

[image: Rescued by a Hot SEAL]




  	
	    
	      Also by Cat Johnson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Cathouse Cinderella

          
        
          
	          Before Cate

          
        
          
	          Cat Haus

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      For Hire

          
        
          
	          Hot Chick for Hire

          
        
          
	          Spy For Hire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Friedhofsgeheimnisse

          
        
          
	          Cadaver Lab: Romantische Komödie Liebesroman

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Graveyard Secrets

          
        
          
	          Cadaver Lab

          
        
          
	          Cadaver Lab 2: Ghostly Hearts & Body Parts

          
        
          
	          Cadaver Lab 3: Spirited Shenanigans

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hot For Hire

          
        
          
	          Hot Hero For Hire

          
        
          
	          Hot Billionaire for Hire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hot SEALs

          
        
          
	          Night with a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Hot SEALs Volume 1 (Books 1-4)

          
        
          
	          Saved by a SEAL

          
        
          
	          SEALed at Midnight

          
        
          
	          Kissed by a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Protected by a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Loved by a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Tempted by a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Wed to a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Romanced by a SEAL

          
        
          
	          Rescued by a Hot SEAL

          
        
          
	          Betting on a Hot SEAL

          
        
          
	          Escape with a Hot SEAL

          
        
          
	          Matched with a Hot SEAL

          
        
          
	          SEAL the Deal

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL in Hollywood

          
        
          
	          Desire in D.C

          
        
          
	          Nacht mit einem SEAL

          
        
          
	          Night with a SEAL: Portuguese Edition

          
        
          
	          Saved by a SEAL: Portuguese Edition

          
        
          
	          Hot SEALs Volume 2 (Books 5-8)

          
        
          
	          Hot SEALs Volume 3 (Books 9-12)

          
        
          
	          Hot SEALs Volume 4 (Books 13-16)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Red Hot & Blue

          
        
          
	          Red Blooded

          
        
          
	          A Few Good Men

          
        
          
	          BB Dalton

          
        
          
	          Model Soldier

          
        
          
	          Smalltown Heat

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Red Hot & Blue

          
        
          
	          A Prince Among Men

          
        
          
	          True Blue

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      SEALs in Paradise

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL, Dirty Martini

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL, Tijuana Nights

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL, Runaway Bride

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL, Heartbreaker

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL, Cold Water

          
        
          
	          Hot SEAL, Under Pressure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Série Secrets de Petite Ville

          
        
          
	          Romans à l'Eau de Rose

          
        
          
	          Honey Buns (Brioche au Miel)

          
        
          
	          Pas de Souci

          
        
          
	          Mister Naughty (Monsieur Vilain)

          
        
          
	          Red Hot (Chauffé au Rouge)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Shadow SEALs

          
        
          
	          Shadow Pawn

          
        
          
	          Shadow Lies

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Silver SEALs

          
        
          
	          SEAL Strong

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Smalltown Secrets

          
        
          
	          Kissing Books

          
        
          
	          Red Hot

          
        
          
	          Honey Buns

          
        
          
	          Zero Forks

          
        
          
	          Undercover Santa

          
        
          
	          Mister Naughty

          
        
          
	          Dog Days

          
        
          
	          Bad Decisions

          
        
          
	          The Mudville Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Studs in Spurs

          
        
          
	          Unridden

          
        
          
	          Bucked

          
        
          
	          Ride

          
        
          
	          Hooked

          
        
          
	          Flanked

          
        
          
	          Thrown

          
        
          
	          Champion

          
        
          
	          Spurred

          
        
          
	          Wrecked

          
        
          
	          Studs in Spurs Complete Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Long Road Home

          
        
          
	          Home Town

          
        
          
	          Home Front

          
        
          
	          Home Fires

          
        
          
	          Home Coming

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trilogy Collection

          
        
          
	          Nice & Naughty

          
        
          
	          Just Desserts

          
        
          
	          Opposites Attract

          
        
          
	          The Trilogy Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      USMC Men in Uniform

          
        
          
	          Cinderella Liberty

          
        
          
	          Crossing the Line

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wilder Brothers

          
        
          
	          City Girl Seeks Cowboy

          
        
          
	          Her Playboy Cowboy Lover

          
        
          
	          Between a Rock and a Hard Cowboy

          
        
          
	          Wilder Brothers of Bitter End (Books 1-3)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Cowboy Blue

          
        
          
	          Texas Two-Step

          
        
          
	          SEALs in Paradise:The Collection

          
        
          
	          Longhorn Linebacker

          
        
          
	          The Thief and the Agent

          
        
          
	          Mr. Grumpy's Christmas Date

          
        
          
	          Mother Clucker

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Cat Johnson’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


RESCUED BY A HOT SEAL

Hot SEALs

[image: logo]

by NY Times & USA Today Bestseller

CAT JOHNSON


He’s a SEAL. She’s the woman his team is sent to rescue.

Navy commander Grant Milton was well prepared to fight Somali kidnappers to save American aid worker Jennifer Anderson. What he wasn’t ready to deal with were his feelings for her afterward.

