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EVERYTHING CAN CHANGE in a heartbeat...

Navy SEAL Patrick “Ice” Foster has devoted his life to the Navy, but when he met attorney Rebecca Mayes a year ago, she and her daughter instantly stole his heart. A surprise pregnancy means big changes are coming in their lives—and neither of them could be happier.

When Patrick’s SEAL team is sent on a rescue mission to Afghanistan, an explosion changes everything in an instant. Patrick is gravely injured, and Rebecca doesn’t know if he’ll survive—or that he’s already bought her a ring. 

Patrick will do anything to make it back to Rebecca. But will the future they dreamed of never even have a chance to start?

Married to a SEAL is book nine in the unforgettable Alpha SEALs series!
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REBECCA MAYES GLANCED out the window of her office Friday afternoon, looking at Virginia Beach and the sparkling waters of the Atlantic Ocean glistening in the distance. She brushed a lock of her brown, wavy hair back behind her ear and blew out a sigh. It was a perfect beginning-of-summer day, the kind that begged to be spent at the ocean, and she was stuck inside.

Along with the rest of the working world.

“Rebecca, are you ready to head to court?” her legal assistant asked, poking her head in the doorway.

“Yes, I’m coming in a minute,” Rebecca said, gathering the papers and files spread out on her desk. “Let me just make sure I have everything.” She stacked the folders into a neat pile and slipped them into her leather briefcase before pulling her long hair back into an intricate twist. She looked older and more professional with her hair pulled back, not that she had a problem holding her own in the courtroom.

“Just keeping you on schedule.”

“And I appreciate it,” Rebecca said as she stood. “As does the soon-to-be ex-Mrs. Miller.”

Her assistant chuckled. “That bad, huh?”

Rebecca strode toward the door of her office, poised in her heels and skirt suit. “This is the case where they’d been married for twenty years and the husband cheated on her with their nineteen-year-old neighbor.”

“Lovely. Exactly why I plan to never get married.”

“Never say never.”

“Easy for you to say when you’ve got a hunky Navy SEAL boyfriend who’s utterly devoted to you.”

Rebecca laughed. “Actually, I don’t think either of us plans to get married again anytime soon. We’re pretty happy with the way things are. Why rock the boat?”

“You’ve been spending too much time with Patrick and his Navy buddies,” her assistant said, referring to Rebecca’s boyfriend Navy SEAL Patrick “Ice” Foster and his SEAL team. “‘Rock the boat?’ Next you’ll be telling me to drop and give you twenty push-ups.”

“More like a hundred or so,” Rebecca said with a laugh. “That SEAL training is brutal. I kind of prefer sticking to my office and the courtroom, thank you very much. Patrick and his team are out drilling on the water today anyway. And I could definitely do without the whole jumping out of helicopters into the ocean thing.”

“I could go for a day at the beach—especially on a sunny Friday afternoon.”

“Yeah, just another day of simulated water rescues. They don’t exactly relax on the sand like you or me—not that I consider chasing after Abby or Logan the least bit relaxing.”

“Remind me never to have kids, either,” her assistant chuckled. “I wouldn’t mind working out with one of those SEALs though—in theory at least. I’m not going to pretend I could keep up with them. Or that I want to jump out of airplanes. But all that one-on-one attention with a smoking hot guy? A little mouth-to-mouth resuscitation? Too bad they’re all taken.”

Rebecca laughed. “The guys on Patrick’s team are. But there are other military guys over at Little Creek. Even another SEAL team. I’ll ask around—but I should warn you. Patrick’s not really the type to do any sort of set-up.”

“And do these single Navy men from base come to those infamous cookouts of yours?”

Rebecca glanced over at her assistant with a grin.

“Just asking for a friend of course.”

“Of course,” Rebecca said smoothly. “I’ll keep you posted. Patrick does love hosting barbeques. And fortunately for you, summer is here.”

“Not a bad time for weddings, either, if you don’t mind my saying.”

“Been there, done that. And Patrick has, too. We’re over at each other’s houses all the time anyway. Our kids are settled where they are—in their own house and school. I don’t see that changing anytime soon.”

“Well, you know what a wise attorney colleague once told me?”

