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        He’s a SEAL without a mission…

        She’s a woman in trouble with no way out…

        Danger brings them together; can love keep them together?

      

      

      

      Elodie Charming

      

      I hate the nickname the paparazzi has given me—the Pampered Party Princess—even if it is well deserved. The last scandal, involving a six-million-dollar yacht and international chase across the Mediterranean, convinced me it’s time to grow up. Daddy’s giving me one last chance to prove myself, but instead of finalizing details for a new mountain resort, I’m on the run from an international swindler. Stranded in the Rocky Mountains with no way out, there’s only one man who can save me but sexy Navy SEAL Calder Harken vowed never to waste another minute on me. Even if he agrees to get me out of this mess, will I be able to keep my hands off him?

      

      Calder Harken

      

      As one of the Navy’s elite SEALs, just a few years away from early retirement with plans to open a trekking company in Colorado, life was perfect until a spoiled heiress ruined everything. Now I’m on medical leave at my remote mountain cabin, missing out on all the action. What I thought would be a boring convalescence turns into a life-or-death mission. When I get a distress call from the same frustrating, headstrong blue-eyed blonde who put me in the hospital, I can’t say no. I walked away from her once, but maybe there’ a reason fate has brought us back together again.

      

      Saved by the SEAL is a sweet with heat, forced proximity, one bed, woman in peril, military hero, enemies to lovers, instalove romance.
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      “…emotionally deep, engaging, relatable, heartfelt, and well written with strong characters, instant chemistry, more. Definitely recommended!”

      

      “I love a good short read that is fully developed with great characters and storylines. This one fits the bill.”

      

      “Funny with the feels. Even a short story is a great story.”

      

      “Can’t wait till the next book comes out!”

      

      “I've read several books written by EmKay Connor; she is becoming one of my favorite authors. I can’t wait to read more of her books.”
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        Elodie

      

      

      A polite knock on the door of my casita gave me an excuse to give up on sleep. Sighing wearily, I rolled to my feet, grabbed a silk kimono, and plodded across the cool cream-colored marble tile. Probably one of the dozens of employees my father hired to keep his Rancho Santa Fe mansion running smoothly for whenever he decided to drop in for a few days.

      With fourteen homes in ten countries—not to mention a superyacht for cruising the Caribbean as well as a smaller yacht docked at the Monaco Yacht Club at Port Hercule, Richard Charming was never in one place for very long.

      Growing up, I’d spent plenty of time at the twenty-million-dollar, nine-bedroom house. It was the closest thing I had to a home, and Pepper Saltman, the estate’s long-time household manager, was the closest thing I had to a mother.

      Thinking about Pepper, imagining her reaction to my latest disgrace, made me cringe. Sure, I was dreading the upcoming confrontation with Daddy, but he relied on the same script every time.

      “Elodie Giselle, what am I going to do with you?” He’d shake his head in feigned disappointment and send me back to the house in Rancho Santa Fe to “figure things out” while he went back to building the Charming empire. He was a whiz at making deals, buying property, investing, and leveraging partnerships, but he sucked at parenting.

      Yep, I was a classic poor little rich girl. I’d trade all the money in the world for an hour of genuine, uninterrupted attention from my father.

      “Ha. Ha.” I snorted. This latest escapade was sure to earn me at least three minutes of Daddy’s undivided attention. And because Pepper was absent, wrapping up three weeks’ vacation in Hawaii, there’d be no one to assure me I wasn’t a total waste of humanity.

      A second knock sounded, this time louder and more persistent. Annoyed, I jerked the door wide and practically shouted, “What?!”

      “Good morning, Miss Charming.” Julius Davies, my father’s personal secretary, razed me from head to toe with a disapproving sniff. His chin went up as his voice chilled. “Please present yourself to your father in his office at nine. The helicopter ferrying him and Miss Bettencourt to the Los Angeles Van Nuys Airport leaves precisely at nine-thirty.”

      Without another word, he spun on the heel of his gleaming Alessandro Demesure Leather Oxford, slicking back a wayward strand of silky black hair with the heel of his hand.

      “Slimy rat bastard,” I muttered, lips twisting in distaste—I hated Ju-D, as I called the smug suck-up—but then I realized Daddy had blocked off an entire thirty minutes for me. The warm flare of pleasure went icy, and I forgot about Julius.

