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SEAL

 

Navy SEAL.

 

Team Leader.

 

Warrior.

 

Men are born. Warriors are made. Honor is earned.

 

I was sixteen years old when I first heard those words from my best friend’s father. The Vice Admiral took me in, taught me about integrity, and gave me what I’d never had—a family.

 

But it wasn’t just my best friend and his father who changed my life.

 

The emerald-eyed blonde with an innocent smile stopped me dead in my tracks. Wanting to be a man worthy of her, I enlisted and became a SEAL. Except not even the Trident I’d earned changed the fact that she was the Vice Admiral’s daughter and my best friend’s much younger sister. She was strictly off-limits.

 

Then tragedy struck, and I found myself in the one position I never should’ve let happen—with my arms around her. Now I had one objective.

 

Code name: Alpha.

Mission: Retreat.

 

 

SEAL is a prequel to ALPHA, the first standalone book in the exciting Alpha Elite Series by USA Today Bestselling author, Sybil Bartel. Come meet Adam “Alpha” Trefor and the dominant, alpha Navy SEALs he serves with!


 

For my beloved son, Oliver.

You are still, and will always be my entire world.

I love you, Sweet Boy, and I miss you beyond words.

 

Oliver Shane Bartel 2004–2020
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Adam

 

Standing shirtless at the kitchen sink in a pair of sweats, I downed the glass of water as a small hand landed on my back.

“Couldn’t sleep?” she asked like there was familiarity between us. “Come back to bed and I’ll wear you out, sailor.” Her lips touched my shoulder as her hand drifted to my abs and headed south.

I spun and grabbed her offending wrist. “Not a sailor.” I was a SEAL. Not that I’d told her that, but my best friend and teammate, Billy, had told both her and her friend last night in the bar that we were Navy. The idea of a uniform had been enough for both of them.

It always was with women like her.

Not that I gave a damn. Sex was sex, and she was just another nameless means to an end.

“I thought you said you were in the Navy?” Pouting, she tried to lean her naked body into mine.

Ignoring her question, I held her away from me. “I have an early morning.” I didn’t. “Time for you to go.” Stepping back, I dropped her wrist.

“But Angie drove and I don’t have a car,” she whined, reaching for me again. “We have time for another round.”

I didn’t do second rounds, and I didn’t do this. “Already told you last night what this was.”

Finally cutting the act, she crossed her arms and dropped the higher pitched baby voice. “Seriously?”

Her fake breasts that were pushed together having zero effect on me, I didn’t even glance at them. “Seriously.”

“Oh my God, I’m standing here naked and you’re really going to hang on to your one and done line you fed me at the bar?”

I really was. Not commenting, I gave her nothing except my locked expression.

“I take it back.” She scowled. “You aren’t the best sex I’ve ever had. You’re just an asshole. I’m out of here.” Spinning on her heel, she strutted toward my bedroom but yelled at my closed guest room door. “Angie! Let’s go, we’re leaving!”

I should’ve felt like a dick, but I didn’t. She got hers, three times.

I was many things, but selfish in bed wasn’t one of them.

No remorse for the angry woman banging on my guest bedroom door before she headed into my room, I leaned against my kitchen counter and fought the same damn bullshit in my head I fought every time I bedded a woman over the past year.

Bullshit I had no business thinking about.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t wipe it clean.

Blonde hair and green eyes crept into my conscience like a fucking barometer for honor which was zeroing out with every additional thought I let slide into my screwed-up head.

If I had some respect, I wouldn’t be thinking of her smile.

If I was a better man, I wouldn’t be thinking about her at all.

But I was.

All the damn time.

Every time we came off a mission, she was the first person I wanted to call. The first and only voice I wanted to hear. The woman I wanted to come home for. But she wasn’t a woman.

She was seventeen years old.

And she was my best friend’s little sister.

Maila “Emmy” Marie Nilsen.

Fuck.

I shook away thoughts of her and the shit that was making me feel guilty as hell for fucking the woman tonight whose name I couldn’t even remember.

Not that I remembered any of their names.

On purpose.

Because I didn’t want to.

The Team was my focus and only one female mattered to me. The same one who’d mattered for the past eleven years.

Still leaning on the kitchen counter, my arms crossed, I held position as the brunette walked out of my bedroom in her dress from last night with her purse slung over her shoulder, and her heels in one hand.

With an open palm, she banged against the guest bedroom’s door again as she glared at me. “Angie, let’s GO!”

A muffled moan came from the room before Billy chuckled and called out. “Angie’s busy right now!”

The brunette’s glare, still aimed at me, amped up like my best friend fucking her friend was my fault. “Don’t make me bust this door down,” she warned.

I thought about the two grand in security deposit I had on the place, wondering if I gave a damn if she kicked the door in.

I’d kicked so many doors down on missions, I’d lost count.

I glanced at the door. Then at the woman.

Definitely didn’t give a damn.

Walking past her, I aimed for my bedroom and a hot shower to rinse off her cloying as fuck perfume.

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” she demanded.

I didn’t answer.

Shutting my door, I cursed myself for not seeing this one coming. Women like her had tells. Tempers, clingers, Frog Hogs—they all had warning signs and I’d learned to spot them and avoid them. But last night, I’d apparently been off my game.

Who the fuck was I kidding?

I hadn’t been off my game. My head wasn’t even in the game. Squarely focused on a blonde back home in Miami, this was the precise reason why I hated these short bursts of downtime between missions and training. It wasn’t enough time to catch a flight home, but twenty-four hours was too damn long to be obsessing about things I had no business thinking about.

Stripping my sheets and tossing them into a laundry basket in the closet, I grabbed a new set and dropped them on the bed. About to step out of my sweats to hit the shower, I heard my cell vibrate on the nightstand.

My pulse fucking kicked and I reached for the phone.

Only six people had my number, but none of them would call at oh-two-hundred. Not unless something was wrong.

Picking up my cell, I saw her name flash and my adrenaline spiked.

I answered immediately. “Emmy, what’s wrong?”

Choking sobs filled my ear.

“Emmy, take a breath.” Alarm spread and I was already grabbing a T-shirt. “Are you hurt? What’s going on?”

“D-d-daddy,” she stuttered, crying hard. “Adam, pl-pl-please. Wh-wh-wh-where’s Billy? He-he’s not answering. Y-y-you ha-have to h-help, Adam, help me!”

I rushed out of the bedroom and kicked in the guest bedroom door myself. Holding the phone to my ear as the door banged on its hinges, I spoke in a controlled calm I didn’t fucking feel as Billy jumped off the woman he was fucking. “Emmy, sweetheart, take a breath, what’s going on?”

“Fuck,” Billy cursed, reaching for his boxers. “What’s going on? Give me the phone, Alpha,” Billy demanded.

“D-d-daddy,” Emmy cried on a wail.

Holding my hand up to Billy, I spoke to Emmy. “What’s wrong with your father, Emmy?”

“He-he-he’s gone,” she choked out. “He died.” The line filled with her gut-wrenching sobs.
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