“What’s that?” Rebecca asked, absentmindedly digging her keys from her briefcase.

“Never say never.”

Rebecca chuckled as she slid on her sunglasses.

“Touché.”

Ten minutes later Rebecca was driving along the highway in Virginia Beach toward the courthouse. She wasn’t due in court for another hour but always preferred to arrive early to get her clients settled in and prepare for any last-minute problems.

Angry soon-to-be ex-husbands were known to roam the halls, attempting to intimidate their wives. Nothing like a contentious divorce to bring out someone’s true colors.

She was proud of the cases she handled as a divorce attorney. Many of her clients were women, and although some just wanted out of their marriage without any good reason, there were plenty of women that she was really helping. Some were leaving husbands who’d cheated on them or hurt them. Some men just up and left their families without a word. It felt good to get her clients and any children they had what they deserved in the divorce settlements.

Although her own marriage to her first husband had been happy, not every relationship was.

She pulled up to a stoplight, glancing in the rearview mirror at the cars stopped behind her. Traffic always backed up along Atlantic Avenue in the gorgeous weather, especially at the start of the weekend, but she couldn’t resist driving down by the water on this beautiful day. The scenic route to the courthouse it was.

It was hard to believe how much her life had changed recently. A single mom and a widow just over a year ago, she’d never expected to fall in love with someone again. And as an independent woman who was a successful attorney, she’d been surprised to be so attracted to an assertive, alpha male like Patrick. A man who commanded attention everywhere he went and no doubt had plenty of women fawning over him during his younger years.

He’d charmed her right from the start though—been protective of both her and her daughter. Tracked down a stalker set on revenge when one of her divorce cases had gone wrong. Been there anytime she’d needed him.

Throw that in with the inexplicable chemistry and draw they’d always had to one another?

Goodness.

She’d never stood a chance of resisting.

As a divorce attorney, she faced down fierce opponents in the courtroom every week. But none of them held a candle to him—six-foot-three inches of solid, muscular man. He led an elite SEAL team into battle and on secret missions all over the world. When those cool blue eyes met hers, though, she was lost. He was an aggressive, assertive Navy SEAL, but a caring father to his son. A protector to her and her daughter. An attentive lover.

And her boyfriend now.

She felt almost silly calling him that—she’d had a husband before and was thirty-one, not a silly teenage girl with a crush on a handsome military man. She had a house and a daughter, a career. But it’s not like she could explain to her young daughter that Patrick was her lover, she thought as her cheeks flushed.

She couldn’t even call or text him during the day like she did with her girlfriends—not when he was busy conducting drills out on the ocean with his SEAL team.

He had an entire career and life outside of their relationship—as did she.

It worked and suited them.

Her phone buzzed with an incoming text, and she glanced down to see a message from her best friend Alison.

Are we still on for drinks tonight? Virgin for me. Ugh.

Rebecca smiled. Alison was an ER nurse and was dating another man on the SEAL team, Evan “Flip” Jenkins. They’d recently moved in together, and she was pregnant with their first baby.

Rebecca speed-dialed her number as the light changed to green.

“Hi! Are you busy in the ER right now? I guess not or you wouldn’t answer.”

“No, hun, I’m on break. I thought you’d be in court this afternoon.”

“On my way right now. The hearing isn’t for another hour. I’m on Atlantic Avenue wishing I was at the beach instead of on my way to a courtroom.”

“Ohhh, I’m insanely jealous. It looks gorgeous outside from the window of the cafeteria I’m currently sitting in.”

Rebecca laughed. “I’m sitting in traffic, not on the beach. Aside from this, I’ve been stuck in the office all day.”

“Tell me about it. I’ve had back-to-back patients in the ER. Something about gorgeous summer days seems to bring out the daredevils. So far we’ve had broken legs, broken arms, and a kid that fell off his bike and needed ten stitches. I need some kind of new career where you get to spend days like this outside. Evan said they’re doing drills on the water today. Is it wrong to be envious of that?”

Rebecca coughed, trying to hide her laughter. “My legal assistant said the same thing—although I tried to explain that SEAL training isn’t exactly like sitting on the beach with a cocktail in hand.”

