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A SIZZLING NIGHT OF passion. An obsessed stalker on the loose. And a Navy SEAL who’ll fight for the woman he wants.

Navy SEAL Logan “Hurricane” Hudson never forgot the gorgeous brunette from last summer. One kiss left her memory emblazoned in his mind—and her storming off in anger. When their paths cross again, he comes to her aid—and gives her a night that will change their lives forever.

Bakery owner Harper Greenwell knows she’s playing with fire, but a night with the handsome SEAL was supposed to be only that—one night. She’s got a business to run and no time for a major flirt like Logan—no matter how tempting his muscles and cocky smile may be.

When vandalism to her property escalates to dangerous threats, Harper discovers a crazed stalker is after her. But she also has a secret that changes everything, and Logan will do anything to keep her safe. Can he rescue her from danger and convince Harper he’ll be the man she deserves?

SEAL’s Redemption, a standalone novel, is book six in the addictive Alpha SEALs Coronado series.
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HARPER GREENWELL FLIPPED her long, black hair over her shoulder as she strode down the San Diego boardwalk, inhaling the salty ocean breeze. Her ripped skinny jeans were trendy and comfortable, and the leather flip-flops she had on made a slapping sound against the wood. Her stack of bracelets slid back down to her wrist as they walked toward the bar, and she glanced over at her best friend. Caitlyn was practically giddy with excitement, grinning from ear to ear. She might as well have had little cartoon hearts floating around her head with the lovestruck look in her eyes. Caitlyn and Troy hadn’t been dating long, but damn. Her friend was smitten and more than a little excited to see her new boyfriend tonight.

Although Harper was looking forward to meeting the man who’d captured Caitlyn’s heart—not to mention saved her life during a hostage standoff on a yacht a few weeks ago—she wasn’t quite as excited about meeting Troy’s Navy SEAL teammate. She’d met a couple of Navy guys in the past few years; she lived in San Diego after all. It was hard to avoid ever running into a military man. Most of them had seemed cocky and arrogant. Maybe that had worked when she was younger and down for some beers and flirtations every weekend, but someday, she’d like to settle down. Meet a decent guy. Start a family. And that wouldn’t exactly happen by bar-hopping every Saturday night.

Tonight they were just meeting for drinks though. If Troy’s buddy was an ass, she’d leave. Caitlyn and Troy would have fun with or without them.

Caitlyn took a sip of her iced coffee, her red hair blowing in the breeze. The two of them were total opposites in looks. Harper was tall and willowy, with jet-black straight hair and a tiny nose piercing. Caitlyn was petite and perfect—with curves that men loved, red waves that framed her face, and even a cute smattering of freckles. Harper swore men always gravitated to Caitlyn because she was so damn cute and bubbly.

Harper was friendly and outgoing. She had to be given that she owned a bakery and talked to new customers daily. That didn’t mean people drifted toward her the way they did with Caitlyn though.

“Hey, there are the guys!” Caitlyn said excitedly.

Harper looked to where she was pointing, seeing two muscular men sauntering toward them. The blond guy was no doubt Troy. He was staring at Caitlyn like he was about to eat her right up, and she looked like she’d let him. The dark-haired man next to him had her doing a double take as her heart pounded and awareness washed over her. He was handsome as hell—at least six-feet tall, with chiseled good looks and an athletic frame. He had broad shoulders and moved comfortably, like he knew all eyes were on him.

They were.

She noticed a group of women off to the side sneaking a glance, and she was practically ogling him herself.

His eyes were scanning the water though, and she frowned as a feeling of déjà vu slammed into her.

The man’s head turned, and then his dark gaze met hers. She nearly stumbled, wishing she could slowly sink into the ground. She knew him. Knew what it felt like to have his hands lightly running up and down her arms. Knew what it felt like to have those lips moving against hers. And she’d seen that hard body and those muscles up close—felt the power constrained within him, even though they’d gone no further than those few stolen moments when he’d kissed her.

Holy shit.

This guy had pressed her up against her car last summer and kissed her like he meant it. Never mind that they’d basically been strangers. The chemistry between them had been immediate and impossible to ignore. He’d helped her carry some things to her car and then—bam. They’d flirted a few minutes, and he’d moved in and kissed her. Passionately. It had been the type of kiss a woman remembered months and months later. Which was a problem.

