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HE’S A PLAYER...BUT he’s the one who got played.

Navy SEAL Sawyer “Saint” Collins lives life on the edge. His flirtatious, wild, and panty-dropping personality guarantees he’ll be the last man to ever settle down. He’ll certainly never fall for the quiet waitress at his favorite bar.

Riley Moore isn’t who she seems. She’s hiding why she’s really in Oahu—to track down a traitor stealing military weapons. When she drops the shy, nervous waitress act, suddenly all bets are off, and Sawyer can’t get enough of the sexy brunette.

As Sawyer and Riley team up, sparks fly, but will their hot nights distract them from their goal—stopping imminent disaster?

SEAL’s Paradise, a standalone novel, is book six in the sizzling Alpha SEALs Hawaii series.
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SAWYER “SAINT” COLLINS’S boots crunched the gravel in the unpaved parking lot as he climbed out of his pickup truck, the sandy earth peeking through beneath the dusty pebbles. The produce stand was buzzing with people on Saturday afternoon. Cars whizzed by on the highway, and his eyes swept the area, taking in the families, couples, and other people milling about and loading their cars. He briefly squinted in the bright sunlight, the sound of the waves from the Pacific Ocean crashing in the distance both soothing and familiar.

His gaze landed on the woman he was here to meet at the far edge of the lot, her dark brunette tresses blowing in the Hawaiian breeze and creamy skin practically glowing in the summer sun.

Hell.

Riley had on skinny jeans so tight that it looked like she’d been poured into them and a snug-fitting tank top that showed off her assets. Her womanly curves were practically sinful, and if she’d dressed like this when she’d waitressed at Coconuts, he probably would’ve tried to take her home the first night they’d met, not laughed off her blushes and not-so-secret glances his way.

The dark sunglasses she wore today made it hard to read her expression as her head swung his way, and she looked different than the flustered waitress he was used to seeing at the bar. This version of Riley was cool, confident, and collected. Not to mention hotter than sin.

His hand clenched as he moved more quickly toward her. He might’ve planned to saunter casually across the lot, but everything about this situation was off.

The sexy, form-fitting clothes she wore. The change in her normally shy demeanor. The fact that she’d texted him at all.

He didn’t stop walking until he was standing right in front of Riley. It was closer than socially acceptable given they were acquaintances at best, but this chick had been following him. Watching him. And she’d somehow gotten his contact info and asked to meet him here.

He didn’t say hello, avoiding all pretenses of polite conversation, just looked down at her delicate features. He couldn’t see her brown eyes at the moment but took in her slender nose and kissable, pouty lips. The slight flush on her cheeks. Shame it wasn’t appropriate to kiss her hello. Sawyer bet she tasted divine, and her mouth looked delicious.

“You have my attention.” His voice was low and smooth. He was curious more than anything. Confused, perhaps, but comfortable enough to let her say her piece. He gazed at her, unmoving, waiting for a reaction.

“You got my text.” Her voice was like a fucking angel singing. Feminine. Sweet. Somewhat of a contrast to her current, no-nonsense attitude. And since when did he wax poetic about a woman? Never was the answer to that question. Sawyer realized that he wanted to hear his name on her lips. Listen to Riley’s sweet cries as he thrust into her, making her explode beneath him in his bed. If he hadn’t been attracted to her before, he sure the hell was now. Ironic timing given the looks she’d been giving him all along.

Puppy dog eyes. That’s what his teammates had called it. Sawyer hadn’t really given a shit then, but this version of Riley? Sign him the hell up.

“Affirmative. I got your text. What’s this about, little Riley Roo?” he joked, trying to get a rise out of her.

A brief flash of annoyance crossed her face. “I needed to talk to you.”

“So I gathered. How’d you get my number?” He didn’t care so much that she’d texted him but was damn curious. Despite knowing her for nearly a year, he’d given her his order at the restaurant while he flirted with other women there, not giving Riley so much as another thought. He’d seen her watching him as he whisked other ladies out the door for the night. Felt her eyes on him anytime he was there. Riley was shy, even blushing around him much of the time. The icy coolness she had going on now was intriguing, to say the least.