“And my days sitting and relaxing on the sand are numbered,” Alison said wistfully. “I mean don’t get me wrong, I’m thrilled about the baby. But sometimes a margarita in hand, chilling on the sand is exactly what you need.”

“Amen,” Rebecca agreed. “Those days are few and far between with kiddos. But hey, it just makes you appreciate it all that much more when you do get a break.”

A loud beep from the background sounded over the phone, followed by a garbled announcement. “They’re calling a code blue,” Alison said. “I have to get back to the ER and see what new catastrophe awaits. See you tonight?”

“Yes, we’re still on for drinks and dinner. I’ll see you later on. And try to stay off your feet!”

“Easier said than done when you’re rushing around an ER. All right, I’ll see you later.”

Rebecca said goodbye and disconnected the call, pulling into the court house parking lot a few minutes later. She blew out a breath, her wispy bangs fluttering in the air. A quick glance in the rearview mirror showed her hair had stayed back in the twist during her drive, so she grabbed her briefcase and opened the car door. Showtime.

***
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REBECCA SWIRLED THE straw around in her iced tea that evening from the outdoor patio of Alison’s and her favorite seafood restaurant. Tourists walked down the sidewalk, loud music blared from cars passing by, and a block away, she could see the boardwalk and oceanfront. Families pushing strollers walked along, people leisurely peddled bicycles, and couples strolled hand-in-hand. She spotted a large group of teenagers laughing and joking, every once in a while pausing to take selfies or pictures of the ocean.

“You could’ve ordered an actual drink,” Alison said, sipping her lemon water. “Just because I’m preggo doesn’t mean you have to abstain from alcohol.”

“I’m fine. I was actually a little tired earlier, so I could use the caffeine. We’ll do drinks after the baby’s here. Maybe even bring out some of the other women for a full-fledged girl’s night.”

“That sounds fantastic. Just a few more months!”

“It’s getting close. Are you guys ready for the baby?”

“Ready as can be I guess. We’ve got the crib, stroller, and car seat. Not to mention a million teeny, tiny baby clothes. They’re really cute, but I’m ready to ditch the maternity wear.”

“God, Abby’s only five, but it feels like a million years ago that I was pregnant with her.”

“I’m not sure I’d want to relive this,” Alison groaned. “I waddle rather than walk, none of my clothes fit, and my boobs are killing me.”

Rebecca nearly spit out her iced tea as an older couple walking by their table did a double take, the elderly woman frowning and shaking her head in disbelief.

Alison shrugged and grinned. “I have to admit, I don’t mind Evan doting on me hand and foot though. After twelve-hour shifts in the ER, he’s been amazing. Back rubs, foot rubs—and I’m telling you, pregnancy sex is off-the-charts.”

Rebecca burst into laughter. “I guess I forgot about that part—the whole giving birth ordeal is mostly what’s emblazed in my brain.”

“Ugh—I’m dreading that. But I’m also totally ready not to be pregnant anymore, so...this kid’s gotta come out of me somehow. With my luck, Evan will be deployed or something when the baby arrives. I guess it’s a good thing I work in the ER.”

The waitress came over to the table, and Rebecca ordered her favorite crab cakes. “Patrick’s going to be late tonight since the guys were doing that water rescue simulation today. That probably means Abby will be bouncing off the walls when I get home later.”

“Is your nanny watching her?”

“Yeah, and Logan, too. They went to McDonald’s for an early dinner, so you know the kids are on cloud nine tonight.”

“So both your kids are at your place with the nanny? Does that mean you finally gave Patrick a key?”

Rebecca flushed, feeling her cheeks turn pink. “That I did. He and Logan are over every weekend anyway. Plus Logan’s been staying with us now when the team deploys. It’s just easier this way.”

“Mmm-hmm. Interesting. Patrick has a key and spends nearly every weekend at your place....”

“Nothing’s changing. It just made sense to give him a key with us coming and going all weekend. What’s Evan up to tonight?”

Alison grinned, evidently not at all fooled by Rebecca’s attempt to change the subject. “Not sure—he might go out with some of the other guys after training. I just told him I’d be home later than usual since we had dinner plans. He was worried I’d be too tired to meet up with you.”