“Hi! What’s wrong?” Caitlyn asked, looking at Troy with concern. Both men did look a bit tense—tired, too. But Caitlyn had told her they’d been in training in Coronado all day. While Harper stood on her feet for hours baking and decorating wedding cakes, it certainly wasn’t anything compared to what these guys did. Hostage rescues. Underwater dives. Shoot-outs. They probably jumped out of airplanes, too. All she knew was that they’d saved her best friend’s life a few weeks ago. For that, she’d be eternally grateful. They were clearly professionals and well-trained by the Navy.

But drinks with the jackass walking toward them? That was a hard pass.

She realized that Caitlyn was introducing her, and she knew immediately that Logan recognized her, too. She’d tell him off and then get on her merry way. She had better things to do than stand around with a womanizer like him. Troy might be a decent guy, but clearly, he had some improvements to make in the friend department.

She shook Troy’s outstretched hand and was thankful Logan didn’t act like they’d never met before. “Shall we go grab a drink?” Logan asked. He gestured for Harper to go ahead, and she began walking toward the bar, leaving her bestie behind her talking quietly with Troy. They deserved a moment of privacy, and Logan deserved the tongue-lashing he was about to get.

“Where’s your date?” she asked casually as he fell in step beside her. “I assume you’re meeting another woman here as well.”

“There’s no other woman,” he said, his deep voice causing her belly to do flips. “I’m not seeing anyone right now.”

“Sure. I assume she’ll show up after you start flirting outrageously with me. That’s how you roll, right? Do you need an entire harem to feed your enormous ego?”

He chuckled beside her, and she tried not to let him get under her skin. She probably should’ve never used the word “enormous” around a guy like him. No doubt Logan was thinking with his dick. Hadn’t that been the case when he’d pressed her against the car and kissed the hell out of her months ago?

“I’m a one-woman type of guy, sweetheart.”

Their friends were dawdling behind them, and Harper stopped in front of the bar, angrily looking at Logan. Sweetheart? No chance in hell would she ever be this guy’s sweetheart. She had exactly zero intentions of going inside and making small talk with him.

Logan stood too close for her comfort, looking down at her with those full lips pressed together, his dark eyes unreadable. He didn’t look the slightest bit embarrassed. And damn him for looking so handsome even now. She was tall for a woman—five foot nine. And Logan still had to glance down to meet her gaze.

Warmth flooded through her as she recalled his large, muscular body pressing against hers. He wasn’t obnoxiously muscled—just athletic. Strong.

Taken, too, as she recalled.

“Are you still baking?” he asked. “I broke up with that chick right after the bridal shower, but she raved about the cupcakes you made.”

“Yes, I still own a bakery. And I haven’t made out with the boyfriends of any party guests again if that’s what you’re asking.”

His lips quirked. “I couldn’t exactly leave her stranded there. No joke—we broke up that night. It was essentially over with her when I met you.”

“Uh-huh. And you conveniently didn’t mention that when you asked for my number?”

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured. “I wanted to text you. Go out for drinks sometime. I wasn’t exactly planning to kiss you right then. It just happened. It’s not like you were pushing me away.”

“You’re an asshole. I’ll tell Caitlyn I can’t stay.”

“Tell them whatever you want,” he said, his voice gruff. “I was a dick. I can admit it.”

Her eyebrows lifted.

“Look, I was planning to break it off with that girl anyway before I met you. Maybe I should’ve mentioned I was picking her up, but I saw what I wanted and went after it.”

“It being me,” she said dryly. “How flattering.”

“I don’t regret kissing you,” he said huskily. “You were cute as hell trying to lug all that bakery stuff out to your car. I didn’t mind helping you—or feeling you pressed up against me when I made a move. I swear I can still smell that floral perfume you had on.”

Her skin heated. She remembered every moment as well—their connection had been instant. Electric. Logan’s skin had brushed against hers as he’d taken the large box from her arms, and it was like something inside her had lit up. They’d only stood outside a few minutes talking and laughing, and she’d given him her number before he’d backed her against her car door.

That didn’t mean any of it was okay. He’d been there to pick up his girlfriend. Date. Whatever the hell he wanted to call her. She’d assumed he was a relative of the bride who’d arrived to help clean up and gather the presents. Not somebody’s boyfriend.

“I’m going to leave,” she announced.

“Nope. I will.”

“Works for me. Try not to kiss any strangers on the way home.”

Logan clenched his jaw, looking annoyed. Not that any of it was her problem.

“Hey! What’s going on?” Caitlyn asked as she and Troy hurried toward them. “What’s wrong?”

