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HE VOWED TO PROTECT her...but can he avoid falling for her?

British archeologist Emma Williams narrowly escaped being kidnapped while conducting research in the Middle East. Now she has critical documents a terrorist group is searching for—and they’ll stop at nothing to track her down. The brash, bossy American Navy SEAL she meets in a pub was never supposed to be part of her escape plan—but if she can ignore his bulging muscles, bravado, and piercing blue eyes, she might just get out of this unscathed.

Navy SEAL Hunter “Hook” Murdock is on his way home from an operation when he finds himself tracking down terrorists in London. The feisty archeologist he meets in a pub isn’t supposed to be the woman they’re searching for—but he’ll stop at nothing to protect her. The beautiful Emma may be book smart—but she’s completely naïve when it comes to her own safety. He’ll watch her 24/7 if he has to—and attempt to ignore her feminine curves, pouty lips, and whip-smart personality.

When the Oxford-educated Emma meets the rough-and-tumble Navy SEAL, all bets are off. Sparks fly as they flee danger—and attempt not to fall for one another.

Tempted by a SEAL, a standalone novel, is Book 8 in the addictive Alpha SEALs series.
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Prologue
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EMMA WILLIAMS GLANCED around the crowded bazaar in Kabul, tucking her long, flaming red hair more securely beneath her headscarf. Perspiration dampened the back of her neck as she took in the sights and sounds of the open market, and she cursed the thick hair she’d hidden. The clothing covering practically every inch of her skin.

She didn’t exactly blend in with the locals though, and with her fair, porcelain skin and bright hair, she stood out amongst the Afghanis even more than most Westerners.

And there was no need to draw any further attention to herself.

The smell of kabobs seasoned with fresh herbs filled the warm air, drifting throughout the marketplace, and she watched a man animatedly talking as he sold several plates of them to a family. 

The long, tunic-style blouse she had on over her worn-in jeans fluttered in the slight breeze, and she would’ve killed for a breezy little sundress. Good heavens, even shorts and a tank top. Nothing like being covered from head to toe in the sweltering, 95-degree weather—well, not literally head to toe, she thought with a smirk.

She was wearing sandals.

But she looked exactly like every other Western aid worker here in Afghanistan—had blended in nicely with them for the past week and a half.

Never mind that she was really in the country conducting archeology research for the latest academic paper she was writing. Some of the locals might frown on a woman doing a “man’s” job, but aid workers were welcome here—as long as they didn’t reveal any skin, avoided all forms of alcohol, kept their hair covered, and never spent any time alone with a man.

Good heavens.

She respected the customs of other countries, but there was no way on Earth she could ever live here for an extended period of time, research or not.

“Look at those,” her colleague Lily said, pointing toward another merchant’s wares.

The dusty street they were walking along was lined up and down with vendors—booth after booth was filled with spices, traditional Afghani clothing, scarves, jewelry, and fresh fruits and vegetables. Colorful, woven tapestries fluttered in the slight breeze, and Emma’s eyes were drawn to the tables of painted pottery that Lily was pointing to.

Some of the vases would look fabulous on an end table at her flat back in London, but it would be difficult to transport them safely back in her rush to leave in the morning. 

Guilt seeped through her at the thought of leaving her colleagues and friend, but she didn’t exactly have any other options.

“Beautiful,” Emma agreed. “I’d probably break them on the flight back though.”

Lily laughed, her light brown waves peeking out from her own headscarf. “You’re here six months, right? I’m sure you can figure out how to safely pack them in your suitcase by then. Just wrap them up in your clothes or buy one of those gorgeous tapestries. I’m thinking of getting one for my apartment back home.”

Emma smiled, nodding slightly at her American friend. Emma had gone through a painstaking process to obtain the necessary visas and paperwork to come to Afghanistan posing as an aid worker. Her friend was here for legitimate reasons—to actually help the people of this country. To work here for the duration of her visa.

But after the information Emma had accidentally uncovered this week?

She shuddered despite the heat.

No. She absolutely needed to return to London as quickly as possible.

Her eyes swept across the bazaar, making sure there was nothing out of the ordinary. Double checking to ensure she wasn’t being followed.

Yes. She had to go back to London. It would be safer for everyone that way.

A group of men talking loudly by one stall in the market caught her attention, and she neatly turned around, walking in another direction as her pulse pounded and adrenaline surged through her veins. Fear clutched her chest, and her eyes scanned the crowd mingling there.