“He’s sweet,” Rebecca said. “And good for you. Those twelve-hour shifts of yours have to be grueling.”

Alison’s boyfriend Evan was the youngest man on the SEAL team. Although he was only a couple of years younger than Alison, she’d been reluctant to give him a chance when they’d first met. But now? It was hard to remember a time when they hadn’t been together.

“Exactly how all the guys love to be described. Sweet. Nothing says big, bad Navy SEAL quite like that.”

“It takes one to know one. Ha. I can’t see Patrick going for that description either. He’s more of the strong, silent type, and totally okay with everyone else thinking that as well.”

“It works for him,” Alison said, leaning back in her chair with a grin. “For you too, apparently.”

“Who would’ve thunk it?” Rebecca joked. “Do you remember a year ago when we were eating out here, watching some of the guys head over to Anchors?” she asked, referring to the bar popular with the local military men and single women.

“All too well. I think I said I’d babysit for you or something crazy like that.”

Rebecca burst into laughter. “You’ll have your hands full soon enough. Plus, I think you said you’d babysit so I could go out and meet someone. As in go on a date. Since Patrick has a key to my place, I’m pretty sure we’re past that point.”

Alison snorted into her lemon water. “Just a bit.” She leaned back in her chair and absentmindedly rubbed her belly. “But I’m pretty damn happy at the moment, so I sure can’t complain.”

“Let’s go out on a double date next time—bring the guys with us.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Alison agreed. “But since they’re not here right now, let me tell you about last night....”
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PATRICK TOOK A BOTTLE of beer from the fridge in Rebecca’s kitchen and, popping the cap off, took a long pull. Hell if that didn’t feel good after a grueling day of drills out on the water. They’d spent hours jumping out of a helicopter into the ocean, practicing gearing up and readying to go in quickly. Then they’d conducted a rescue op simulation, retrieving injured sailors from the water and applying emergency medical aid, lifting them back into the hovering chopper.

They hadn’t conducted an actual water rescue in more than a year, but his SEAL team deployed in all kinds of situations and had to be prepared for damn near everything. Didn’t make days like today any less draining though.

He rolled his shoulders, easing the tight muscles, and moved quietly across the kitchen in his combat boots and fatigues, not wanting to wake the kids. Rebecca’s part-time nanny had seemed happy when he’d arrived home earlier than expected, he thought, glancing down at his watch. The LED digits read 20:08.

He chuckled to himself, thinking of how Rebecca still wasn’t used to military time. He’d told her he’d meet her at 15:00 just a couple of weeks ago, and she’d assumed he’d meant 5:00 p.m. When he’d called her after waiting twenty minutes, she hadn’t even left the house.

His single days felt like a million years ago now though. Before he and Rebecca had met, he’d been raising Logan on his own. It was somewhat ironic, because if Logan had to lose a parent, Patrick always had assumed it would’ve been him. His SEAL team was the best at what they did, but not everyone had such a high-risk career.

His ex-wife had died of cancer though, leaving him to raise Logan on his own. Until he’d spotted Rebecca dining with Alison one night, he hadn’t exactly considered having a serious relationship again. Hell, he’d been on his way to Anchors then to hang out with the guys on the team. Watch them chase after women. As fate would have it, he saw Rebecca down by the beach a couple of days after that.

And boom.

The rest was history.

His gaze flicked over to the front window as he heard a car door shut in the driveway. That was one added bonus of Fridays when he wasn’t deployed—he’d taken to spending the night at Rebecca’s house. Pretty soon they’d be having to explain to the kids why he was in Rebecca’s room at night while Logan slept in the guest bed. Maybe they hadn’t picked up on it quite yet, but kids eventually noticed every damn thing.

Too much, sometimes.

Their current living arrangements were a situation he hoped to remedy, soon.

“Hi, sweetheart,” he said, his voice gruff, as he opened the front door.

Rebecca smiled, her long brown waves tousling lightly in the breeze. Her floral scent filled the space between them, and his gaze raked over her gray skirt suit, down her shapely legs to the heels she was wearing. Although she might be a buttoned-up, no-nonsense attorney during the day, there was an entirely different side of her that he managed to bring out.