“I’ve got to split,” Logan said. He glanced at Harper again, and she wondered if he was going to make a snide comeback. Or tell them she’d let a guy she didn’t even know back her against her convertible and kiss her senseless.

His head swiveled back to their friends. “I’ll see you tomorrow, T. Bye Caitlyn.”

Without another word, Logan turned and headed the other way, hands shoved in his pockets. Harper bit her lip, feeling the tiniest bit guilty. Not that she should. She’d been single all those months ago. It’s not like she was the one who’d done anything wrong. The fact that he didn’t even bother to say goodbye to her stung just a little though.

“What was that about?” Caitlyn asked, looking completely bewildered.

Harper rolled her eyes. “I met that asshole six months ago. Turns out, he’s a total dick. It took me a moment to place him when you guys first walked up. Don’t worry, we didn’t sleep together or anything. Not that he didn’t ask. You two enjoy your drinks and dinner. I’ll just head out.”

“Harper, no. You can join us.”

“Absolutely,” Troy said. “I don’t know what happened between you and Logan months ago, but I can talk to him if he needs to apologize.”

“Hey, it’s no big deal. I’m sure you guys want some alone time. Call me tomorrow, all right?” she said, looking at Caitlyn. Her friend looked concerned, but without waiting for an answer, Harper walked back the way she’d just come. Caitlyn was head-over-heels for Troy, and they didn’t need her around as the third wheel tonight. They’d just gotten serious with one another and clearly were looking forward to a night alone later on.

The ocean breeze blew through Harper’s hair as she walked back along the boardwalk. Now she’d have to figure out what to do for dinner. Maybe she should’ve ordered some food to-go and taken it home. Too late now.

Blowing out a sigh, her anger lessened. Sure, Logan was an ass, but she wasn’t going to let him ruin her night. Besides, she had a hell of a lot to do before the weekend. With a wedding cake to bake, a cupcake order for a baby shower, and a few smaller custom orders, she mentally ran over the list of ingredients she needed. She’d just told Caitlyn earlier about her plans to expand the bakery this year. She’d have an actual storefront after she found a new, bigger location. Harper would need an assistant, cashiers to run the front bakery section, and probably a new website as well. She was thrilled she’d secured a business loan to be able to expand her bakery, but now her to-do list was a mile long.

Crossing the street, she walked over to where she’d parked along the curb, her leather flip-flops slapping on the asphalt. Her convertible was exactly where she’d left it, but something didn’t seem right. Was her car tilting slightly?

She groaned as she realized her back tire was flat. Had she run over a nail? Her car had been fine thirty minutes ago.

Cursing, she stood there looking at the flat for a moment as if that would magically make it better. How in the hell had this happened? She didn’t need something else to deal with at the moment. Harper would have to call a tow truck and have the driver put on the spare. Although she’d learned years ago how to change a tire, she wasn’t sure she could actually do it, especially on the side of the busy road.

Why hadn’t she ever practiced changing a tire again? It seemed like an important skill to have.

Harper pulled her dark hair back into a ponytail and crouched down, looking more closely at the tire. Damn. She didn’t see any nails sticking out or anything like that, but what did she know? It could be on the bottom. How was she supposed to know what had happened? Standing back up, she pulled out her cell phone. No doubt Troy and Caitlyn would come help her, but she didn’t want to bother them. She’d find a towing company to come meet her here instead.

“Harper,” a deep voice said from behind her, and she nearly jumped out of her skin.

“Shit. Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. I parked a couple of cars down. You’ve got a flat?”

She turned around to look at Logan, who had the nerve to still look handsome as hell there on the sidewalk. Chiseled jaw. Tall, athletic frame. And those deep brown eyes that were boring right into her. Well, even though she didn’t like the guy, she’d accept his help if he offered. Who knew how long she’d be waiting for a tow truck?

“Yeah. It was fine earlier when Caitlyn and I parked, but I just got back to my car and noticed....” She trailed off as he looked at her quizzically. “What?” she asked.

Logan cleared his throat. “I’ve never seen you with your hair up.”

“Okay. Well, a ponytail is a common look. Pretty popular for the average American girl.”

His lips quirked. “Yep. But you’re anything but average. Do you have a spare?”

“Ponytail?”

He chuckled. “Tire. Do you have a spare tire?”

She shrugged. “Just the donut kind—not a full size one. It should be in my trunk, but I have to admit, I haven’t actually checked to make sure it’s okay to use either. I assume so.”