She took a deep breath as she quickly hurried away, leaving Lily behind her.

They most certainly weren’t the men one of her other colleagues had said were asking about her yesterday.

They couldn’t be.

The market was filled with people, young and old, foreigners and locals alike, and she was letting her imagination get carried away.

It was bad enough she’d already drawn unwanted attention to herself. Gossip spread like wildfire about foreigners here, especially Western women, and the last thing she needed was more prying eyes. She’d snooped where she shouldn’t have while conducting her research a few days ago, and it apparently hadn’t gone unnoticed.

“Wait up!” Lily called out, hurrying after her.

“I just remembered something I have to pick up,” Emma said, glancing back toward Lily’s flushed face. Her eyes trailed back to the group of men again, and she picked up the pace. “Meet you in ten minutes by the fruit stalls?”

“Oh, sure,” Lily said, looking confused as she fell in step beside Emma. “I thought you wanted to look at the tapestries with me.”

“I will. I just need to purchase something else first.”

“More tea?” Lily joked.

“They’re certainly a people after my own heart,” Emma said, relaxing slightly the further they walked.

“Not mine. They’re aren’t nearly enough coffee shops here in Kabul.”

“You Americans and your coffee,” Emma teased. “I don’t think I’ll ever get used to you drinking that harsh, bitter brew first thing in the morning.”

Lily laughed. “Give me a few weeks. I’ll change your mind.”

“Highly unlikely. I’m a true Brit, born and bred. I’ll meet you back by the fruit stalls in a few minutes,” she said, pausing in the middle of the bazaar. “We can select a tapestry then if you like.”

“All right,” Lily agreed. “I’ll meet you then. Catch ya later.”

Emma watched her friend walk away before turning and continuing in the opposite direction. Having no intention of returning.

If those men she’d seen were the ones who’d been asking about her, there was no sense in dragging Lily into her problems. No point in potentially putting her in harm’s way. It was better that Emma had ducked out of sight before they spotted her.

Lily would no doubt wonder where she was when she didn’t show up in ten minutes, but if it meant keeping her safe? It was quite worth the secrecy and any hurt feelings that might ensue.

Emma shifted her tan leather backpack from one shoulder to the other, her stomach fluttering with nerves as she thought of the documents she’d discovered during her research the other day that were stuffed into the lining. She was catching a flight out tomorrow, and if she could just continue acting as if everything was normal for the next twenty-four hours, she’d be back in London in no time. 

She had several academic journals interested in her research and was quite looking forward to some quiet time alone with her materials, laptop, and a hot cup of tea. 

And as for the documents she’d discovered?

A trip to the police would be in order as soon as she returned to London—or perhaps MI6. But it’s not like she could just waltz in there announcing she’d found what looked to be a list full of targets for a terrorist attack. The guards certainly wouldn’t let her just stroll into headquarters unannounced proclaiming she had that type of information. They probably wouldn’t even believe her.

Perhaps some of her colleagues at the museum had government contacts she could reach out to. Officials who would believe the documents she’d found and insist on seeing them as soon as possible.

Certainly going to the police was necessary at the bare minimum.

Worry churned through her stomach.

Ducking between two booths, she set her backpack on the dusty ground and lifted a vase up to carefully inspect it. Maybe she should purchase one after all and stuff the papers she’d found into it. Her backpack seemed too obvious of a hiding spot.

But what if the vase broke?

Anyone who saw it would certainly notice what she’d hidden.

Wonder why she’d stuffed papers in there.

She tapped the vase with her fingertips, trying to determine how sturdy it might be, the gold band around her left ring finger glinting in the afternoon sunlight—you couldn’t be too careful as a woman traveling alone in certain areas of the world.

If the locals believed she was a married woman, then she was all for a little white lie.

A young boy working alongside his family in the booth smiled up at Emma.

“Buy for 1,200 afghanis.”

“No, thank you,” she said, politely shaking her head.

“Yes?” he asked.

She shook her head no again and bent to pick up her backpack from the ground, uneasiness suddenly prickling across her skin. Her heart raced as the boy’s gaze shifted to something behind her, a confused look on his face.

Swallowing nervously, Emma drew in a breath and turned to find two of the men who’d been arguing loudly standing before her.

Eyeing her with interest.

Startled, she took a step backward as icy cold fear raced down her spine.