He let his gaze rake over her, taking in her plump breasts pressing against her tank top and curvy hips—perfect for wrapping his hands around as he pulled her close. Riley was slender yet womanly in all the ways that counted. And yep, he was counting his blessings right about now. She was an eyeful of sexy woman, practically made for a man to admire.

Ain’t nothing wrong with that.

“You gave your number to one of the other waitresses months ago,” Riley said. “I was saving it until I needed it.”

Surprise washed over him. “And what’d you have to say, kitten?”

She rolled her eyes. Yep, she still had those dark sunglasses on, but the reaction was obvious. It was a look he’d seen plenty of women give him before.

“Come on now. I’m here, aren’t I? I’m all yours.”

“I need your help.”

“Yep. Figured that given your text.” He looked around. “You having car trouble or something? I know some asshole isn’t bothering you at the bar because we’re out here in the middle of nowhere at a fucking fruit stand. Everyone seems to be minding their own business,” he added, making a show of scanning the area again. There certainly weren’t any handsy, drunken sailors here. No tourists insisting they get to know her as more than a waitress.

Sawyer hadn’t necessarily wanted to chase after Riley in the past, but if a man had so much as touched her without her consent, Sawyer would end him.

“There’s a traitor on base.”

He startled, certain he’d heard wrong. “Come again?”

“I’m not a waitress, Sawyer.”

His eyebrows shot up. “Then what the hell are you doing waiting tables, kitten? Or was that your evil twin sister I saw batting her eyelashes at me at Coconuts all those times?”

Riley huffed out a sigh. “I do have a sister. Radley’s not here though. She lives near Seattle, which is neither here nor there. I’ve been waitressing at Coconuts for a year, but things aren’t always as they appear.” She brushed back a strand of that luscious dark hair, and his eyes caught on a dagger tattoo on her inner wrist.

What the hell?

Sawyer considered himself a pretty observant guy. He had to be in his line of work. But this? This version of Riley he had to admit he never saw coming. And how the hell had he never noticed her ink before?

“You have questions.”

“You think?” he asked sarcastically, crossing his arms. Her eyes briefly landed on his biceps, and he smirked. Seemed she was still interested in him even if she claimed to be different than the woman he knew from the bar.

She waved her hand with exaggerated patience. “Let’s get on with it then. Ask away.”

“Who are you, Riley?” he asked. No pretense. No beating around the bush. She’d gotten him out here, and he wanted answers. For not being a waitress, she’d sure the hell waited on his teammates and him a number of times. Even their women knew her. Not a single thing she was saying made a lick of sense.

“I’ve been working undercover,” Riley said smoothly.

“At a restaurant?” He shook his head. This chick was killing him. Was she making up some bullshit story just to get his attention? It was a different angle, but then again, he was here, wasn’t he?

Score one for Riley.

“Lots of military types come through Coconuts,” Riley said. “I was investigating.”

“And?”

She stared him down, not the least bit intimidated that he was bigger than her. He supposed she had no reason to be, not at the moment. They were surrounded by people off a highway at a fucking fruit stand. What was the worst that could happen?

“At first, I thought it was you,” she said, her voice as sweet as honey. He could imagine her whispering sweet nothings in his ear. Maybe sitting in his lap while she rode him, her arms wrapped around his neck, her bare breasts rubbing against his chest... “I realized I was wrong.”

His gaze snapped back to her eyes. “And what’s this person you’re ‘investigating’ doing that has your feathers’ ruffled?” he asked, making little air quotes with his hands.

She smirked. “Kittens don’t have feathers.”

He chuckled. Score two for Riley.

“Don’t be a smartass,” she continued. “I’m serious, Sawyer. I’ve been working at Coconuts looking for a mole in the military. Someone has been selling state secrets and stealing munitions from Pearl Harbor.”