Logan knelt down on the ground, the spicy scent of his soap wafting through the air as he moved. Damn. Did he have to be so mouth-watering? He was good-looking and knew it. And he obviously knew she was attracted to him. They’d made-out leaning against this very car six months ago, hadn’t they?

That didn’t mean she’d make the same mistake again.

“Shit,” he muttered, running his fingers over the damaged tire. She looked down and totally ignored his muscular forearms and hands. She was focused only on the tire and damage to it. Obviously.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, growing concerned at the expression on his face.

“Someone slashed your tire.”

“What?” she asked in surprise, crouching down next to him. She tried to ignore the goosebumps that were suddenly covering her skin. Logan was a jerk. A jerk who was helping her at the moment, but a jerk nonetheless. No doubt he probably assumed she’d sleep with him or something to profess her undying gratitude for his helping her right now.

“Right here.” Her gaze landed on the spot he was pointing to. She’d missed it when she’d crouched down earlier, but sure enough, someone had taken a knife or sharp object and cut right into the tire. He looked up, glancing around the area. “Maybe one of these stores has security camera footage we could take a look at,” he said, nodding at the one closest to them. “They might have caught whoever did this. If not, I’ll call Ace.”

“Who’s Ace?” she asked, watching in fascination as Logan quickly jumped to his feet. She took the hand he held out, letting him pull her up beside him. His hand was muscled and warm, and damn. He was tall. She felt almost petite next to him, which was crazy. Caitlyn was petite. Harper was tall and slender, without any of her best friend’s curves.

“Another guy on base. He’s a computer whiz—scary strong, too. But he could hack into the security systems of these stores if they won’t let us look at the footage.”

“Maybe we should just call the police,” she hedged. “I don’t want him to get in trouble.”

Logan nodded. “Yep. We can do that, too.” He pulled out his phone, but rather than dialing the nonemergency number, he began taking pictures.

“What are you doing?”

“It’s a crime scene. You could’ve been randomly targeted, but I want a few pictures just in case.”

“Oh shit,” she muttered. Her best friend had just been on the hijacked yacht a few weeks ago. Some of the gunmen who’d taken it over were still on the loose. Or at least one was. That shouldn’t exactly relate to her though. Although she’d delivered a cake the evening of the hijacking, she hadn’t been on board. She had no idea what any of them looked like.

“It probably has nothing to do with the yacht,” Logan said, uncannily reading her mind. “It’s just a precaution.”

Harper shook her head. It seemed like Logan, Troy, and their SEAL teammates were all overprotective alpha males. They’d looked stressed out earlier when they’d walked up to meet her and Caitlyn. She’d assumed Logan was unhappy to see her, but no doubt they’d been busy still dealing with the repercussions of the hijacking, plus whatever work they normally did. She knew the SEAL training had to be grueling.

“Yeah, I hope you’re right.”

She’d probably need photos for her insurance, too. Did people call their insurance company for things like this? Or was it just a police matter and she’d have to eat the cost of replacing her tire? Harper realized that she didn’t even know.

“You didn’t want to have drinks with Caitlyn and Troy?” Logan asked after he’d taken a few more pictures and called the police. “I thought you’d hang out with them since I left.”

“Nah. I figured I’d let the lovebirds have some alone time.”

Logan smirked and then began talking to an officer as a police car pulled up. They’d gotten here much faster than Harper expected given that he’d called the nonemergency number. Maybe he had clout with the police department or knew someone who worked there. No doubt he had connections given that he worked at the Navy base here in Coronado.

She still couldn’t believe Logan and his friends had basically stormed the hijacked yacht her best friend had been on. Caitlyn’s text to her that night still freaked her out. It might have been weeks ago, but the entire incident was unnerving. A slashed tire was literally nothing in comparison to what Caitlyn had been through. She appreciated having Logan at her side anyway though.

An hour later, she’d given the two police officers a statement and Logan had put the spare tire on her convertible. “You’ll need to get this replaced with a full-size tire. This should get you home though. Do you live far away?” he asked, those deep brown eyes focused on her.

“About twenty-five minutes from here. You think it’s safe to take the freeway?”

He nodded. “In rush hour you won’t be going at a high speed, so you’ll be fine. Otherwise, I wouldn’t recommend it. I can follow you home if you like.”

“Nope, I’m good,” she said. Logan following her home was the absolute last thing she needed. For a guy she didn’t even like, she was inexplicably attracted to him. He was attractive, muscular, and clearly capable at handling unexpected situations. She didn’t need to get hurt by him though. Keeping her distance was the safest bet.

