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      Danger and romance make for an unforgettable meet cute…

      Former Navy SEAL Seth Jacobsen has been hired to find the kidnapped infant of billionaire Trent Caldwell. Tracking down the baby is easy. Getting the little one away from the sassy and beautiful nurse looking after her? Not so much. Seth doesn't understand how she can be so warm and affectionate one moment, and so cold the next. But he can’t deny, there’s something about her he just can’t resist…

      Chelsea Andrews refuses to back down. A mysterious stranger hired her to look after a baby, and nobody is going to get in the way of her doing her job. As far as she’s concerned, men like Seth are one thing… Trouble. And despite their growing attraction, she isn’t about to give her virginity away to just anyone—even if he is tall, muscular, and unbearably handsome.

      When they’re forced to work together to return the kidnapped infant, Chelsea realizes there’s more to this gruff alpha male than meets the eye. Could he be the man she’s been waiting for?

      This book was previously released in 2014
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      Seth Jacobsen stepped out of the Caldwells’ hospital room and made a beeline for the nearest exit to catch his breath. He didn’t like hospitals on a good day, and generally, he did his absolute best to avoid them at all costs. He ended up in some sort of healing garden according to the sign; although he wasn’t entirely sure how much healing could go on with all the flashing lights from the police cruisers visible from the windows. Since no one was around, he began to pace so he could think better.

      Kidnappings were incredibly emotional for the families involved, but when the missing person was a baby, a newborn, the stakes were that much higher and the emotions were that much stronger. It didn’t help that he was friends with the parents. Both of them looked like they’d been turned inside out. Even with the sedatives, Brianna struggled to rest, and he couldn’t imagine the level of shock and grief she was experiencing. Seth knew her husband, Trent, was going through the same thing, but he looked more murderous than anything else, which was why Seth’s partner in his security firm, Shawn, was still upstairs with them, preventing Trent from charging out after whoever had taken the baby.

      While kidnappings were more prevalent overseas, they did still happen in the United States, and given Trent Caldwell’s net worth, it wouldn’t surprise Seth if there was a ransom demand already on its way.

      But then, if Trent was right and Marco Bresi had orchestrated the kidnapping, then this wouldn’t be about ransom. Bresi didn’t need the money. What Seth didn’t understand was what the man intended to do with a newborn—other than hurt Trent as much as possible. But given the vendetta between the two men, maybe that was reason enough.

      He caught sight of news vans joining the police cars and contemplated returning to the office, but he still needed additional answers. Heading back to the security station, he knocked on the door, hoping it would be opened by the same guard he’d spoken to earlier. It was.

      “Hi. Seth Jacobsen, we spoke about an hour ago? I was wondering if you’d found any other footage of the kidnapper.”

      The security guard blocked the door but looked over his shoulder. “The police are here. How about you let them do their job?”

      Seth could do without the attitude and was about to say something to that effect when he heard a male voice call out, “Is that Jacobsen? Let him in!” The guard reluctantly stepped aside, and Seth looked to see who had spoken.

      “Corbin? Good to see Denver PD has put their best on the job.” Seth stepped through the door to shake the hand of the detective. “How are you?”

      “Divorced. What brings MJI out here? Did the Caldwells call you already?”

      “Actually, Shawn and I are personal friends of the Caldwells. We came to offer our congratulations after the delivery, but we arrived to discover we’d gotten here shortly after the incident. Of course, we immediately offered to help. Has there been any other sighting of the perp?”

      “Marshall is here, too?”

      Seth nodded his head. “He’s upstairs with the parents. And you’re ducking my question.”

      Corbin laughed. “I guess I am. And the answer is no. We’ve checked all the footage, and we’re assuming there was a wardrobe change.”

      Stepping closer to the monitors, Seth looked down to watch as a uniform went through the surveillance file. The security camera’s video was grainy and even with his limited knowledge of video editing, he didn’t think any of it could be cleaned up for better identification. “Any footage of someone leaving with an infant?”

      As he said it, there was static over a radio that he couldn’t make out, and Corbin pointed to a set of monitors where the video appeared to be showing a blank wall. A moment later, the camera angle changed, and they were looking at a close up of one of the security guards as he adjusted the camera’s position.

      “Cameras in the lower service halls were shifted, so my guess is the perp went out that way.”

      “Where does that lead?”

      “Service dock. Already checked it out. No one saw anything.”

      Seth thanked the detective for his time. With what little he had to go on, he still wasn’t sure if there was going to be a call for ransom, but this was clearly a planned kidnapping. Now the big question was what the kidnapper had planned next.
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      Chelsea Andrews looked up at Marco Bresi’s log…well, the word “cabin” didn’t do it justice, not when it had two floors, a balcony, a porch, and views that couldn’t be beat. The limousine had stopped in front of the place, and she knew she should get out, but she had to take a minute to gawk. A new Prius was also parked in front of the four car garage, and somewhere close by, she could hear the sound of water from either a fountain or a waterfall.

      This had to be paradise.

      For the last ten miles, the limo had been steadily climbing up winding roads. The city of Denver was already a mile high, but now she was among towering pines, rugged peaks, crisp air, and fall colors with aspens turning bright yellow against the darker green. She’d never known the Rockies were so beautiful. Pulling in a breath, she got out and swiped a damp palm down her jeans. The limo had driven between tall, stone gates and that should make her feel more secure, but this place seemed so…so isolated.

