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      Letting a man flirt with her at a bar is a huge boost to her ego, but what if he wants more?

      

      Elaina’s been raising her son alone for ten years. She’s cautious about dating and even more cautious about introducing someone to her son.

      

      Ty has earned the nickname Flirt with the SEAL team. He can woo any woman easily, especially on karaoke night, which works out perfectly when he spots the brown-eyed girl sitting at the bar.

      

      Their lives are too complicated. She’s ten years older than him. She can’t have more kids. She also can’t seem to stay away from him.

      

      Ty is whole package. He’s an amazing brother, uncle, and boyfriend. It doesn’t hurt that he also rocks her world in the bedroom. He’s impossible to deny.

      

      When his sister’s ex shows up in town with a grudge, their relationship is put to the test. Ty can’t protect everyone every second of every day. But can he be there when it really counts?

      

      Hot SEAL, Brown-Eyed Girl is part of the SEALs in Paradise series. Each book stands alone, and they can be read in any order.
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      “You’re up, Flirt.”

      Ty smirked as he rose to his feet. “Watch and learn, boys.” He strutted toward the stage, took the steps two at a time, and accepted the microphone from the DJ.

      Karaoke was one of his tools. He had a great voice. He knew it. And he used it to pick up women. That’s how he got the nickname Flirt from the rest of the guys.

      As he waited for the song to begin, he juggled the mic in his hand to get a better grip on it. Doing much of anything had been challenging for the past two weeks since he’d broken his left arm. Thank God he was right-handed, but he would never live it down.

      It was amazing that the team hadn’t decided to change his nickname from Flirt to Klutz. He was a damn Navy SEAL, for heaven’s sake. He couldn’t even tell people he’d been injured on a mission. No. He had to go and trip over an extension cord running across his dining room. Mortifying.

      So, he was basically sidelined for six to eight weeks. Already, after two weeks, he was bored out of his mind. He met the rest of the team for drinks at McP’s every time they went, he’d caught up on his favorite sitcoms, and he’d learned to do all the cardio and leg workouts he could with one arm.

      Lifting his gaze, he scanned the crowd. Not too many people here tonight. Not yet anyway. It was early. This would be his warmup song. In a few hours, the pub would be crawling with women. That’s when he’d pull out the big guns and sing something to woo one of them into letting him buy them a drink.

      Yeah, he was a flirt. He loved the way women fawned over him, but more than that he loved the way it infuriated the rest of his team. He had a reputation to uphold.

      There was a good reason they only called him Flirt and not Casanova. They all knew him well. He enjoyed the attention. He liked to dance and talk and drink, but he rarely took anyone home. Sleeping around didn’t appeal to him.

      Tonight was his first night out since his ridiculous fall, and he still wasn’t sure what he was going to tell anyone if they asked him how he’d been injured. Should he joke about it and be truthful? Or perhaps make up a story about shrapnel or a gunshot wound?

      It wasn’t like he would ever see the woman again. Not likely. He didn’t flirt with regulars. He always found people among the crowd who were from out of town or new to the area.

      The music began and he lifted the mic to his lips just as his gaze landed on a sexy brunette sitting at the bar. She was alone. At least as far as he could tell. Her thick, dark hair hung in waves down her back, and when she met his gaze as if she’d felt him staring at her, he noticed she had dark brown eyes.

      Perfect.

      His chosen song, Brown-Eyed Girl, started.

      Hugging his arm against his side in the protective sling, he started singing. He kept his gaze on hers at first before glancing around the room. Every few lines, he brought his gaze back to her to find her still watching him.

      He couldn’t read her expression, but he thought she was mildly amused. At least she was paying attention. And she was smiling. She had one leg crossed over the other and she was bouncing her foot to the tune.

      Did she chuckle? Yeah, he was pretty sure she did. She even started singing alone. Or lip-syncing.

      When the song ended, he handed the mic back to the DJ and made his way down the steps toward the guys.

      “Already got your eye on someone, don’t you, Flirt?” Stefan called out.

      Ty smirked. “Maybe.”

      “Figures,” Danny groaned. “One song and he’s got women eating out of his hands.”

      “Hand,” Eric corrected, chuckling.

      “Ha-ha,” Ty retorted as he picked up his beer and took a sip, not returning to his chair. He had a woman to flirt with.

      “Do you have a solid war story to go with that broken arm yet?” Mason asked.

      Wyatt rolled his eyes. “I don’t see how you’re even going to get to first base with that cast and sling.”

      “Watch me.” Ty sauntered away, heading for the bar and his brown-eyed girl.
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      Elaina took a sip of her chardonnay as she watched the sexy singer stride toward her from across the bar. She wasn’t surprised. He’d had his eyes on her throughout the entire song.

      One thing was for sure, the man could sing. Like panty-melting-sing. She’d bet he used his voice to pick up women any night of the week he wanted.