“Okay. I still have your number from a few months ago.”

She raised her eyebrows, looking at him in surprise.

He shrugged. “I’ll shoot you a text so you have my number, too. If you have any problems, call me. And like the police said, it was probably just a random incident. It could’ve been bored teenagers or just some jackass that didn’t like the fact that you have a nice convertible. Of course, if you notice anything out of the ordinary, don’t hesitate to call 911.”

“I hope they can get the surveillance footage. I’d feel better knowing I’m not being targeted or something.”

Logan stilled. “Do you think that’s a possibility?”

“No, nothing like that. I’m just extra cautious after what happened with Caitlyn on the yacht. Life is weird, you know? I don’t have any skeletons in my closet if that’s what you’re asking. Most of the time I deal with excited brides and customers who need a cake for some sort of celebration.”

“Fair enough,” he said, thumbing a text into his phone. Her phone buzzed in her purse, and he interrupted before she could reach for it. “That was me. Like I said, give me a call if you have trouble on the way home. Otherwise, I’ll head out. We had a busy day of training.”

“Okay. Thanks for your help. I’d probably still be waiting for a tow truck if you didn’t see me.”

“I’m not all bad, huh?” he asked, his lips quirking. “And trust me, you’re hard to miss.” His dark eyes sparkled as he looked at her, and Harper realized what a relentless tease he was.

“Maybe not completely bad,” she conceded. “I owe you one now. Have a good night.”

Logan watched as she got into the convertible, and although she normally drove with the top down, she was a little too spooked by her tire being slashed to lower it now. It was probably just some dumb teenagers, like Logan had said, but still. The fact that someone had vandalized her car in broad daylight freaked her out a little. She started the engine and gave Logan a small wave before pulling out on the busy street. Maybe she’d just order delivery for dinner, and it would hopefully get there by the time she made it home.

Harper stopped at the red light down the block a moment later, pulling out her cell phone to place an order with her favorite Chinese place. She’d forgotten about the text from Logan, and she frowned as she looked at the screen.

I’m still not sorry I kissed you.
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LOGAN “HURRICANE” HUDSON muttered a curse as he climbed into his SUV. Jesus. Harper was just about the last person he’d expected to see tonight. His SEAL team buddy Troy “T-Rex” Harrison had dragged him along to meet his new girlfriend and have a couple of beers, and although he was exhausted from their grueling day of training, he’d gone along with him, not one to turn down a fun night out. He’d seen Caitlyn frightened and scared on the yacht a few weeks ago during their rescue op, but this was supposed to be a chance to actually sit down and talk to his buddy’s girl.

And then his pulse had pounded as he’d seen Harper standing there, immediately recognizing the gorgeous brunette. Her bright blue eyes and long dark hair were sexy as hell. As was the tiny little piercing she had in her nose. She was outgoing and beautiful with just a touch of sass and rebelliousness. And he absolutely loved that she was tall for a woman. Harper was the perfect height to pin against a wall—or car door—and kiss senseless. She’d been mortified when his date had walked out from the bridal shower all those months ago. His date hadn’t seen them making out against Harper’s car only moments before and had walked right up to Logan and kissed him hello.

Maybe it was somewhat of a dick move to get Harper’s number before he’d actually called it off with the other woman, but damn. If he’d met Harper a few hours later, he’d have been one hundred percent single.

Even though she’d been pissed as hell at him after that, he’d saved her phone number.

Damn.

They’d stood there flirting at her car for ten minutes before he finally gave up resisting those big blue eyes and soft pink lips. He still remembered running his hands through her dark hair and ducking down, listening to her little whimper before his mouth met hers. She seemed so damn fragile and feminine pressed up against his solid frame as he’d backed her against the convertible.

He swore he could still smell the sexy, floral scent of her perfume. Wouldn’t he have loved to take her home and slowly explore her gorgeous body.

Shaking his head, Logan started his SUV as he watched the traffic moving by. It was time to get his mind back on the present. His stomach rumbled, reminding him that he never had gotten to dinner. Troy and his girl were probably nestled in a booth somewhere, cozy and content. He was happy for his buddy. He’d only briefly met Caitlyn, but Troy was clearly smitten with her.