And hell if he didn’t love every minute of it.

“Hi. Are the kids asleep?” she asked quietly.

“For the last half an hour or so,” he said, ducking down to give her a kiss. Even in those sexy heels, she only came up to his shoulder. And hell if he didn’t love her much smaller, feminine size. There was nothing quite like undressing her slowly in the bedroom, then teasing and pleasuring her until she was crying out his name over and over again. “I thought you’d be in later.”

“Alison was exhausted, so we called it an early night. I told her she should shorten her shifts or rearrange her schedule somehow.”

“I won’t complain about having you all to myself earlier than expected,” he said, his voice husky.

She flushed slightly as she walked in, and he grinned. Hell, he’d never seen a woman blush as much as her, and even though they’d been together for a year now, he still loved seeing that reaction. Loved that he could do that to her with a few gruff words and his touch.

“I missed you,” she said, taking the beer from his hand and setting it on the front table.

He watched in amusement as her own briefcase fell to the floor, and then Patrick pulled her into his arms. He ducked down for a more thorough kiss, his fingers tangling in her long locks before sliding them down her back and coming to a rest on the curve of her bottom.

Hell, she was beautiful in the sleek suit she had on. It wasn’t necessarily intended to be sexy, but the way the skirt skimmed over her feminine curves and the tempting way her blouse hugged her breasts had his heartrate accelerating.

Not to mention his groin tightening.

“I wish you got off work earlier to come with us,” she said as she pulled back and he reluctantly released her. She peeled off her suit jacket as he retrieved his beer.

“What kind of girl’s night would that have been?” he joked, taking another long pull of the rich, hoppy brew.

“Evan could have come, too. It’d be like a double date.”

“I saw Evan all day long. You’re the one I’m ready to spend some quality alone time with. Preferably in bed.” His lips quirked up as she flushed again. “How was court?”

“Gave ‘em hell,” she said with a wink.

Patrick chuckled, his loud laughter filling the front foyer.

“Shhh, you’ll wake the kids.”

“Not our kids,” he protested. “They sleep like the dead.”

“Amen to that. Did you eat yet?” she asked, walking down the hallway toward the kitchen. His gaze lowered to watch the way her hips swished back and forth in that slim skirt as she walked away. The way the fabric hugged her ass was a sight to behold. Hell, she could show up in sweat pants and a tank top and still manage to look sexy as hell, he thought with a smirk.

Rebecca grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and took a long sip before sinking down into a chair at the kitchen table.

Patrick grabbed the chair beside her, stretching his long legs out. “I grabbed something on the way home. I knew you’d already eaten and after hours on the water, I was starving. Are you feeling okay?” he asked, his voice edged with concern as she raised a hand to her forehead.

“I just felt dizzy for a second.” She closed her eyes briefly then shook her head as if trying to clear it. “I’m fine. I think I’m just tired. I had a long day before I met up with Alison—I skipped lunch, then spent the afternoon prepping and in court.”

“Want me to go pick up something?”

“No, no, I’m fine now. I don’t know what that dizzy spell was about. I had crab cakes at the restaurant and those amazing breadsticks that I love. Then we split a strawberry shortcake for dessert.”

“Strawberry shortcake, huh?”

“What’s wrong with strawberry shortcake?”

“Nothing’s wrong with it. I just had this mental image of you, in bed, covered in whipped cream and strawberries.”

Rebecca raised her eyebrows, a smile playing on her lips. “And what happens next?”

“The sweetest damn thing I ever imagined.” His lips quirked up again as color rose in her cheeks. “First I feast on the strawberries and whipped cream—and then I feast on you.”

“Navy SEALs really are prepared for anything, huh? That plan seemed to come out of nowhere. Or was that something you’ve been dreaming up for a while?”

“I’m prepared to help you out of that suit,” he said with a grin. “I could even carry you to the bedroom if you think you might have another dizzy spell. And the whole strawberries thing was sort of a spur of the moment plan. A plan I’m very much interested in implementing.”

He rose and hovered over her, loving the flush that spread over her cheeks and the spark of arousal in her eyes as she gazed up at him.