Never miss a new release or a sale again!

Sign up for email alerts at catjohnson.net/news


RESCUED BY A HOT SEAL

Copyright © 2016 by CAT JOHNSON

All Rights Reserved

License Statement

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


[image: logo]

Chapter 1

To say the team had been excited when the training orders came through and they saw the location would be a gross understatement.

Vegas.

Even if Grant Milton’s SEAL team was in the Nevada desert for high altitude high opening night jump practice, Vegas was near.

It hovered like a mirage on the horizon so close the men could see the beckoning glow of the neon during their jumps out of the C-130.

Grant could feel their anticipation now as his team stood assembled in front of him after the conclusion of their final night of training. They vibrated with the barely contained excitement but still held fast, waiting for him to cut them loose for what remained of the night.

Why wasn’t he more excited about that prospect himself?

Now that the adrenaline had dissipated Grant felt nothing but tired. Not just physically, but more of a bone-deep weariness that seemed to start in his brain and take root in his heart.

Four six-man teams made a total of twenty-four in the training group. It was entirely comprised of elite warriors from the Naval Special Warfare Development Group. Known as SEAL Team 6 to most people, including the media, it was usually just DEVGRU to those actually involved with the teams.

They’d all come together for this surprise high altitude high opening parachute training that command had sprung on them with no notice.

They’d completed the night’s HAHO exercises, but Grant’s unit was the only one yet to be dismissed.

Was he torturing his men by dragging this out? Maybe. Exercising patience and self-denial would be good for them.

And maybe he was a little jealous. While they’d all be hitting up the casinos, he’d most likely go back to the hotel. Watch an hour of shitty TV until he thought he might be able to fall to sleep and then stare at the ceiling in the dark until he actually did.

“We fly out at zero-eight-hundred. Rally is thirty minutes before wheels up.” Every eye remained trained on him as his team waited. Grant drew in a breath and decided to end their torture.

“Until then, you’re dismissed." There was a collective whoop as the team broke formation. "Don’t be late or we’re leaving without you and you'll have to find your own way back to Virginia.”

He’d had to yell the last part at their retreating backs as they sprinted for the vehicles. His own fault for saying the magic word—dismissed—a tad too soon.

“You’re not heading out on the town like them?”

Grant turned at the question and saw Mike Groenning, the team commander from one of the other units they’d been training with. “I hadn’t planned on it. You?”

“Yeah, I’ll probably drive in and grab dinner. I’ve got a hankering for a nice thick juicy steak.” Mike rubbed his flat stomach.

The man was on the small side, but anyone who assumed that made him weak would get a surprise and quickly find out to the contrary.

All that strength burned a lot of calories. From what Grant had observed Mike could put away food as well as any man twice his size. 

“That steak actually doesn’t sound like such a bad idea.” It was after midnight but the last thing Grant had eaten had been hours before the training had started.

The team worked enough vampire hours Grant could eat any time of day or night. He used to be able to sleep at any time too, regardless of the hour, but lately that hadn’t been the case.

Too much on his mind, he supposed. He felt fine when he was occupied during training or on an op. It was during the down time when the demon thoughts crept into his brain.

“Come with me,” Mike said. When Grant hesitated, he added, “I’m not planning on being out until dawn, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

That had been a consideration. Grant’s late night partying had ended when he'd slipped that ring on Bethany’s finger.

Had that really been four years ago?

He stifled a sigh and nodded. “All right. I think I will come. Thanks.”

It would be good for him to get out. Shoot the shit with a fellow team leader. Talk about everything, but really nothing at all.

Tonight, lying in bed and staring at the ceiling would have to wait . . . at least for a few more hours.
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Chapter 2

Jennifer Anderson knew from the time she was young the one thing she wanted to do was teach, so it wasn’t a surprise that was what she’d ended up doing for a career.

What was a surprise, to her family and friends and the current guy she had just started dating, was her recent announcement. That after eight years of teaching elementary school in Ohio she was moving to the Horn of Africa to teach children in Somalia for a year.

Reactions varied. Her family was supportive—at least to her face—her friends and coworkers were baffled, and her boyfriend, Brad, was kind of an ass about it.

He told her she was nuts. That it was too dangerous. That in a country that destitute, she should expect violence against foreigners, in particular Americans who were perceived as rich and entitled by the rest of the world.

That although the military and the private shipping companies had quelled the pirate attacks at sea, kidnappings on land still happened.

Jen knew there were dangers and that there had been some attacks in the past, but the concept of actual modern day pirates had made her laugh. So had the concept that her investment broker boyfriend was familiar with anything that wasn't in a sports broadcast or in the stock market report.

Foreign affairs weren't exactly in Brad's wheelhouse. Where the best happy hour could be found was more his speed.

In hindsight, she should have listened to Brad. He’d acted like a jerk but it was out of concern for her safety. More than that, he’d been completely right. If she ever got out of here, she’d have to apologize.

If she ever got out.

How many days had it been since the group of men with AK-47s had stopped their vehicle? She’d lost count since the fever and delirium had set in.