He doubted the slashed tire on Harper’s car had anything to do with the yacht incident. Although she’d given Caitlyn a ride, it was her car. It wasn’t like Harper had been onboard during the hijacking. Still, it was brazen for a person to slash a tire in the evening when there were people around, surveillance cameras, and plenty of daylight to see the perpetrator. Hopefully the police could get the footage they needed off the security cameras. Harper had seemed a little shaken up when he’d pointed out that the tire had been slashed, and damn if that hadn’t made his chest tighten. Harper was outspoken and assertive. She could take care of herself, but he didn’t like seeing her scared.

Logan pulled out into traffic, mentally going over the possibilities. Harper wasn’t his concern, but he couldn’t help but feel slightly protective of her. She was best friends with his buddy’s girl, wasn’t she? Clearly, she was still pissed off at him, but he’d follow up with her to see if the police had any updates. Part of him wanted to make sure she got home safely, but she’d insisted she’d be okay to drive there alone. Harper was a grown woman. If she didn’t want him to follow her, he’d respect that.

That didn’t mean he couldn’t text her later on to make sure she’d gotten there safely.

He rolled his shoulders, stiff from the training they’d done earlier. The SEAL team had multiple situations they were monitoring. There were always issues unfolding all over the world that could require their immediate deployment. He had enough on his plate without adding in a woman who was still somewhat annoyed at him. Besides, beautiful girls were a dime a dozen around here. Aside from the locals, San Diego was a popular vacation spot. The beaches drew crowds, even in the cooler months, and he loved the attention he and his teammates got whenever they hit the sand.

Still, fifteen minutes later, he couldn’t resist texting Harper after he pulled into his apartment complex.

Let me know that you got home safe, beautiful.

He smirked. She’d probably be annoyed that he was still flirting with her, but something about the fire inside Harper piqued his interest big time.

His phone buzzed with her reply.

I’m sitting in bumper-to-bumper traffic on the freeway.

A creepy trucker keeps looking at me.

Logan frowned, thumbing a response.

Want me to send in the Navy?

He paused, a little too eager to hear from her again.

No need. I already flipped him the bird.

Shaking his head, Logan sent her one more text.

That’s my girl.

She wasn’t his, but it would bug her just the same. He felt like the boy on the playground teasing the girl he liked. And hell yeah, he liked her. He’d gotten her number all those months ago, hadn’t he? The timing had been slightly off, but damn. He wasn’t going to deny he was interested in her. He’d never been put off by chasing after a woman. If Harper told him to back off, he would. Otherwise?

He’d ask her out sometime. Drinks followed by a few more stolen kisses didn’t sound terrible. Nor did taking her home afterwards.

He grinned. Damn, this could be fun.

He shut the door to his SUV and strode across the parking lot toward his apartment. Some of his teammates had townhouses, but the two-bedroom unit had worked for him. He wasn’t even home much, preferring instead to spend his nights out with his buddies. Or he used to, at any rate, before they all found a woman of their own. He wasn’t necessarily on the prowl all the time when he went out. Logan was happy to catch a game over a beer or two and shoot the shit with his friends. Sitting around at home by himself just wasn’t him, which made it all the more surprising that he’d bailed tonight. Harper had been pissed at him though, and at the moment, it had seemed best to try his hand another time.

Logan was irritated about her slashed tire and the fact that it had frightened her, but he didn’t regret getting to spend some time with Harper. She certainly hadn’t seemed mad at him anymore by the time she’d left.

Unlocking the door, he walked into his sparsely decorated apartment, deciding to heat up a frozen pizza. He wasn’t in the mood to cook, not that he made more than a couple of meals anyway. After dropping his gear down, he waited for the oven to heat up. He was wiped from their intense workout today, and tomorrow they’d be back at it again.

He grabbed a beer and turned on a basketball game after he’d stuck the pizza in the oven. Part of him wondered if Harper would actually let him know that she got home safely. His phone buzzed with a text, and he looked down to see their SEAL team leader Blake “Raptor” Reynolds’s name on the screen.

Briefing at 0600 tomorrow.

He resisted the urge to groan. That was earlier than planned, but duty called. He thumbed a response back to confirm he’d gotten the message, grinning as a text from Harper showed up just then.

Made it home, sailor. Over and out.

Logan chuckled. Damn. That was a dismissal if he ever saw one, but at least she was safe. Hopefully she’d take his advice and get a new tire on her car first thing tomorrow. His oven timer buzzed, and he jumped up from the sofa, more than ready for some food. Maybe he’d ask Troy more about Harper tomorrow. She might not be willing to admit there was some definite chemistry between them, but there was certainly something to be said for the thrill of the chase.
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