevator. It was good to stretch his legs anyway. Maybe he would grab a cup of coffee from the kitchen on the way back to help wake himself up. He still had a good two hours of work before he could call it a night, and if he fell asleep, it would only mean he’d be stuck here even longer.
The elevator gave a cheerful ding on the third floor. All was silent at this time of night, the guests tucked up in their beds. Even Patrick’s footsteps were muffled by the thick scarlet carpet lining the hall. He tapped lightly on the door of room 320, and when the man in his 40s opened it wearing only a robe, Patrick smiled. Were his suspicions correct? “Your towels, sir.” As he passed them over, he tried to peek around the man to see who else might be in the room with him, hoping for a glimpse of some kind of novel-worthy debauchery, but no such luck.
“Thanks,” the man said with a sigh. “I’ve got the worst hemorrhoids, and I thought a hot soak might help so I can sleep.”
Patrick’s teeth clicked as his jaw clenched tight in an effort to school his expression. “Ah. Yes. That does sound… soothing. I’ll, um… let you get to it then. Have a good night, sir. Feel free to contact reception if you need anything else.” He halfway expected to be sent up later with some Epsom salts. 
On his way back to the elevator, though, the placid stillness of the slumbering hotel was interrupted by a low groan. Patrick’s steps slowed, his lips slowly spreading into a lurid smile. Ahhh, at least someone was having fun tonight. The groan continued longer than it should’ve, though, almost like someone was in pain. 
That… was not a sexy sound.
Patrick, concerned, waited a moment as the stillness returned. He had just decided that it was safe to continue on his way when another groan sounded, deep and guttural, before it was choked off on a sob. It was clearly coming from room 316, and Patrick paused in front of the door, raising his hand to knock. Was this something that shouldn’t be interrupted? Sometimes Alan wrenched a few sounds out of him that might’ve been worrisome to a bystander. Maybe this was none of his business.
But after the groan came whispered mutterings, something that sounded like pleas or prayers to a higher power that may or may not exist, Patrick wasn’t sure. He took a deep breath and held it, eyes closed, and then brought his knuckles down against the wood in a solid knock. His anxiety spiked. The guest might get pissed and report him to his boss, and how was he supposed to explain that he’d been eavesdropping in the hallway and heard a moan? 
Nobody answered, though, and against his better judgment, Patrick leaned even closer and put his ear to the door. “Please…” he heard someone say. “Please… help me.” 
“Shit,” Patrick cursed, fumbling for the clunky master key clipped onto his belt. It took three tries to get the brass key into the lock. He shoved through the door and was hit with a metallic scent of blood. Double shit. “Hello?” he called from the entryway. “I’m here to help. Can I come in?”
His overactive imagination painted all kinds of dramatic scenarios in his mind. Mafia drug deal gone wrong. A scorned lover hellbent on revenge. Sex swing accident. None of those images could’ve prepared him for what he found in the bathroom, though.
There was a young man in the shower stall, lying on his back, legs dangling out the door onto the white tile. His knees were splayed wide, thighs slick with blood, and his hands between them, seemingly trying to hold in a… a… “Holy shit, is that a head!?” Patrick squeaked. 
“The baby…” the man panted, his face scrunched up in pain. “He’s not supposed to… It’s too early. Please.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah, sure. I can…” He trailed off, totally unprepared for this kind of thing. This wasn’t in the housekeeping training manual, that was for sure. His brain was spinning in dizzying circles, searching for somewhere to land. He needed to call an ambulance, for starters, but then what?
His cell phone was in his locker where it was supposed to be, according to hotel policy, but he still patted his pockets as if it might’ve somehow reappeared. “I-I’ll be right b-back,” he stuttered, then ran to the room phone. Picking up the handset, he paced back and forth as far as the short cord would allow him. Finally, Conner picked up downstairs. “Hi, this is Conner at reception. How can I—” 
“It’s me!” Patrick interrupted. 
“Patrick?” Conner sounded genuinely confused. “What are you--?”
“The baby’s coming! Call 911, we need a doctor!”
There was a stunned pause where they both waited for the other to fill the silence. “I didn’t know you were pregnant,” Conner said at last.