Sawyer narrowed his gaze. “And you don’t think I would have heard about this if it were true? Come on now. We would’ve been briefed about munitions suddenly going missing. NCIS would’ve been investigating and interviewing sailors.”

Riley slid her sunglasses atop her head, shooting him a look with those big brown eyes. She arched a brow. “You think? That would ruin the investigation if you knew they were onto you.”

“You thought it was me,” he said dryly.

“I had my suspicions.”

“Kitten, I’m a Navy SEAL. I’m around weapons just as much as the next guy, but surely my commanding officer would notice if ammo suddenly went missing or if our ops were compromised. Everything’s been by the book, and we’re hella successful on everything we run. I’ve got no reason to believe a thing you’re telling me.”

“Not ammo, Sawyer. That’s not the type of munitions that are missing. We’re talking about missiles.”

His jaw ticked as he stared at her, working that over in his mind. Her gaze briefly raked over him, and he resisted the urge to smirk. Maybe her little act at Coconuts wasn’t all for show. The looks she gave him. The blushes. She might’ve been watching him, but she was into him, too.

And hell if he wasn’t into the new and improved Riley.

She was suddenly like a bright and shiny new toy he wanted to play with. To strip bare and explore with his hands and mouth. Forget this undercover bullshit story she was going on and on about. They could have some fun between the sheets and pretend this entire conversation never happened.

“You expect me to believe you,” he finally said when she didn’t add anything else. “Why the hell would I do that?”

“I’m a former government operative. I ran assets. Collected intelligence. Spent time overseas. I work with my sister now, doing jobs as they’re needed.”

“Who do you work for?” he demanded. “I haven’t seen you flash a government ID, kitten. I think you’re bullshitting me.”

“We’re self-employed.”

“We?”

“Radley and I.”

“So you’ve got a sister supposedly working in Seattle. And you ended up here in Oahu because...?”

“I came here a year ago on a different case. I was helping out Radley, and that guy’s been locked away, never to see daylight again. Since I was already here, I got involved in this case. Small pieces of intelligence were being leaked, presumably to gain trust from our adversaries. When the missiles went missing, shit started to hit the fan. It’s bigger than we thought, and we need answers, stat.”

“So why the hell did you think it was me?” Sawyer asked with a frown.

“The description of the guy matched you.”

“Good looking and has a way with the ladies?” Sawyer quipped.

Riley leveled him with a gaze. “Negative. Word was that an arrogant sailor who hung out at Coconuts and had access to Top Secret information was leaking intelligence and somehow gaining access to the missiles.”

“That doesn’t exactly narrow it down much, kitten. I’m hardly the only sailor there and you know it.”

“I was working on a hunch. You have access to various areas of base given your career as a Navy SEAL. You fit the profile, so I followed you.”

“And you brought me all the way out here, interrupting the party I was attending, I might add, to let me know you don’t consider me a suspect any longer? Make it make sense, kitten,” he encouraged. His gaze licked over her again, taking in Riley’s sexy cleavage. A long necklace dangled between her breasts. A stack of bracelets jangled on her arm as she shifted, no doubt uncomfortable at his scrutiny, and he snatched her hand, turning it over to inspect her inner wrist. “What’s the dagger tattoo for?”

“Men have underestimated me before. That’ll never happen again.”

She pulled away, and he released her. There was a story there, but now wasn’t the time. Not when he needed a whole host of other answers. “Why’d you want to meet me here, Riley?” he asked, his gaze hard as he looked at her.

“I no longer suspect you, but I want to work with you. I need your help, Sawyer.”
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One month ago

RILEY EDGED THROUGH the crowd gathered around the bar in Coconuts, nearly late for her shift. She smoothed her shorts, glancing at the time on her watch, and sucked in a steadying breath. She’d trailed Sawyer to a friend’s house today, planning to bug his truck, and he’d spotted her.

He’d freaking spotted her.

She was getting soft.

