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HOW MUCH WILL HE RISK for a woman he’s never met?

Navy SEAL Commander Harrison “Harley” Madden can’t forget the woman his team left behind. He’s sent his men into battle on countless missions, but one photograph haunts him—a stunningly beautiful woman, with knowing eyes that have seen too much.

Nurse Luciana Rodriguez has little hope of being rescued from a ruthless cartel. When a Navy SEAL team storms in, she’s shocked by her rescue and the instant connection she has with the gruff, handsome commander.

Luciana’s past haunts her, however, and she’s tracked to her new life in Hawaii. Can Harrison keep her safe and protect both her body and heart?

SEAL’s Harbor, a standalone novel, is book seven in the sizzling Alpha SEALs Hawaii series.
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NAVY SEAL COMMANDER Harrison “Harley” Madden grumbled under his breath, swinging his leg over his motorcycle. He grabbed his helmet, fastening it beneath his chin, and revved the engine. It was early. Too early. He probably should be more considerate of his neighbors, but thankfully they were further down the road, and at the moment, he was too pissed off to give a damn. It was entirely unlike him. Harrison was a respected naval officer at Joint Base Pearl Harbor-Hickam. A commander of multiple Navy SEAL teams, sending men into battle worldwide. He stayed apprised of the latest intelligence, monitored unfolding situations around the globe, and trained nearly as hard as his men. He was also well-respected. Considerate. Steady. Dependable.

The piece of intelligence he’d received, however, had practically sent him into a tailspin.

Irritation roiled through him, combating with his need to take action.

Harrison listened to the rumble of the engine as he pulled out of his driveway and onto the winding, narrow road. His house might be close enough to roll onto base at all hours when necessary, but the secluded home afforded him privacy. Peace. The little he allowed himself, at any rate. Harrison had given his life to the Navy long ago. He’d shed blood, sweat, and tears in battle as a Navy SEAL. He took his job as commander no less seriously. Lives depended on him—those of his own men and those of the civilians they were often tasked to rescue, either directly or indirectly. While every mission might not involve hostages or innocents potentially in the line of fire, the outcome of their operations sure as shit affected the lives of others, for better or worse, sometimes at great cost to himself.

He’d given up the idea of having a wife or family long ago. Of letting any type of softness seep into his hardened exterior. He couldn’t commit to that type of scenario until he’d left the Navy behind, and at forty-four, he still didn’t see that happening anytime soon. Harrison wouldn’t allow himself to be with a woman only to abandon her at all hours of the night to run ops from base. To devote more time to his SEAL team than his own family. That type of situation worked for some men, for some relationships, but not for him.

Maybe he’d never met a woman who’d made it worth the effort.

Harrison’s head swung to the left as he pulled to a stop sign, and he spotted a lone vehicle in the distance. It was quiet at this hour, just how he preferred it. He enjoyed his solitude and needed it to quiet the churning thoughts in his mind. Harrison pulled forward and sped several miles, the wind whipping past him, before finally turning onto the dirt road leading to a secluded beach. Hardly anyone was out yet this morning, not that many people came to this particular spot anyway.

The beaches of Waikiki were always dotted with tourists, nothing but gleaming white sand and sparkling water next to the high-rise hotels that catered to those visiting the island.

This spot was different. The real Hawaii, peaceful and somewhat untouched by man. He needed the quiet and seclusion of the hidden beach to get his thoughts in order. To formulate a plan.

Shaking his head, he focused on the road ahead as he headed toward the water, the first rays of sunlight coloring the sky. The soft Hawaiian breeze was normally a comfort, as natural as the sound of the waves crashing on shore, except this morning, he felt unsettled. Anxious. And that wasn’t like him.

Harrison was a man who took charge and lived life at a rapid-fire pace. He devised a plan and took action.