“Patrick—”

He ducked down and gripped her slender waist, easily lifting her up and over his shoulder, chuckling as he held her that way, caveman style. “You can’t be too careful,” he admonished as she squealed in surprise. “One brief dizzy spell might require some extensive mouth-to-mouth. I might even need to examine every square inch of you to make sure you’re okay.”

“And you carrying me around like this is supposed to help?”

“It’s the quickest way to get you to bedroom, ma’am.”

His arm locked around her waist held her in place over his shoulder as he turned and purposefully strode out of the kitchen, shutting the light off behind him as he moved down the hall.

Rebecca laughed as he shifted her into his arms, holding her against his chest. Her breasts rose and fell enticingly beneath her blouse, and his cock hardened. He couldn’t wait to undress her slowly in the bedroom. Then he’d kiss her all over, making her come for him and cry out his name.

Male pride filled his chest at the way Rebecca always responded to his touch. At the way she yielded to him again and again, crying out in ecstasy as he claimed her.

It felt like he could never get enough of making love to her, and she was always more than happy to receive his attention.

Patrick set her down in front of the bed, one hand resting on her hip as she wobbled slightly in her heels. Slowly he began to unbutton her blouse, revealing her creamy skin, feeling her tremble at his touch. Her cleavage spilled over the cups of the white lace bra she had on, and as he continued moving down, his knuckles skimming over the soft swell of her stomach, he could see her nipples pebbling. He cupped one breast through the lace, letting his thumb rub back and forth over her nipple, loving the small gasp that escaped her lips.

He ducked lower and kissed her, his tongue demanding entrance as he backed her toward her bed. His thumb rubbed over her nipple again, and she moaned against him. Parted her lips as his tongue thrust inside. She was probably already wet with arousal now, so ready for him, and he was dying to part her creamy thighs and taste her. Tease her. Kiss her intimately until she was crying out his name.

“Where’s the zipper?” he asked gruffly, his hands roaming over her backside as he attempted to take off her skirt.

“On the side,” she said, breathless, reaching over and sliding it down. He clumsily tried to assist, and her skirt pooled at her feet an instant later, revealing sexy lace panties that matched her bra. Her creamy flesh was a sight to behold, and with her brown waves cascading around her, she looked like a goddess sent to tempt and torment him.

And she was his.

Patrick lifted her into his arms, palming her ass through her lace panties as her legs wrapped around his waist. Slender arms wound their way around his neck, and her full breasts were pressing against his chest. He groaned as he felt her hot center rubbing up against his erection. The heels from her shoes dug into the backs of his thighs, but he needed her closer.

Wanted all of her.

His erection strained against his pants, and he longed to pull it free and sink into her inviting warmth. To thrust into her until they were both crying out their release.

He lifted her slightly, rubbing her core against his thick length, and she gasped.

“You’re so beautiful,” he muttered. “I can’t keep my hands off of you.”

Patrick lay her on the bed, coming down on top of her as she squealed in surprise. His teeth grazed her neck as she arched up against him.

“Take this off,” she said, pulling at his camouflage shirt.

“Be right back,” he ground out as he stood, his voice thick with arousal. He unbuttoned his shirt as he crossed the bedroom, tossing it onto the ground. He’d collect it later, but right now he was a man on a mission.

The light from the fridge lit up the dark kitchen as he pulled open the door and peered inside. “Thank God,” he muttered, grabbing the can of whipped cream from the door. He intended to lick every inch of Rebecca’s smooth skin, spreading the delicious white cream over his favorite parts.

Her gorgeous breasts.

Her smooth stomach.

And that sweet spot between her thighs, where he loved to touch, taste, and pleasure her.

With a few long strides, he was back in Rebecca’s bedroom, thanking God there was a lock on the door. No sense in chancing their kids walking in on this particular sexcapade.

He crossed the room as he stalked toward her, admiring her wearing nothing but skimpy lace and those goddamn heels. Her hooded gaze ran over the muscles of his chest and torso. Met his searing gaze. 

Pride swelled within him, and his cock hardened impossibly more. “I come bearing gifts,” he said, his voice gravel. The corner of his lips quirked up as she focused on what he was holding.
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