Riley always prided herself on her professionalism, her ability to get the job done no matter the cost, but something about the cocky Navy SEAL threw her off her game. Never mind that in another life, in another world, she’d met assets all across the globe. Riley had paid them off with government money, Uncle Sam happy to foot the bill. She’d collected their secrets. Gained their trust. Saved countless lives with the classified intel she’d obtained.

Yet put her around Sawyer for a few minutes, and she felt like a blushing teenager. It was like she lost all logic right along with her edge. He was a good-looking man, sure, but it was something about his brash personality that threw her off. Sawyer was over six feet of muscle. He was all hard edges, eyes gleaming with mischief, and a knowing smirk on that handsome face of his. At five-feet-seven, Riley wasn’t exactly short, but the man had at least six inches on her. She pursed her lips, wondering about the size of other parts of his anatomy.

No doubt he’d joke that he was well over six inches in that department.

Thank God for small mercies.

Smoothing her hair back into a ponytail, she slid around the bar. “Hey Riley,” the bartender called out, easily spotting her. “Looking good, sweetheart!” he added with an appraising look. The guy was way too friendly and flirty with every single female in sight, but she could deal with his type. He was predictable, shallow as a stream of rainwater running down the side of her window. Another night, another woman. He’d have his sights set on one lady in particular and then flirt mercilessly, hoping to take the flavor of the day home. No surprise. No mystery.

Nothing like the man she’d been following.

She swore Sawyer’s cocky grin was emblazoned in her mind. He always seemed amused around her, no doubt sensing her attraction to him. He was a flirt who always drew women his way like moths to a flame. The man was positively magnetic. He had a muscular, toned build, almost more like a runner or boxer than the bodybuilder type some of his teammates had. Sawyer could charm the pants off a grandma, all slick smiles and smooth words. That wicked gleam in his eyes and sharp tongue were no doubt the end of many a woman.

He was smart though. Try as he might to play the wiseass on the team, she could tell he was always watching. Assessing. Observing. She’d slipped an untraceable tracking device on his shirt one night at Coconuts, and it had been gone by morning.

Not that she’d expected it to last through a cycle in the wash, but if he was meeting with the enemy after hours, it would’ve given her intel as to the location. It hadn’t worked because he either wasn’t her guy or he’d changed the time and place of the meeting. And the tracker she’d placed on him? It was now beeping on the side of a garbage truck driving through the city streets of Honolulu, no doubt to prove a point.

Did he suspect her?

Riley didn’t think so. Either way, she’d have to lay low for a bit. Riley planned to place a tracker on his vehicle instead. She’d have to do it one night or weekend, because it would be difficult to infiltrate the security at Joint Base Pearl Harbor-Hickam. If Sawyer showed up at Coconuts, however, that was another story.

As she moved into the break room attached to the busy kitchen, she pulled her cell phone from her back pocket. She only had minutes. Riley was technically already on the clock. Swiping the screen, she quickly keyed in her passcode. The encrypted message was waiting for her, and she scanned it over, mentally translating it from the code she’d memorized long ago.

He’s working with someone. If our guy is Sawyer, he’s not doing it alone.

Riley bit her lip, puzzling that over. It certainly put a new angle on things. Sawyer Collins perfectly fit the description they’d gleaned in their intercepted intelligence of the mole on base. A man in his early thirties. Tall with the build of a boxer. Dirty blond hair. Cocky as sin. And someone with access to the intelligence the Navy SEALs had for their operations.

She drummed her fingers on the counter. There were no doubt others who had clearances that would give them intel on various ops run out of Pearl Harbor. Analysts. Commanding officers. Support staff. Contractors who had access to base.

Someone was slipping out munitions whenever the SEAL team deployed. It was convenient and clever if they weren’t a Navy SEAL themselves. Along with the physical description of the man the buyers were meeting, the timing further pinned the treachery on one of the SEALs.

And wasn’t that the crux of the situation.