And the decision he was about to make? It could cost him everything.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


LUCIANA Rodriguez followed her captors down a narrow, well-worn stone pathway between several old buildings lining the road. The air was still, both hot and humid, and strands of her long hair clung to the back of her neck as she shuffled dutifully along, her heart racing. She felt the threat of the men’s holstered weapons almost as much as if they’d been holding a knife directly to her throat. One wrong move, and she’d probably be begging for them to kill her. In the grim reality she now lived in, Luciana knew there were fates even worse than death.

She swallowed as they moved past another building, her fear nearly overtaking her. Her breathing was shallow, and she tried to steady her breath, to calm her overloaded nervous system and focus on the present moment. Memorize her surroundings. Get oxygen flowing through her bloodstream.

Luciana sucked in a big gulp of air as her heart thudded. Was she having a panic attack? She’d never had them in the past, but she’d also never been held hostage before.

Nothing in her reality was in her control any longer. Not the food she ate. Not the clothes she wore. Not the times of day when she was allowed to bathe or relieve herself. And she certainly didn’t have the freedom to venture outside the home she’d been held captive in or even to open a damn window and take a breath of fresh air. Every moment of her day was controlled by her kidnappers, and she was ashamed to admit that she was too scared to do anything but listen and follow their orders.

One day had bled into another, never-ending and relentless. Until now.

Her eyes adjusted to the dimness of twilight, and she wondered why they were here in this alley. After nearly a month of being held prisoner, Luciana had been shocked that she’d been taken outside of the home at all.

What had changed?

It had been a risk to bring her into the outskirts of Panama City yesterday, and no doubt an even greater risk to do so two days in a row. Someone could’ve spotted her. Alerted her employer. Called the authorities. And yet, despite the hazard, her kidnappers had brought her along with them.

Uneasiness churned through her stomach. Was anyone even looking for her anymore? She might be presumed dead or believed to be tucked away so secretly, she’d never be found. The thought that no one might be searching for her was agonizing. The knowledge that life had simply continued on without her was painfully humbling. And yet she knew it to be true. The world hadn’t stopped just because her own existence had been forever altered.

Luciana’s work as a nurse with Doctors without Borders felt like a lifetime ago. The last thing she remembered was going into the storage room with her roommate and fellow nurse, Avery Nielsen, at their work site in Bajo Chiquito, near the Darien Gap. The American doctor who they’d suspected of smuggling drugs had been hiding in wait. As she and Avery went to search for boxes they believed he’d hidden in the storage area, the door had slammed shut behind them. Luciana had screamed in fright as Dr. Walters had jumped out. Before she could so much as run or otherwise defend herself, she was struck from behind. Knocked out cold.

She’d woken up hours later, drugged and bleeding from a head wound. No doubt concussed. While she thought at one point that Avery had been with her in the back of a moving vehicle, they’d eventually been separated. When Luciana was lucid enough to realize what had happened and become somewhat aware of her surroundings, she’d been alone.

The twisted, evil doctor had been nowhere in sight, and her worst fears had come true. She’d been kidnapped and sold off like property, left at the hands of a ruthless cartel to do with her as they pleased.

She had no idea what had happened to Avery—what she’d endured or if she was even alive after all this time. Luciana clenched her jaw, trying to fight back tears. She could handle whatever fate was dealt her, but her friend was an American, practically from another world. She wasn’t used to the grim realities that Luciana had faced in her lifetime. If Avery was being held, Luciana feared she’d never survive it.

Luciana’s captors had kept her stable after she’d been taken to a remote home, and that had been that. She’d been kept in a drugged state as she healed from her head wound, and while Luciana heard the screams of the other women imprisoned there, she hadn’t been assaulted—yet. She’d recovered but had been drugged and restrained. Her dreams made little sense, but as she’d become more aware of her surroundings, slowly weaned off whatever illicit drugs they’d been giving her, words like “buyer” and “price” stuck out in the conversations she overheard. Aside from the cries of the other women in the home, interspersed with harsh male demands, she felt the fear in the air. Smelt the stench of unwashed bodies and sex in the air.