      It was an odd situation.

      Her new employer had come through a referral, not from her usual agency, but Chelsea hadn’t been able to pass up the opportunity. Six-months, her normal fee doubled, and she would be expected to travel with her charge—a single child. Compared to helping look after her sister’s eight-month-old twin boys, this would be a walk in the park. Rachel was almost back on her feet after Mark’s death—or so she kept saying—and she had pushed Chelsea into taking the job, saying Chelsea needed a new challenge. “And I need to spend time with my boys on my own!”

      Chelsea had smiled at that—her sister had always been the one pushing her, first to finish nursing school and now to get back out into the world after trying to help Rachel recover.

      Her employer’s instructions had been to pack only one suitcase—the driver was pulling that out of the trunk for her. The limo had picked her up at her apartment—she had sublet it for six months to another nurse who was going through a divorce. Chelsea assumed she’d be back in it once this job was over.

      The sheer luxury wasn’t something she was used to—and now she was staring this amazing structure in what was otherwise the middle of nowhere. Well, the middle of a forest, with a lot of winding roads. She’d been glad the limo had a stock of club soda to help settle her stomach—it wasn’t helping much with her nerves. Meeting new employers was always tough, but Marco Bresi seemed like a man who went overboard on extra security—her phone call with him had left him sounding a little paranoid with all the questions he’d asked.

      “Miss Andrews?” Turning, she blinked and smiled at the driver. “Please head on inside. I’ll bring in your luggage.”

      She smiled and headed for the front door, startled when a man stepped out from the shadows to look her up and down. Dressed in a dark suit, he looked intimidating with his hand resting lightly on a rifle that sat in a shoulder sling. The door opened and an older gentleman said something to Mr. Dark and Scary in a different language before smiling at her. He looked about fifty—or maybe a really well-preserved sixty. Wavy hair was still thick but graying. His suit jacket—a casual sports coat in a pale gray—and his dark-gray trousers hid the extra weight of an older man very well. He had on an open-neck shirt that looked like silk in a pale yellow. An olive complexion and startlingly brown eyes spoke of a Mediterranean heritage, as did his slight accent.

      “Miss Andrews?”

      She stuck out her hand. “Chelsea, please.”

      “Then you must call me Marco. Please do come in.”

      Before stepping through the door, she looked to see where the other man was, but he’d already left the porch and was making his way toward the garage. Definitely security conscious.

      Outside, she’d seen rough logs with a rustic, rugged look. That theme continued inside to an extreme. Polished hardwood floors that reflected the light, lots more wood on the walls in various shades of tan, Southwestern print rugs on the floors that looked like they were antiques. The décor—huge, leather chairs and sofas, a table that could seat at least fourteen, and animal heads with antlers hung up high—didn’t quite go with the man in front of her. He looked too—well, too sophisticated for a place like this.

      A huge stone fireplace dominated the room, the rock a gray slate, and from what she could see, the kitchen sported high-end stainless steel appliances that would impress any interior decorator. The almost floor-to-ceiling windows gave sweeping views of the vista outside, and the height of the room stretched up to the peaked roof, with more warm planks. Pine, she thought.

      Marco Bresi obviously had money to afford a place like this—either as a rental or as his home. She immediately stood up a little straighter and wished she’d worn a dress and sandals, not jeans and a white, cotton shirt.

      “Come, sit. Would you care for refreshment? Wine? Iced tea?” He smiled. “I know you Americans love your cold tea. Or lemonade, perhaps?” He gestured to the leather chairs set in front of the rock fireplace.

      She shook her head and sat in one of the chairs. It just about swallowed her up.

      Marco poured himself a glass of red wine and sat opposite her. “You don’t mind a few more questions? In person, as it were?”

      She smiled—great, more interviewing. A movement from outside drew her attention. She glanced out to see two men in dark suits walking the back terrace—they almost looked as if they were on patrol. She glanced at Marco, eyebrows raised. “Are there more?”

      “You needn’t worry about my bodyguards. They are here to keep you safe.”

      Chelsea shifted uneasy now. She didn’t like that this man needed to have armed guards to feel secure. “So, there are two?”

      “Si. Due. Two. They are very good at their job.” Marco waved a careless hand. “So much violence these days, and a man with treasures must protect them.” He smiled, but the expression didn’t reach his eyes. “Sadly, I also have made enemies—there are terrible men in this world, and I must do what I can to safeguard against them. I have had…threats enough to make me cautious.”

      She nodded—what could you say to that? But it worried her—what kind of man was he that he’d made the kind of enemies who would bring violence to him? She muttered something suitable about understanding his desire to be safe.

      Marco’s smile warmed slightly. “Your pardon, Chelsea, but…you look younger than your resume said.”

      She lifted one shoulder. “It’s the curse of being blonde and small. Maybe when I hit fifty, I’ll be glad I look ten years younger. But I’m twenty-six. I can assure you, I have excellent references.”

      Marco inclined his head. “Yes, I know. I called them. Three years working in the neonatal department, and then three more
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