The commander himself had no idea what was going on—unless he was involved. Riley was here undercover, investigating. Eventually the case would be turned over to NCIS to prosecute the traitor, but this was so secretive, even the damn government didn’t know about it. Whoever was involved knew their stuff. They’d managed to go undetected thus far. If it wasn’t for the intercepted messages, no one would be the wiser. Yet.

And Riley didn’t want to wait for the shit to hit the fan. Terrorist organizations all over the world would love access to U.S. military weapons. They needed to locate the munitions already stolen. Intercept the next delivery. And discover who the traitor was, a man selling out his country for cold, hard cash.

She calmly slid her phone into her pocket as she heard someone coming and grabbed her order pad and pen, moving to the door. “There you are,” her manager said with a grin. “How’s your daughter?” he asked.

“She’s resting,” Riley lied smoothly. “Sorry I was almost late tonight. Kids are always sick, you know?”

“No worries, honey. We’ve got a full house though, so let’s get to it.”

“On it,” she said, feeling his eyes on her ass as she walked out the door. He wasn’t creepy like some men, but he certainly didn’t hide his enjoyment of watching the young female waitresses here. He’d offered Riley extra hours more than once, assuming that as a “single mom” she couldn’t afford much living in as expensive a city as Honolulu.

It was one of many deceptions, and Riley strode into the restaurant, her game face on. She’d take orders and serve patrons, but she’d be listening. Watching. Knowing Sawyer wasn’t working alone gave her even more reason to be here. The guys he hung out with, both his teammates and other sailors, frequented Coconuts many nights. Give them a few beers, and they wouldn’t be fazed in the slightest at her casual questions, incorrectly assuming she was interested in them.

No matter. Riley had work to do, and each shift she spent here, she was one step further in closing in on the traitors working on base.
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Chapter 3
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Present Day

“WHY ME?” SAWYER ASKED, his gaze on Riley. Her lips parted, but she didn’t say anything, and he got the sense that she was deciding how much to reveal. At least with her sunglasses now atop her head, he could better read her expression.

And hell.

Those deep brown eyes might just be the end of him. How had he never noticed how sexy she was before? He’d always thought she was pretty, sure, but this version of her? Holy hell. It was her shift in attitude that had his attention now. The tight clothes. The tattoo he’d somehow missed. His gaze ran over her bare arms, and he wondered if she had ink anywhere else on her body.

It sure would be fun to find out.

“Stop checking me out,” she chided.

He grinned. “No can do, kitten. You’re a beautiful woman.”

He wasn’t imagining the slight trace of pink suddenly heating her cheeks. His grin widened, and he watched as she tried to compose herself. “The other men on your team play by the rules,” she told him. They have women in their lives. Girlfriends, fiancées. I need someone who’s not afraid to toe the line, maybe cross it if necessary.”

Sawyer chuckled. “And your options landed on me.”

“If the shoe fits.” She pursed her lips again, and his eyes were drawn to that sexy pout. He could imagine lots of things he’d like to do with that mouth. He didn’t doubt she’d smack him right now if he suggested any. Pity they were here to talk shop. He could think of a number of ways better suited to spend their time.

“I need help, Sawyer. Time is running out, and you’re already on the inside. I could probably drum up fake credentials and gain access to base, but that will take time we don’t have anymore. You’re already there.”

He cocked his head, studying her. “Why don’t you work for the government anymore? Piss off too many Feds?”

“Something like that,” she murmured.

“Prove that you’re who you say you are,” he challenged.

“Your last mission wasn’t entirely a success.”

Sawyer raised his eyebrows, and Riley continued. “Your team deployed to South America and saved Avery, Ryan’s girlfriend, but you didn’t save the other nurse. Luciana is still missing, most likely in the hands of a cartel.”

His jaw ticked. “You could’ve heard us talking about it. While our missions are classified, Avery is a civilian just like you.”

“Your birthday is June 7. You’re an only child. You joined the Navy fresh out of high school and were top of your class in BUD/S. Should I share your height, weight, and rank, too?”