      I was in T-R-O-U-B-L-E. Big Trouble. Maybe even Serious Trouble. What was my father going to do with me? Heck, even I couldn’t answer that question. I was extraneous, contributing nothing to the world around me. There was no place for me in the Charming corporation or in Daddy’s life, and unlike some people who knew what they wanted to be when they grew up, I was still looking for my purpose.

      I closed the door and backed up until I hit the opposite wall and slid down, my naked ass making contact with cold marble as the kimono pooled around me. I pulled my legs to my chest and locked my arms around them. Had the Pampered Party Princess finally run out of second chances? At twenty-six, I was too old to be grounded and all legal charges associated with the international scandal had been dropped. What was the worst Daddy could do? Ignore me? I was used to that. Cut me off financially? Most of the time I didn’t pay my own expenses anyhow, comped by fashion designers, hosted by socialites with their own deep-pocketed daddies, or sponsored by brands happy for the occasional endorsement on my socials.

      Disown me?

      An unexpected wave of relief flowed over me. Would it really be so bad if Daddy cut me off? Made me change my name? Forced me to stand on my own two feet? No more living up to nebulous expectations. No more tabloid headlines. No more blinding ambushes by paparazzi trying to make a buck off my bad behavior.

      Then the question would become, “What was I going to do with myself?”

      “It’s so not fair,” I whispered, feeling sorry for myself.

      Yes, what happened last week was outrageous, but it wasn’t my fault. Not really. Sure, I was the one who invited the hot Navy SEALS vacationing in Ibiza aboard the Persian Diversion, but I didn’t know the guy hosting the shipboard party was an international drug runner. How was I supposed to anticipate that one of the SEALs would recognize him and report it to their higher ups, resulting in a chase across the Mediterranean that led to a four-hour hostage standoff, after which a fire broke out on the yacht, forcing everyone to jump into the ocean?

      All of the evidence went down with the ship, but Interpol got the bad guy and only three people sustained significant injuries which, I might add, they would eventually recover from. Calder Harken, one of the SEALs, got it the worst, but only because he insisted on playing hero. I knew the drug runner wouldn’t shoot me—he whispered that fact into my ear—even though he held a gun under my chin as Interpol shouted demands through a megaphone from their patrol boat. Out of nowhere, Calder dove for the guy’s feet. I spun out of his grasp and over the railing but not before hearing shots.

      I learned later that Calder was hit twice—once in the shoulder and a through-and-through to the left side of his torso that miraculously missed all his vital organs. I went to his hospital room to say thanks, but the second he saw me, he started swearing and yelling. The nurse, a young attractive woman who seemed overly protective of the bare-chested SEAL propped up in bed, scolded me and sent me on my way.

      The next morning, my room service tray at the Ibiza Grand Resort included not only an egg-white omelette and coffee but several newspapers featuring me in all my bedraggled glory being escorted from the patrol boat proclaiming “Pampered Party Princess or Undercover Operative?” in two-inch font.

      Could I convince Daddy I’d been working for Interpol and not hoping to score with Calder Harken?

      My mind wandered off into memories of the SEAL’s sculpted abs, muscled shoulders, strong thighs, and dark eyes, my body happily tagging along. My skin flushed, nipples tightening, pink bits swelling and throbbing.

      Of course I’d be attracted to the one guy in Ibiza who couldn’t stand me. Who thought I was reckless and feckless. Who called me a spoiled brat with no consideration for the safety of others. (I caught that much as Nurse Nicey-Nice hustled me out of Calder’s room so she could get back to sponge-bathing him.)

      The sexual tension pooling in my belly curdled as a litany of self-recriminations rose up.

      Worthless.

      Aimless.

      Pointless.

      “Shut up!” I clamped my hands over my ears as if that could silence my inner critic, squeezing my eyes shut. My heart pounded in my chest, making it hard to inhale and exhale.

      “Three things you see, my dear.” Pepper’s soothing voice drew me back from the edge of despair.

      My eyes opened wide, immediately filling with tears. I was so deep in self-pity and panic that I never heard the door open. “How? You’re⁠—”

      “Three things, Elodie.” Calmly but firmly she guided me through the exercise meant to recenter me.

      “Gold earrings. White blouse. Blue skirt.” I inventoried her outfit, prompting a soft smile that brought out the laugh lines around Pepper’s eyes and mouth.