They were trafficking women, moving them in and out of the home where she was held, and Luciana had no idea if she’d be next.

Shuddering, Luciana nearly stumbled in the work boots she wore as they trudged along. While she’d been kept in a threadbare nightgown, locked in a bedroom, they’d held on to the clothing she’d been wearing at the time of her kidnapping. When they’d taken her out of the home for the first time yesterday, she’d been allowed to dress in her own clothes and boots.

To blend in?

Luciana wasn’t sure.

Simply being outside the confines of her bedroom prison had been overwhelming. She was too scared to scream but hoped against hope that someone spotted her. Luciana had no doubt that if she so much as cried for help, she’d be dead within moments. The grim reality was, if she wanted to escape, she’d most likely have to do so on her own. She’d have to bide her time. Plan carefully. This was only her second time outside the home she’d been imprisoned in, and if she behaved and followed their orders, perhaps they’d bring her out in public with them more frequently.

Perhaps someday, she’d be brave enough to flee. To cry out for help. To fight for her life.

The men holding her hostage were most likely part of the Clan de Gulfo, one of the many notorious cartels currently engaged in a turf battle and the most prominent in the region. While it was well-known that they moved large volumes of drugs, Luciana had come to learn firsthand that they also were involved in the trafficking and sale of women.

She looked around, memorizing details of the area as they walked between another set of old buildings, and Luciana nearly ran into the man in front of her as he came to an abrupt stop. He cursed in Spanish, shooting her a scathing look before rattling off instructions to the second guy. She studied the first man for a beat, taking in the dirty bandana tied around his neck and the jagged scar on his cheek. He was missing a tooth and had a somewhat pudgy face, was short but stocky, and it was clear that he was the ringleader of the men she was with.

He wasn’t the head honcho though. His voice wasn’t the same as that of the man she often heard yelling orders in the large home—the voice of her nightmares. He’d come to her when she was drugged and practically incoherent, watching the women of the home tend to her wound.

Now that she was healed?

Luciana shuddered. Nothing was stopping him or any of the men from assaulting her, and she feared it was only a matter of time.

The second man began speaking rapidly in Spanish, eagerly scanning the street ahead. “Si. Let’s look for the girls. They come along this path alone in the evenings on their return home. It will be the same two we’ve watched before. No one is here to protect them.”

Her stomach churned.

The other man replied, laughing as he made lewd comments about the teenage girls they were waiting for. Realization dawned. Yesterday had been a scouting mission. They were here today to...what? Kidnap more victims? Assault the teenagers?

Luciana hadn’t seen the girls yesterday, but she’d been mostly kept out of sight. The men had brought her here tonight for a reason, and none of the possibilities were good.

They continued talking quietly, one of the men drawing Luciana to his side as they moved closer to the road. She stilled as his grubby hand wrapped around her waist, squeezing. “You will help us fetch the pretty teenagers.”

She swallowed, and he laughed gleefully.

The first man glared at her. “You will speak to the girls. Bring them to us while we wait in the alley.”

“What? No, I can’t possibly—”

Luciana gasped in surprise as the second man suddenly pushed her against the rough stone building, his hand sliding around her neck as the stone scraped her face. The first man chuckled as the second rubbed his erection against her ass. “You rather we use you instead? Too old for our buyer, but not too old for me,” he chuckled, sliding his other hand down to her crotch.

Luciana choked out a cry, tears streaming down her cheeks.

After all this time, was he going to rape her right here?

She shook as the man fumbled with the zipper of her pants. “No, no,” she whimpered, trying to push him off of her.

He laughed, grinding himself against her ass, still tugging on her zipper.

“Quiet!” the scarred man ordered sharply. “They are coming.”

The man pinning her to the wall cursed but released her, and Luciana shook as she turned toward the street ahead, her heart racing. If she’d been wearing something other than pants and boots, she wondered if he would’ve already assaulted her right there in the alley.