      He could use his looks too. His dark hair was cut military short—probably one of the Navy guys who frequented the bar—but he had green eyes that would make a woman swoon. Lots of women. He looked like a player. She recognized the look.

      And he was heading toward her.

      He was about to be sorely disappointed because she had no intention of becoming the next notch on his bedpost. For one thing, he was far too young for her. For another thing, she didn’t ever go home with a man she met in a bar. And lastly, perhaps most importantly, the guy had a broken arm—recent enough that the cast was still clean and it was in a sling. He didn’t appear to be in tip-top shape for a dalliance.

      “Thank goodness I happen to have brown eyes,” she joked as he approached, wanting to be the first to speak.

      He chuckled. “Convenient. Though I could probably find a song about blue or green eyes if I needed to.”

      “You’re a great singer. If this gig with the Navy doesn’t work out, you’ll have something to fall back on.” She pointed at his cast. “Training accident or deployment casualty?”

      He winced. “Afraid neither. I have about four prepared stories, but you don’t seem like the kind of woman who likes to be told a tall tale.”

      “Indeed.” She took a sip of her wine. “I bet I could read through your lie too.” She lifted a brow.

      “Unfortunately, it’s not a glamorous story. I was using my computer at my dining room table and the cord was stretched tight to reach the wall. Tripped over it.”

      Elaina winced. “Ouch. You must have landed hard.” She considered asking him if he’d broken both bones or just one and if the fractures were compound or hairline. She kept her mouth shut though. He didn’t need to know she had any medical knowledge.

      “It wasn’t graceful.”

      “How did the computer fair?”

      “Luckily, the cord yanked right out of the port, so the computer was saved. My arm not so much.”

      She took another sip of her wine. “Didn’t hurt your voice either.” Why was she engaging this man? It wasn’t like her. He was magnetic. That alone should have caused her to tell him to bug off. He probably hit on a different woman every night of the week. She wondered how often he succeeded. Probably pretty often.

      Now that he was standing closer and she could see his features better, she knew for a fact he was too young for her. She also knew he was damn sexy. Tanned. Hair she wanted to run her fingers through. Dimples. God, she liked a man with dimples.

      His eyes danced with humor. He was a joker. She was lucky he’d told her the truth about his fall. Surely he hadn’t made that up. It wasn’t sexy enough to be his tall tale.

      “Can I buy you another drink?” He nodded at her glass.

      She shook her head. “No. I’m only having the one tonight.”

      He leaned a hip against the counter and lifted out his good hand. “Ty.”

      She shook his hand, hating that even his handshake was nice. Firm. Not too firm. His hands were large. She’d love to have them on her body.

      Stop it. You’re not sleeping with this man.

      “Nice to meet you, Ty.”

      He lifted a brow. “You going to tell me your name, or shall I just call you Brown-Eyed Girl?”

      She smiled. “It’s got a nice ring to it.” She wasn’t about to give him her name. She wasn’t likely to ever see him again. It didn’t hurt to flirt with the man. It was good for her ego. She felt younger and prettier and sexier than she had in a long time.

      She’d come here tonight on a whim, forcing herself not to spend yet another Friday night at home in her pajamas watching reruns. She’d put on her best little black dress, fixed her hair, applied makeup, and driven to the closest bar where she’d known she could enjoy a drink and at least soak up the eye candy.

      McP’s was frequented by a lot of SEALs. She’d bet her last dollar this man was not just Navy but a SEAL. She wouldn’t ask. Didn’t matter. She’d come here to watch. To listen to good music. Enjoy a glass of wine.

      Sure, maybe in the recesses of her mind, she’d hoped someone would hit on her and help her feel young and free and sexy. But she would have been fine if it hadn’t happened.

      The problem was now she had to walk a fine line. Did she enjoy this man’s company? Hell, yes. He was funny and engaging. She could easily spend the evening with him. However, there wasn’t a chance in hell she was leaving here with him at the end of the night.

      Besides the fact that wasn’t her style, the guy didn’t look like he could perform this evening anyway. Her initial assessment from a distance had been right. That break was recent. He was still holding it close to his chest.

      A sudden thought occurred to her. Was it possible he was going to land in the sports rehab office on base? She winced inside. Hopefully not. And even if he did, there were plenty of therapists there. Even if he came in twice a week, she wasn’t likely to accidentally see him.

      Shaking the concern from her head, she watched as he took another drag from his beer. Damn. The man was hot even when taking a drink. She really needed to get out more. Was it a coincidence the first man to catch her eye tonight made her panties wet and her nipples stiff? Or was she just so thirsty for attention that he could have been anyone?

      Ty finally took the bold move of sliding onto the bar stool next to her. “What do you do, Brown-Eyed Girl?”

      She met his gaze. “Maybe we could skip the personal details and stick to innocuous topics. Yeah?”

      He lifted a brow. “Mmm. Hardly fair since you know my name and what I do for a living, but I’ll let you keep those two details to yourself. Favorite color? Is that too personal?” He leaned his good elbow on the bar. His damn flirty smile was contagious.