“Not me, you idiot! I’m an alpha! The man in 316 is in labor, and the baby is early. We need an ambulance.”
There was the distinct sound of Conner’s panic through the phone, but it was drowned out by the wail of pain echoing out of the bathroom. “I have to go,” Patrick muttered as he went to hang up the phone, but he stopped at the last second when he heard Conner say, “There’s a doctor on the second floor, right below you! Room 216!”
Patrick couldn’t believe their luck. First, he ran back to the bathroom to offer a quick reassurance. “You’re gonna be okay, sir. The ambulance is on its way, and there’s a doctor in the hotel. I’m just gonna run downstairs and get him, and I’ll be right back. Okay?”
The man nodded, but his skin was too pale, hair plastered to his skin either with sweat or from the shower he’d obviously been trying to have. 
The elevator would take too long, so Patrick took the stairs, three at a time and nearly breaking his neck in the process. He burst out on the second-floor hallway, but before he could knock on the door of room 216, it opened and a man appeared. He was sleep-rumpled, his t-shirt on inside out as he tugged on the hem, but he didn’t seem the slightest bit surprised that Patrick was there. “Upstairs?” he asked.
“Um… yes?”
“I heard,” he explained, pointing at the ceiling. “There’s no mistaking the sounds of labor.”
This alleged doctor calmly led the way up the stairwell and went straight to the room. He stepped into the bathroom like it was an operating room, washing his hands at the sink. “Hello, sir. My name is Doctor Zappek. What’s yours?”
Shit, why didn’t Patrick think to ask for the man’s name? 
“Corey,” the guest panted through dry lips. “Please, my baby…”
“Don’t you worry for a second, Corey. Help is here.”

      [image: ]The first blush of dawn was just kissing the skyline when Dr. Zappek finally stepped back into the hotel lobby through the front door. The ambulance had just pulled away from the curb, taking new-dad Corey and his baby to the hospital. The doctor looked tired but relaxed, considering he just delivered a baby in a hotel bathroom. His t-shirt was smeared with blood and other fluids Patrick refused to identify. 
“That was…” Patrick began, approaching the doctor in awe.
“Gross?” Dr. Zappek offered, chuckling.
Patrick laughed too. “I was going to say heroic. I’ve never seen anything like it before. I was all set to panic, but you just delivered that baby like a boss.”
“Well, it is my job. Thank you for your help,” he said, offering his hand to Patrick to shake. “Your quick action got that man and his son the help they needed in time.”
A blush of pride warmed Patrick’s cheeks. “Thanks.” That warmth carried him back to the laundry, where he found Stella finishing off the laundry. 
She, too, offered him a proud smile. “Good job last night, Pat. You head on home to your husband. I’ll take care of the rest.”
As much as Patrick enjoyed writing the sex scenes in his romance novels, there was something about a happy ending that filled his heart with love. This was what a love story was all about. Pain and fear and darkness only made the HEA that much sweeter. And Patrick couldn’t wait to tell Alan all about it.






  
  1
Lazlo


This was supposed to be a holiday. Kinda. Sorta. As close as I ever got to a holiday, anyway. After a dripping tap turned into a kitchen flood, I was having some much-needed updates done to my house, and since they had to shut off the water for a day, I figured I would splurge and spend a night at The Scarlet Hotel. Have a nice meal at the restaurant, take a soak in the whirlpool tub, put my feet up and watch a movie, without having to worry about dishes or replaying the day’s patients in my head. 
At no point had I expected to deliver a baby while on that holiday.
I chuckled, packing my few belongings into the overnight bag I’d brought. I’d woken up in the pitch-black in the dead of night to those distinctive moans. I would recognize those anywhere—even in my sleep, apparently. I had immediately rolled over and turned on the light, reaching for my pants. It took me a few minutes to clear the cobwebs from my brain, but there was never any question about what I would do. Of course I would get dressed and offer my assistance. A baby needed me!
At least I got the dinner and the bath first.
I would never complain about delivering a baby. It was what I lived for, after all. The reason I went into medicine in the first place. My grandfather had recently retired from his practice, leaving me to take the helm. His son, my father, had also gone into medicine, but he’d taken the research route, studying oncology from the Dufresne Cancer Treatment Center in Washington. What we all had in common was the need we felt to save others. It just so happened that I had a soft spot for babies.