Not too much longer than a month, she supposed. She knew that because she’d had to endure the presence of her period without the benefit of any sanitary products, but only once.

Though she’d lost so much weight from being starved, perhaps her body had shut down that part of her system to conserve energy.

Good. In her weakened state she needed all the help she could get.

Not the mention the complete lack of any sanitation facilities, which made every day she’d been there horrible.

Jen tried to lick her cracked lips, but fever and lack of adequate water had long ago made her mouth chronically dry.

She lifted her head, then using both arms tried to sit up. The resulting wave of dizziness from that effort, in addition to the headache that was her constant companion now, made her feel worse just when she thought that wasn't possible.

Giving up, she flopped back to the hard ground. The mat beneath her and the filthy, scratchy blanket that covered her provided slim comfort.

Comfort. She’d long forgotten what that felt like. What normal felt like . . .

“We’re going to die here.” Adam’s voice, low and scratchy, came to her through the darkness.

The soft Dutch accent that she’d enjoyed listening to before they’d been taken didn’t soften the harsh reality of his words.

As she lay staring at the stars that shone extra brightly in the moonless sky, she said, “I know.”

At the beginning of their confinement she and Adam had made a pact. No negative talk. No negative thoughts either. The enemy within—the loss of the will to live—could be as deadly as the external dangers.

Now, after a month of being treated worse than animals, keeping a sunny outlook was completely impossible, but even maintaining a modicum of hope when it was becoming so obvious there was none, seemed maniacal.

If she hadn’t been so dehydrated, she would cry.

Instead, she just shook—from the infection that racked her body, from the chill of the damp clothes stuck to her skin, from the hysteria she hovered just at the edge of.

Her coworker smothered a curse. “I’m sorry, Jen. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Don’t apologize. It’s the truth.”

Maybe speaking it aloud would bring death sooner.

Jen considered that. Did she want to die?

Her first thought when they’d been faced with the men who’d intercepted their car with AK-47s and shouted threats in a language she didn’t understand had been that at thirty-one she was too young to die.

Adam was older. At least he’d had a chance at life. A career and then a retirement that allowed him to pursue charity work. A wife. Kids he’d seen graduate and marry. Grandchildren he could enjoy spoiling.

Jen had none of that. If—when—she died she’d leave a mother and father and sister who would no doubt mourn for her, but not much else.

She’d never get to transform the scribbles in her journal into that memoir she’d planned to write when she got home from this trip.

But compared to the pain that every second brought to her now, she had to think yes. It was time to let go. She was done.

Death would be preferable to life as it was now after over a month of this inhuman captivity—a month if their crude estimate was even close to accurate.

Truth be told, she wasn’t sure of anything any more except for one thing—she’d rather die a quick death rather than be tortured, or slowly beheaded for the video value.

Or, God forbid, be gang raped by these men.

In the beginning, when she had been a prize to be preserved for a possible huge ransom payout, none of the two-dozen men dared touch her.

But lately things had shifted. There had been glances from a couple that made her uncomfortable. The attention had recently escalated and become invasions of her personal space as one or another man would stand too close when they walked. Slept too close to her on the ground.

If the hostage negotiations didn’t resolve quickly, she had no doubt the advances would go much further and there was nothing she or Adam could do to stop them, except maybe die trying.

And she would, when it came to that, die fighting rather than go quietly.

She realized she’d thought when, not if.

So there is was then. The truth, finally. They were going to die here and she accepted that fact.

It was a relief really to stop deceiving herself.

There was no way the not for profit non-governmental organization running her school could pay the kind of insane ransom numbers the delusional and ill informed Somali kidnappers had been demanding.

Neither could her parents.

A couple of hundred thousand, maybe, but ten million US dollars? Never.

Calmed by her resolve that she’d make sure she died quickly, even if she had to grab one of their knives and use it on herself, Jen stared up at the night sky disappointed there was no moon showing for her to gaze upon.

She liked the moon. Liked to imagine she was up there, safely looking down on the Earth, far from where she was now.

Jen held the beauty of that thought in her mind as she hovered between consciousness and delusion and hopefully soon would fall into the blissful release of sleep.
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Chapter 3

Even after a successful training and a really kick-ass steak on the strip in Vegas, there was nothing like coming home.

Things were strained between Grant and his wife—and his getting yanked away on no notice and missing their counseling session hadn’t helped—but he was still happy to be back.

Grant had been too many places and done too many things to not appreciate the comforts of home when he was fortunate enough to get them.

He’d make nice with Bethany, reschedule the appointment and hope to avoid another argument.

A man could only fight about the same thing so many times. A woman, however, seemed to have no limit on the number of repeat battles covering the same ground.

They had to have argued over the same topic a hundred times, maybe more in the few years since they’d been married.

It all boiled down to one thing. She wanted him to get out of the Navy. He didn’t agree.

He’d tried the compromise thing. He really had. He’d given up command of his team and spent over a year as a Green Team instructor during which, barring any night testing and training, he could come home to her every evening like a normal husband who worked a regular job.

OEBPS/images/logo.png





OEBPS/images/cover.png