“I’m listening,” he said, his voice steel.

“I need to find the people involved in this. There’s one person who’s in contact with the buyer, whose messages we’ve intercepted. That’s the suspect I believe frequents the bar.”

“The guy who looks like me,” Sawyer taunted. “Shouldn’t be too hard to find.”

She glared at him. “Except I need evidence. A name. I don’t know where he’s going, who he’s meeting, or who else is involved. Once I find the correct sailor, I’ll still need to conduct surveillance. He’s not transporting those missiles alone. They’re loaded onto a vehicle, concealed, and somehow shipped offshore. We originally suspected the buyer was meeting to assist in the transport, but new intelligence has shown the buyer is not on the island.”

“Do you have an exact date of the next shipment?”

“Negative, just a basic timeline. I need to find the man at the bar, and I need you to locate who he’s working with. It’s someone who has access to the munitions storage and could get away with photographing weapons before he steals them.”

“Hmmmm.”

She stared at him. “It’s clearly a servicemember or contractor who has clearance to enter base. Someone who could assist with smuggling out weapons and then offloading them onto a boat to sneak them out of the country.”

“It seems like someone would notice if a damn missile went AWOL, kitten,” Sawyer quipped.

“It does. Someone is covering it up. I don’t know how, but it’s happening. Weapons have disappeared, and the buyer is planning to purchase more. We don’t know how big this web of criminals is.”

“There’s security at the harbors,” Sawyer protested. “How the hell are they sneaking a goddamn missile out of Oahu?”

“There is security,” Riley agreed. “And the ‘how’ is just one of many questions I need answers to. I’ve been working alone, but I need someone on the inside.”

He eyed her carefully, the silence stretching between them. Sawyer finally cleared his throat. “Tell me what you want me to do.”

***
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RILEY BLEW OUT A SIGH as she sat in the driver’s seat of her convertible ten minutes later. That had gone better than expected, but Sawyer wanted more answers from her. Her mind tracked back over their conversation moments ago.

“I need information on who has access to where munitions are stored,” Riley said. “I know you can’t watch twenty-four-seven, but someone is hanging around there. They’d provided photos to the buyer, so I know they’re not just accessing the information through computer systems.”

“Tell you what,” Sawyer quipped as he eyed her appraisingly. “We’ll talk shop after I find out some more info about you, kitten.”

She frowned, not liking where this was going. “And how long would that take? Because we’re running out of time. Another exchange of money for weapons is set to go down in three weeks, according to the messages we’ve intercepted. We don’t have an exact date, but it’s happening. How much more info from me do you need right now?”

“I’ll take you out tonight,” he said, seeming unbothered. “Get to know you better. And then I’ll decide if I can trust you—only then will I help you,” he said, nailing her with his gaze.

“Take me out? I’m not going on a date with you,” she protested.

“Then I guess we’re done here.”

Her jaw dropped as he turned on his heel, his long legs taking him further away from her with every step. And goodness if he didn’t look good in the jeans he wore. The denim hugged his tight ass and muscled thighs. Boots peeked out from beneath his pant legs. It wasn’t what men normally wore around Oahu, but this was Sawyer. A freaking enigma. Damn him for making this more complicated than it needed to be.

“Sawyer—wait!” she called out.

Sawyer looked back and flashed her a cocky grin, pausing in the gravel lot. She tried to ignore the way he filled out his tee shirt, all hard muscle and tightly-leashed strength. Even now, he stood out in stark contrast to the other families and people milling about the fruit stand and parking lot. He was arrogant and good-looking. In perfect physical condition. And right now, much to her dismay, he held all the cards.

“Something you wanted to say, kitten?” he asked.

“Fine. We'll go on a date together. One. Date.”

“Now that sounds better,” he said, his grin widening as he sauntered back toward her. “You owe me. You’ve been lying to us all along—pretending to be someone you’re not. Do you even have a daughter?”
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