The reason? It was probably because I was a beta. Betas were considered fairly rare in our society. Omegas carried the babies, obviously, and alphas sired them. Betas? We were in this in-between limbo of sorts, not one or the other. No slick, no knot, and no babies. I’d read studies about gammas, even rarer, with their ability to do both. As fascinating as the genetics were, the knowledge didn’t help me build a family of my own.
Because there was nothing I wanted more than a family.
Slinging my bag over my shoulder, I headed out the door and down the hall toward the elevator. It really was a nice hotel. Maybe I would come back and try for a holiday again someday. Maybe next time I would bring someone with me…
It was a short trip down on the elevator from the second floor, but I still found my eyes closing, lids scraping over dry eyes, searching for a few more seconds of blessed sleep. As soon as my eyes closed, the image of Corey being loaded into the ambulance popped into my head. 
I thought of the way he’d sobbed his thank-yous to me. “My son is alive because of you,” he said. Whether that was true or not, it was impossible to say, but I would never have risked it either way. Seeing them both healthy and well, that was why I did this. That young alpha from the hotel staff, Patrick, had been helpful too. He listened well and didn’t fall apart like so many alphas I’d seen in the delivery room. He’d passed me towels and held Corey’s hand, dabbed his forehead with a cool cloth. We would’ve managed without him, but I saw the relief he brought to the new dad. Labor was hard enough without having to do it on your own.
The elevator dinged, and I forced my eyes open, pushing off the back wall to get myself moving. My feet felt weighted as I trudged across the marble floor toward the front desk to hand in my key, the scuff of my soles echoing around the glossy, vaulted space. I was beyond exhausted, and I had to head into the clinic now, for a full day of patients. Silly me, I’d thought these days of working on no sleep were behind me after graduating from med school. At least it wouldn’t be the first time I’d pulled it off. Turned out owning a private practice wasn’t as cushy as I’d thought it would be.
My lips twitched with a smile. I wouldn’t have it any other way.
I set my key on the counter and slid it across to the man in the black three-piece suit with a red vest. His blond hair was perfectly styled, laced with the barest hint of silver, and a cleft in his chin gave him a sophisticated air. “Checking out of room 216,” I said, then turned, about to leave.
“Oh, Doctor Zappek,” the man said, bringing my attention back around. “My name is Emerson Holland, and I’m the owner of the hotel.” He stepped out from behind the counter and offered me his hand. “I just wanted to thank you for everything you did last night. Having a baby delivered in one of the rooms was certainly a first for us. Not something you can ever prepare for, I imagine.”
“For me too,” I joked. Squared off with this man, so impeccably dressed, I suddenly felt like a giant slob in my blue polo and khakis. I’d planned on having time to go home and get dressed before work, but I simply wouldn’t have the time today. This was as good as I was going to get.
Mr. Holland’s blue eyes sparkled like sunlight off ice as he smiled at me. He was just so nice. Was that all it was, gratitude? I was really awful at picking up on cues. Was he hitting on me or just kind? Out of curiosity, I found my eyes drifting down to check for a ring on his finger. Married. All the good ones were, so I guessed he was just nice. Either that or I was so desperate and lonely that I saw things that weren’t there. Yeah, that was likely it. “I would like to offer you a refund on your room. You barely got to use it, after all. Considering all the work you did, I should probably be offering you a wage.”
I shook my head, where a headache was slowly forming. I was in desperate need of some coffee, but I forced a smile anyway. “No, I promise it’s no trouble. What kind of doctor would I be if I didn’t offer my help.” I could tell he was going to press the matter, whether out of guilt or gratitude, but I simply didn’t have the time or energy for it right now, so instead, I held a hand up to forestall whatever he was going to say. “I’ll tell you what. How about a rain check for another night in the future? I’m in a hurry to get to the clinic this morning, but I would love to spend a full night in one of those beds. It was like a body-hugging cloud.”
Emerson smiled warmly. “I’ll even upgrade you to a full suite.”
“Consider it a deal.” We shook hands again, and I agreed to be in touch. Whether I would take him up on it or not was tomorrow’s problem. Today, the order of priorities was coffee, food, work. That was all I could manage right now.