Her eyes stung and hands trembled as she took in the scene before her, listening to the sound of two teenagers talking rapidly in Spanish. A giggle burst forth between them, and by their approaching footsteps, she knew they were close.

“You will go speak with them,” the scarred man ordered.

Luciana’s lip quivered, and she swiped the tears from her eyes. She was still rattled, in shock at what had nearly happened.

“Now!” he snapped, his voice harsh.

When she didn’t move fast enough, the second man shoved her out of the alley and into the street. As Luciana cried out, she briefly locked eyes with an elderly woman who quickly disappeared into the doorway of a building. Luciana hit the ground, and the two teenagers rushed toward her, not realizing the danger lurking just steps away.

“No,” Luciana said, her voice weak. Her hands were scraped, bleeding from the fall, and she tried to push herself up so she could stand.

“Are you okay?” one girl asked.

“Leave!” Luciana whispered.

“You’re bleeding,” one of the teenagers said.

They crouched down to help her, and Luciana let out a strangled cry as the two men from the alley suddenly pounced. The teenagers were incapacitated within moments, drugged with whatever the hell Dr. Walters had been providing to the cartels. Luciana felt sick as she saw an empty vial fall to the ground, one of the men palming it to leave no trace of their presence. The girls were limp, helpless, and as the men roughly lifted them up, chuckling at their newest prizes, the man with the scarred face glared at her.

“Get up, bitch. You cause any problems on the journey back, and I’ll make you watch as we fuck them both. Maybe we’ll give you a go, too,” he sneered. His eyes grew harder. “If you run, we’ll kill them right now.”

Luciana bit back her retort, shakily rising to her feet. She glanced briefly at her scraped hands, now covered in dirt and tiny pieces of gravel. The street was empty and silent, the evening growing darker, and as she followed her captors back into the alley, it almost felt like she was entering her tomb.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


HARRISON STRODE INTO a building on Joint Base Pearl Harbor-Hickam, a plan formulating in his mind. He’d ridden his motorcycle to the secluded beach and jogged a few miles on the sandy shore as the sun rose, trying to clear his head and calm the adrenaline spiking through his bloodstream. It might be a Saturday, but he was unsettled by the intelligence he’d received overnight. Unsettled and spurred into action. He quickly moved down the hall to his office, letting the door shut behind him. There were staff and service members on base twenty-four-seven, and he didn’t need to be disturbed at the moment.

Crossing the room, he fired up his laptop and grabbed the file folder he kept sitting on top of the pile on his desk. Flipping it open, he quickly scanned over the contents once more and then looked at the photograph of the woman gazing back at him. He had an entire dossier on the missing nurse, but it was that damn picture that got him every time.

Luciana Rodriguez was hauntingly beautiful. More than a decade younger than him, she had delicate features and caramel skin that was a stunning contrast to her jet-black hair. But those eyes. They were what slayed him. They were soft brown yet sharp with knowledge. This was a woman who’d seen something—who’d endured plenty in her lifetime. Harrison may have only seen a photograph of the woman, but looking at it had felt like a sucker-punch to the gut. The knowledge that she’d been kidnapped by a cartel was troubling enough, but once he’d seen her picture?

He wouldn’t rest until she was safely returned home.

His mind played over the rescue op his team had deployed on a month ago. Ryan “Renegade” Pierce had led the charge to track down his girlfriend Avery Nielsen, who’d been kidnapped alongside Luciana while working as a nurse in Bajo Chiquito. Avery happened to be the sister of another one of his men, Aaron “Anchor” Nielsen, which was all the more reason the SEAL team had been particularly vested in this op. Harrison had ordered them to move in of his own accord, without explicit orders from those above him, and they’d brought Avery home unharmed.

The trouble was, when they’d descended on the home they’d tracked Avery to in Central America, Luciana hadn’t been with her.