Had they been following her around the bazaar?

One reached out toward her, and she couldn’t follow the quickly flowing words coming from his mouth. His hand brushed against the backpack she was clutching.

She turned, knocking over the table of vases, listening to the shouts of the men and family behind her.

She ran.
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NAVY SEAL HUNTER “HOOK” Murdock grimaced as he took a swig of the lukewarm soda, muttering a curse under his breath. He shifted on his barstool, irritation seeping through him as laughter and conversations filled the air around him. He wasn’t normally one to crave an ice-cold Coke, but damn. What the hell did the Brits have against ice cubes anyway?

He had half a mind to ask for a pint instead, but he never drank on the job.

And this one was just getting started.

Sweeping his gaze across the crowded pub, he caught his reflection in the mirror behind the bar—dark, shortly cropped hair that was just starting to look scruffy, the one-week-old growth of beard leftover from his latest op, the hint of an anchor tattoo on his bicep peeking out beneath his sleeve, and a second tattoo of a snake curling up his muscled forearm.

As if his appearance wasn’t enough, the scowl on his face scared off most people.

If he wanted the company of a beautiful woman for the night, he could turn on the charm like the best of them—flash a smile, flex his biceps. Whisper a few meaningless words about how beautiful she was.

Not that he’d be picking up a woman in the middle of conducting surveillance.

His eyes scanned the noisy pub again, filling with Londoners after a day’s work. Suit jackets were coming off. Sleeves getting pushed up. The greasy smell of fish and chips permeated the air, glasses clinked behind the bar as orders were rushed to be filled, and his stomach rumbled.

Damn he was hungry. But food could come later.

The young female bartender walked back over to him, leaning against the bar so that he could see the cleavage spilling out of her low-cut top. “Can I get you anything else, love?”

“How about a cup full of ice?”

She laughed, her breasts bobbing up and down as she stood. “You Americans.”

He bristled as she walked away to help another customer. Maybe he could just wear a damn American flag to draw even more attention to himself.

Jesus Christ.

Most of his SEAL team was on a C-17 transport plane back to the States after conducting their latest op in the Middle East—rescuing the daughter of an American Senator who’d been taken hostage. Hunter’s Delta SEAL team had joined the Alpha SEALs from Naval Amphibious Base Little Creek to conduct the rescue mission. The two teams made an intimidating show of force and were among the best of the best—elite, highly trained, and heavily armed. Although one of the SEALs had been injured, the op had otherwise gone off as planned. 

Patrick “Ice” Foster, the leader of the Alpha SEALs, had been laid up in a hospital in Landstuhl, Germany but was finally back in Virginia on the road to recovery. He’d even gotten engaged to his girlfriend after the incident.

Ice was engaged. Imagine that.

Crazy what the threat of imminent death could lead a man to do.

Not that Hunter had anyone waiting for him back home.

Or that he wanted anyone to be.

Hunter’s gut had churned as he’d watched the other SEAL team load onto the Black Hawks outside the terrorist camp in Afghanistan with Ice’s limp body being dragged by two of the other men. That type of shit was something no one wanted to see.

Hunter and his Delta team had provided cover, sweeping the perimeter of camp as they shot at stray insurgents. Watching the other team get the fuck out of dodge.

Between the two SEAL teams, they’d taken out multiple terrorists as they infiltrated the camp. Come under heavy fire. Rescued the American hostage. 

But that didn’t lessen his taste for revenge.

Or his need to track down any and all others affiliated with the terror group.

The latest intelligence from the Pentagon indicated another woman may have been taken hostage—a British archeologist who’d gone to Afghanistan to conduct research. She’d been able to enter the country posing as an aid worker but hadn’t been heard from in several days. Her American colleague had reported she’d never returned to the aid group’s housing after they’d gotten separated at a market in Kabul.

The latest SITREP, or situation report of an unfolding incident, indicated the archeologist’s suspected kidnapping may have been orchestrated by a couple of British citizens who’d turned over her information for a pretty penny—make that a pretty pound in this case.

He smirked.

Hunter had been in London on R&R when word from the Pentagon came in about the terrorists’ ties to Kensington. He’d abandoned his plans to finish sight-seeing and flirting with British women during his much-needed time off and had set up shop in a hotel down the street.