Luckily, Crave Coffee was just down the street, so I ran down and loaded up with an extra-large Americano and a bacon-and-egg breakfast croissant, before jogging to the parking garage where I’d left my car. Rush-hour traffic was just getting started, which meant I was going to be late to the office. Of course, today of all days. I groaned and quickly called my receptionist with the hands-free speaker.
“Hey, Delaney. Sorry to stick you with grumpy patients, but I’m caught in traffic right now. I probably won’t be in for another 20 minutes or so. If they get rowdy, throw owie cures at them.” That was what I called the suckers I gave to the kids for getting their vaccines.
Her laugh was raspy through the car’s speakers. “Don’t worry, Lazlo. There’s nothing urgent. Did you have a good holiday?”
I blew a raspberry. “Turned out I was less on holiday, more on-call. I’ll fill you in when I get there, but I will say I’m ordering lunch in today. My treat.” I usually brought my own lunches from home, but that was a no-go. 
“I’ll pull out the menus,” she said, before we disconnected the call. 
I did my best to focus on the road while scarfing down my breakfast, but the brain fog was real. By the time I pulled into my spot in the parking lot, the sun was far too high in the sky, and I felt like I had spent the entire drive in a daze.
I burst into the office, expecting to offer a few apologies, but instead, I found a bunch of concerned expressions on the waiting patients and one very large man with a buzzcut, tattooed sleeves on display, holding a bucket car seat. “Are you the doctor? Please, can you help me?”
My eyes moved from the man, the epitome of masculine perfection, to the baby buckled into the carrier, and I felt the overwhelming fatigue drift away. Would I help? The answer would always be yes.






  
  2
Jeremiah


The headlights cut across my farmhouse as I pulled my SUV into the driveway, the peeling paint on the clapboard making my home look more decrepit than it was. It was sturdy, exactly what you thought of when you heard someone say, “They don’t build ‘em like they used to,” but it had decades left in these old bones. It would outlive me, no doubt. The house lights were out, aside from the flicker of the TV through the living room curtains. I knew Olivia was still up, taking advantage of my streaming services while she babysat Sam. 
I laughed at that thought as I cut the engine and hopped out, boots crunching in the gravel. Sam didn’t need a babysitter—I knew this because he’d told me at least a dozen times. And sure, technically he was old enough to stay home alone, at 13, but he’d come to me as a foster a couple years ago, and I knew he was still nursing a broken heart. Trauma like that didn’t just vanish overnight. 
Olivia looked up when I walked in. “Hey, Jerry. How was it tonight?”
I shrugged. “How is it ever? Loud, messy, smelly, and sticky.” That was probably how you could describe working at any bar, and Mickey’s was no exception. At least no one punched me tonight.
She made a face but laughed all the same, then got up from the couch and grabbed her purse. “I don’t know how you do it. I’d rather do my homework for English Lit—and we’re reading Charles Dickens, so you know I mean business.”
“It pays the bills.” But only because I owned my house outright. It had been my parents’ house before it was left to me in their will, and I’d moved into it as soon as I was old enough to live on my own, almost 20 years ago now. Working at Mickey’s didn’t pay overly well, but my boss was flexible with my hours, which I needed when it came to being an emergency foster parent. Plus, the 80’s theme meant the music was pretty good too. “Speaking of paying the bills…” I said, reaching into my back pocket for my wallet and pulling out her fee for the night.
“Thanks, Jerry. My tuition loan appreciates it.”
“You’re welcome, and thanks for watching Sam for me.”
She waved away my thanks. “That boy is such a sweetie. I feel like I’m robbing you blind by accepting this.” She fanned her face with the cash, then slipped it into her pocket with a wink and waved over her shoulder on the way out the door. “Night, Jer. See you next week.”
I watched from the doorway to make sure she got in her car okay, then locked up the house behind her and turned off the TV. The quiet out here was shocking sometimes, away from the city, but I could hear crickets through the open kitchen window. 