      “Three sounds you hear,” she said, hands sliding from my shoulders to my elbows.

      Concentrating my focus, I replied, “Pool waterfall. Air conditioner. My father gnashing his teeth.”

      Her smile faded, although there was still a twinkle in her eyes.

      “Move three body parts.” I recited the third directive, flexing my fingers open and closed, stretching my neck left and right, and then rising to my feet.

      “You came back. For me.” I flung my arms around Pepper, breathing in the familiar scent of cinnamon and roses. An odd combination, but one that took me back to the only safe place I’d known growing up. Not that my father would allow anything to endanger his only child, but surrounded by Pepper’s constant, unconditional love was the only time I ever felt completely safe to be myself. To share my dreams and fears and hopes. To believe I wasn’t alone in the world.

      “Miss Bettencourt is eager to leave.” Pepper had perfected the deferential tone so many wealthy people expected from employees and servants, but I’d learned to hear the subtext, understand everything not being said. In other words: my soon-to-be stepmother didn’t want to be bothered by the shenanigans of her fiancé’s daughter. “I recommend getting over to your father’s office pronto.”

      I nodded, hand going to the doorknob. “I will. Straightaway.”

      “I’ll lay out your clothes while you shower.” Pepper ignored my impulsive movement. “Consider a French twist. Maybe your mother’s pearl earrings.”

      That subtext was practically a shout: If you can’t—or won’t—act mature, at least look as if you are.

      At eight-fifty I strode into my father’s office, momentarily distracted by the steely blue of the Pacific Ocean, five miles to the west. Today a gloomy pall hung over the coast, but it did nothing to mitigate the magnificent view.

      “Good morning, Elodie.” My father came around his massive carved oak desk to bracket my shoulders in his soft palms, bussing each check. He kept me at arm’s length, leaning in as if to minimize contaminating himself with my disgrace.

      Something hot and sharp pierced my heart, but I forced myself not to wince.

      “It’s good to see you, Daddy.” I seated myself on the edge of a leather club chair when he gestured, waiting for me to sit before lowering himself onto the matching burgundy sofa. “Congratulations. I heard you’re to be married. Will I be meeting Miss Bettencourt before you leave?”

      “Of course you’ll meet her.” He cleared his throat and pulled at his tie. “You’ll be invited to a reception along with the rest of our friends after we return. Diane requested something intimate, just the two of us on a remote tropical island. She has no interest in photos of our special day being splashed across the internet or on the pages of OK! magazine.”

      So, it was going to be like that with my new stepmother. I almost wanted to laugh. She didn’t need to worry about competing with me for my father’s attention. Sometimes it seemed like he forgot he even had a daughter.

      “Tell me about her.” I crossed my legs and leaned back in the chair. “Is she British?”

      Daddy gave me a curious look.

      “She mentioned one of Britan’s most popular tabloids.”

      “Diane comes from one of the country’s oldest families. She’s lovely. Elegant. Refined. Well-educated.”

      And twenty years younger than my father, according to Pepper. Which made her four years older than me.

      “How did you two meet?” Usually, I wasn’t interested in my father’s love life, but he’d sidestepped the wiles of gold-diggers ever since my mother passed away when I was two years old.

      “Julius introduced us at a New Year’s Eve charity event for Doctors Without Borders.”

      “Why, that was less than two months ago.” I shot upright, my skin prickling with unease.

      “I never believed in love at first sight…” He chuckled, chest swelling.

      “Whatever makes you happy.” I ignored my suspicions, aware I couldn’t distract him from the business at hand for much longer. “I wish you both the very best.”

      “Thank you, dear.” The dopey expression on his face grew serious. “Now, about this yacht you sank in the middle of the Mediterranean…”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy.” The little girl inside of me aching for her father’s approval burst forth before I could compose my words. “It wasn’t my fault this time, honest.”

      “It’s never your fault, is it?” He reached out to pat my forearm. “Diane suggested I give you one more chance to prove yourself. I felt drastic action was needed, I mean, these kind of antics cannot continue, but Diane—she’s such a softie—convinced me otherwise.”

      I hated that the intervention had come from my stepmother-to-be, but gratitude outweighed the distaste.

      “Anything, Daddy.” I bounced on the seat. “Just tell me what I need to do.”
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