That made his next options tricky. He wasn’t authorized to launch another rescue mission to Panama. Luciana wasn’t an American citizen. Avery was already safe and sound here in Oahu, and Luciana was collateral damage in the plot of a crazed U.S. doctor who had worked with them both. The doctor had been deep in debt and was trading vials of drugs smuggled in from the U.S. for cash. The cartel was eager to get their hands on the boxes of drugs, using them to sedate women. Except his evildoings had grown more sinister, and he’d kidnapped the two nurses, handing them over to the cartel.

It made Harrison sick to think no one was likely even searching for Luciana. The local Doctors Without Borders staff simply didn’t have the funding or know-how to find a Colombian nurse who’d disappeared a month ago. They’d been unable to assist much at all in Avery’s rescue. The SEAL team had the knowledge to get the job done, and they’d completed exactly that.

But Luciana?

She’d vanished without a trace, until not one but two recent sightings. While there’d been a possible sighting of her a month ago, it had been deemed a false alarm. The intelligence he’d gotten overnight, however, was credible, from a reliable source in Panama City. A woman had seen Luciana and reported it to the authorities. Her appearance might have gone unnoticed, except she’d been with two known members of the Clan de Gulfo, or Gulf Clan. The source had indicated one of the men had a distinguishing feature—a jagged scar on his face, recognizable by many of the locals. While not the kingpin, Pedro Gomez was high up the chain of command. He was both dangerous and deadly, and Harrison was filled with rage at the knowledge that Luciana was his prisoner.

Harrison couldn’t fathom why Gomez had brought Luciana out in public along with him into Panama City, but it was the break he needed. The homes belonging to the cartel members were well-known to the locals and police alike. It seemed Luciana hadn’t been sold off to a foreign buyer in some twisted exchange after all. She wasn’t untraceable, halfway across the globe.

Luciana was still right there in Panama City, being held against her will.

Flipping through the dossier he had on Luciana, Harrison paused. She’d grown up in Colombia, part of a wealthy family. At seventeen, she’d been kicked out of her home by her father for unknown reasons. Luciana had left that life behind, severing all connections with her family. She’d managed to do odd jobs to work her way through school and eventually began practicing medicine as a nurse in the region. He doubted she was highly paid given that many of the medical professionals who worked with Doctors Without Borders were volunteers. Money was used for medical supplies for the patients they treated, many of whom wouldn’t receive medical care at all without their services. 

Luciana had managed to hold her own, making a life for herself on her own terms, until that shitty American doctor had handed both Avery and her right to the cartel. Anger coursed through Harrison. She was a dedicated nurse, a caregiver. She was no doubt smart in order to obtain a paid nursing position through Doctors Without Borders. Yet rather than living as peacefully as anyone could in that region, she’d been kidnapped.

Harrison hated to even consider what horrors she’d faced. She could’ve been assaulted or raped while in captivity. Used by multiple men. She’d no doubt need medical attention once he located and rescued her. And while Avery had been in relatively good health after the kidnapping, all things considered, Luciana had been imprisoned significantly longer. In addition, there’d been blood in the storage room from which they’d been taken. And given that Avery had been uninjured, Luciana had been the one hurt.

Grabbing his phone, Harrison called one of the men under his command, Wyatt “Wildcard” Miller. Wyatt led one of his SEAL teams, and Harrison had been keeping him apprised of the situation because of the possibility the team would deploy when Luciana was found.

“Good morning, sir,” Wyatt said as he answered. “Is everything all right? It’s early to hear from you on a Saturday.”

“Yes and no. There’s been an additional sighting of Luciana Rodriguez in Panama City, this time from a credible source. I received word overnight that she was spotted with two known members of the Gulf Clan.”

“Wow,” Wyatt said, sounding relieved. “That’s an incredible lead. We’ve been waiting for news like this. Are we moving out?”