He’d gone over the descriptions of the suspects this morning and received intelligence on their routines for the remainder of the day. It wasn’t the typical job of a Navy SEAL, but hell, he’d been in the right place at the right time.

And just coming off an op connected to these bastards made him that much more inclined to hunt them down. The fact that they may have taken another innocent woman sent his protective instincts soaring and adrenaline surging through his veins.

Although he certainly enjoyed his time alone with the fairer sex—preferably beneath the covers—the fact that some terrorist assholes had tried to kidnap another woman sent rage roaring through him.

Best case scenario was that it was all a mistake—just because she hadn’t been heard from didn’t mean she’d been kidnapped.

But worst case?

He clenched his fists, mind swirling with the possibilities of where she was, when the barstool beside him was suddenly pulled back.

His fellow SEAL team member Mason “Riptide” Ryan sank down beside him, his cropped blond hair damp from a shower and eyes glinting in amusement as he took in the lukewarm drink in front of Hunter.

“Don’t say it,” Hunter muttered.

“I’m going to buy you a whole damn block of ice when we’re back in the states.”

“Doesn’t help me much now, wise guy.”

“Ain’t that the truth.”

“So much for a little R&R this week,” Hunter said, cracking his knuckles. “I’ve had exactly one decent night’s sleep. Not that I’m complaining about the woman I was with the other night,” he added with a smirk. His gaze slid to a group of women laughing nearby, roaming over their curves, then swept back to Mason.

He had work to do.

Mason chuckled. “Yep. It’s not exactly ideal to come right off one op and then get sucked back into this clusterfuck. Although how you managed to get us involved is beyond me. You’d think the Brits would be all over this.”

Hunter smirked. “What can I say? I’ve got friends in high places. I’d rather deal with these assholes myself after rescuing the Senator’s daughter,” he said in a low voice.

“Damn straight,” Mason agreed. “The poor girl looked scared out of her mind.”

“Unfortunately, our hands are tied aside from gathering intel though. After we get what we need, confirmation that these two assholes were involved, you can paint the town, pretty boy.”

“I’m still wiped out from last night.”

“What time did you drag your ass back to the hotel?”

“Three a.m. The British babe I met lived clear on the other side of London. I got lost on the damn Tube coming back.”

Hunter guffawed. “You can pinpoint a location anywhere in the world within millimeters using GPS coordinates and sat imagery but can’t figure out a damn subway system?”

“Hell, I was thinking with my dick the entire way to her place. She could’ve taken me across the goddamn English Channel, and I probably wouldn’t have noticed. Besides, after three rounds between the sheets, I was wiped. And don’t worry—she was fully satisfied as well. If nothing, I’m a gentleman.”

The edge of Hunter’s mouth quirked up. “Why didn’t you wait and leave until morning then, Romeo?”

Mason chuckled. “Not my MO, man. Yours either.”

Hunter smirked, shaking his head. “Touché.”

Their entire Delta SEAL team was full of single, rough and tumble Alpha males who enjoyed the company of a beautiful woman. Whenever they were back stateside, they’d prowl around the Virginia Beach area, not far from their base in Little Creek, looking for a pretty woman to take home for the night.

Something about sunshine, sand, and beautiful women in bikinis did it every time.

Hunter had no desire to settle down with one woman—not when the whole damn world was his oyster. And hell if he didn’t love diving for pearls.

Driving a woman wild in bed was his specialty—and if he could enjoy the pleasure of a different woman every weekend, he damn well would. No sense in tying himself down when he deployed all the time anyway. Nothing like trying to maintain a relationship when you couldn’t say where you were going, what you were doing, or when you’d be back.

Most women he’d met couldn’t handle a situation like that—and hell if life wasn’t easier this way.

His SEAL team made an imposing force when they were together—even out of uniform, their shortly cropped hair, muscles, and certain swagger seemed to give away their profession.

And hell.

They were never short on ladies looking to spend the night with a Navy SEAL.

He’d already enjoyed a one-night-stand his first night in London—a university student he’d met while sightseeing. She’d asked if he was lost, and he’d gone along with it, figuring he’d seem less intimidating to her that way. Never mind that he’d memorized the map of the London streets and knew the exact way back to his hotel. Could practically count the number of steps from the street corner to the front door.

She’d batted those long lashes at him, and he’d gone along for the ride.

And ride him she had—all damn night.

Cowgirl. Reverse cowgirl. She was insatiable in bed—not that he’d had any complaints.
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