I did my best to tiptoe up the stairs in my socked feet, skipping the steps I knew that creaked, but there was only so much creeping a man my size could do. In the end, it wasn’t enough—it never was. I was just slipping into my bedroom when I heard Sam’s bedroom door open. I paused and stepped back into the hallway. “It’s just me, Sammy. I’m home. You can go to sleep now.”
Without a word, the young teen, sleep rumpled and rosy cheeked, withdrew into his room and closed the door. I hated that he felt the need to make sure I was still here, but after his parents had both died in a car accident, I would reassure him as long as he needed me to. I remembered all too well what it felt like to be left alone.
Sleep came easily for me, after a night of checking IDs and corralling drunks at the bar. It’d been ten years of this, and my body was trained for these late nights and early mornings, so after a quick shower, I faceplanted on the bed and was asleep within minutes.
No matter how well I slept, though, it never seemed like enough. I wished I could sleep in, but it was a school day, which meant getting Sam up and ready for school. My alarm went off at 7am, after just three hours of sleep. My finger hovered over the snooze button for a few seconds. Tempting… but no. That would mean not having enough time to make Sam breakfast, and he was a growing boy. I could always catch a nap after he got on the bus.
As if I needed a kick in the ass, I heard Rudy the Rooster let out his morning call from his perch in the yard. “Yeah, yeah, I hear ya.”
Dragging a hand down my face, I groaned and threw back the blanket, like ripping off a band-aid, welcoming the chilly draft that snuck through the loose window frame. Not quite as good at waking me up as a cup of coffee, but it was close.
On the way downstairs, I knocked on Sam’s door. “You up?” I called and got a grunt in reply. “You’ve got five minutes before I come back up with the garden hose.” He’d never called me on my bluff, but I imagined the day was coming. Teenagers weren’t known for early rising. 
By the time Sam trudged down the stairs, I already had bacon frying, filling the air with its mouthwatering aroma. There were bags under his eyes, and I felt the all-too-familiar guilt tug at my heart. It was my fault for having a job where I came home late. He slept fine on my nights off, trusting that I wasn’t going anywhere, but he needed to see me here, to have that security. I really wished I could get another job, but where else would I find a boss willing to put up with my sudden disappearances whenever Child Protective Services needed me with hardly any notice. That role was important to me, knowing I was there when someone needed me the most.
Sammy dragged the kitchen chair out, but before he could sit, I said, “Ah-ah, aren’t you forgetting something?” He looked at me from under his bangs, and I passed him the egg basket. 
“Aw, c’mon,” he groaned, but he was already reaching for the basket, before he plodded over to the back door dramatically and slipped on his shoes. 
“You know the rule. If you want to eat the eggs, then you have to collect them.” 
“Yeah, fair,” he muttered. He was acting dramatic, but I knew he loved saying good morning to the hens. I’d never intended to have any animals out here on my parents’ old farm, but that darn kid ate so many eggs that it worked out to be cheaper to raise a few layers myself. We built them a pen attached to the old red barn so they could go inside whenever they wanted. They were living a pretty good life, with all the cuddles they could ever ask for.
Samson came back in ten minutes later looking more upbeat. Time with the girls always made him feel better. “Look at Stella’s egg!” he bragged about his favorite speckled hen. He held up an egg that looked far larger than the others.
“That one might feed you for a week!” I teased. “Shall we see what’s inside?”
I cracked it into a bowl, and there were two yolks, and Sammy gave a little gasp in awe. “Cool!”
With a plate full of bacon, eggs, and toast, he scarfed down his breakfast while I watched on with my first cup of coffee in hand. This kid was seriously amazing. The road he was on wasn’t without its bumps, but I felt so privileged to be on the journey with him, wherever it brought him. I’d helped my share of kids pass through the system over the past 15 years, but the thought of letting him go now was unbearable. I’d already been looking into the adoption process. Sammy was my son in every way that mattered. Now I just had to make it official.
I glanced at the clock. “You’d better hurry. Bus’ll be here in five minutes.”
Sam hopped up from the table, put his plate in the dishwasher, then rushed off to pack his bag. By the time the bus had pulled up at the end of the driveway, he was ready to go. “Bye, Jerry!” he called back to me, nothing more than a blur and a rush of air on the way by. I stood on the porch and waited, knowing he would turn back at the last second for a final goodbye. My
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