“Not yet. I’ll be reviewing the intelligence and assessing maps and satellite imagery of the area this morning. There are several possibilities as to where she’s being held, most likely at the home of one of the cartel leaders. I need to reach out to my contact in Panama for some additional details.”

“Should I call in the team for a briefing?” Wyatt asked.

“Negative. We aren’t authorized to move in on this. Luciana is not an American citizen, and we have no other reason to be in the region at this time.”

“Well let’s fucking make a reason,” Wyatt said, sounding frustrated.

Harrison cursed. It would be the ultimate irony to have finally located her but to not have the go ahead from Uncle Sam. “I’m working on it. If I get clearance to move in on this, the team will go wheels up in the morning. That’s a big ‘if,’ however. I nearly got my ass handed to me for sending the team after Avery without going through the proper channels first. It would’ve been approved in due time, but you know how DOD moves—at a goddamn snail’s pace. I’ll loop you in when I find out more. I understand the team is meeting today?”

“Affirmative, sir. Callie and I are having everyone over this evening. It seems we can’t have a party without something eventful happening, so this is just par for the course. We’ll be ready to move in if necessary.”

Harrison cleared his throat, glancing at the time on his watch. “I know you will be, Wildcard. Keep this between us for now. You can fill in the team this evening when I have more information.”

“Understood, sir,” Wyatt said.

Harrison ended the call, then scrolled through his contact list for the number of his friend in Panama City. The tip they’d gotten overnight was their big break, and Harrison had work to get done.
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LUCIANA SHIVERED IN the early morning light, a wave of nausea washing over her. The house was eerily quiet as she lay in bed, exhausted from both her nightmares and the grim reality of her circumstances. The silence was only a brief reprieve, however, because reality would once again come crashing through the quiet like a wrecking ball. Luciana lived in the minutes now, surviving from moment to moment as she struggled against the fear nearly pulling her under, her very existence mere fragments of the woman she’d once been.

Luciana had heard the screams of one of the teenage girls last night. She’d lay frozen in her bed, terrified and unable to help, barely sleeping more than a few minutes at a time. Maybe Luciana wouldn’t have been able to stop the two men who’d brought her to Panama City, but she felt complicit in the kidnapping anyway. She hadn’t cried out a warning to the teenagers. She hadn’t yelled for them to run or screamed for help. She’d whispered for them to leave, her throat closing as panic had set in, and then it had been too late. They’d been kidnapped right off the street, and Luciana had dutifully followed her captors as they all returned to their vehicle, knowing she’d be beaten or worse if she so much as uttered a sound of protest.

Horror crept through her. As a nurse, she helped others. Provided needed medical care. Letting those teenage girls fall victim to the ruthless cartel was as opposite from her job as one could get. She should’ve screamed for help. Begged them for mercy.

Instead, she’d practically handed the teenagers right over to the devil himself.

As queasiness rose within her again, Luciana stumbled out of bed, then rushed to the trashcan and vomited.

Tears smarted her eyes, but she felt slightly better as she sat on the floor. There was still a glass of water on the nightstand, and she reached for it, taking a tiny sip. After a few moments, as she waited for her stomach to settle, she realized she was still in the clothes she wore last night. Luciana had assumed one of the women of the house would come to her at some point, forcing her to change into another threadbare nightgown. Leaving her barefoot. Defenseless.

Yet Luciana still had on her clothes. Her undergarments. Her boots.

A flash of shock suddenly sent adrenaline spiking through her bloodstream. Luciana had hidden a small pocketknife in the sole of one boot long ago. It wouldn’t do much damage to a person, but it would afford her the smallest level of protection. Would they really let her keep her belongings this time? Maybe they were planning to take her out in public again. If Luciana removed the small knife from where it was concealed, she wasn’t sure where she could possibility hide it in the room. Besides, then she wouldn’t have it when they were out, and maybe the small pocketknife would be the only thing to help her escape her captors.
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