      Again she wondered how many women had fallen for him over the years. “Promise not to judge me?”

      He chuckled. “I’ve been judging you since I first set eyes on you from across the room. You have not come up lacking.”

      Her cheeks grew warm, which annoyed her. How could she fall for his lines? “Okay. No laughing. White.”

      “White?” He lifted a brow. “I’ve never heard of anyone having white as a favorite color. Isn’t that more like a total lack of color?”

      “Technically, white light reflects all colors.”

      He grinned. “So, you’re smart and gorgeous.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Is that a crime?”

      He leaned closer. “Brown-Eyed Girl, it would seem that breathing the air next to you is a crime.” He took her empty wine glass from her hand and set it on the bar next to his empty beer mug. “Dance?”

      She glanced at his arm. “You sure that’s a good idea?”

      He helped her down from her stool with his good hand. “I won’t be able to hold you as close as I’d like, but we’ll make do.”

      Taking a deep breath, she let this sexy SEAL lead her to the dance floor. This might be one of the most spontaneous decisions she’d made in a long time, but it felt good. What could it hurt to dance with the man?
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      Ty glared at his teammates as he stepped onto the dance floor with the mysterious brown-eyed girl who wouldn’t give up a single detail of personal information. The rest of the guys were laughing and fist-pumping. He didn’t need their help.

      It was a challenge dancing with one arm fastened to his chest, but he managed to haul her in as close as possible with his free hand on the small of her back.

      She was even sexier standing. The slinky black dress clung to her in all the right places. Her ass was fantastic. Her legs went on and on. And her tits… Damn.

      “Thank goodness you only have one arm to grope me with,” she said as he started moving her around the floor.

      He spread his fingers wider, spanning the small of her back and part of her ass as he chuckled. “Yeah. I’m not at my best. I could hold you a lot closer if I didn’t have to contend with this plaster cast, too.”

      She lifted both brows. “I’m not sure the cast is hindering your game.”

      He chuckled. “Or maybe women like a hard cast pressing against their chest.” He really wished he could keep one hand halfway on her ass and flatten his other between her shoulder blades. If he could, he’d encourage her to bring her face closer.

      He wanted a taste of those soft lips. The ones she kept licking nervously. She could spar with him verbally, but physically he was getting under her skin.

      “You’re really not going to give me your name?” he encouraged. “Brown-Eyed Girl seems like a really odd entry in my contact list.”

      “It will be especially odd without a phone number attached to it,” she quipped.

      “Ouch.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Ty, I’m way too old for you. I’m flattered that you’re flirting with me. Really I am. It’s great for my self-esteem. Exactly what I needed tonight. But you should drop me back off at the bar and move on if you think you’re going to score tonight. I’m not that gal.”

      Ty flinched. “Double ouch. Do I seem like that big of a douchebag?”

      “You don’t seem like a douchebag at all. I’m just stating the facts. Laying it all out for you.”

      He spun her around and then slowed their pace down as a slow song filled the air. The singer wasn’t very good, but he didn’t care. He was mesmerized by the woman in his arms. Irrationally so.

      Maybe it was the chase that was getting under his skin. The fact that she was so aloof and unwilling to share. Mysterious. Intriguing. Sexy. She couldn’t be that much older than him. If she was, she was certainly aging well.

      He glanced at the rest of his team to find several of them still smirking at him. When he met her gaze again, he decided to go for honesty. “Truth?”

      “I always prefer the truth.”

      “I have a bit of a reputation with the guys. They’ve nicknamed me Flirt. It’s all for show. You’re safe.”

      Her eyes widened. “You expect me to believe you have no intention of leaving this bar with me later tonight?”

      He shook his head. “None.”

      She narrowed her gaze. “Why does that feel like a secondary backup ploy to get women to like you even more?”

      He chuckled. “All I can do is state the facts. Ask me how many times I’ve taken a woman home from this bar.”

      She cocked her head to one side. “How many times have you taken a woman home from any bar?”

      “Zero.”

      “Seriously?” She still looked skeptical. He couldn’t blame her.

      She glanced over her shoulder. “You’re also not fucking me in the bathroom, Ty.”

      He laughed. “I can’t think of anything less pleasant.” He shuddered. “Gross.”

      She stared at him in disbelief for a moment and then relaxed in his arms. “Okay then. Flirt away. I’m enjoying myself.”

      He held her in his arms for two more songs before reluctantly admitting they needed to take a break and get a drink. He could dance with her for hours. She felt right in his arm. He wished he had two of them right about now.

      If he had an arm that could slide up behind her neck, he would have kissed her already. But that wasn’t easy and he wasn’t willing to remove his palm from the small of her back. Plus, he enjoyed the way she shivered every now and then when he stroked her with his thumb.

      “Let’s get a drink,” he suggested, reluctantly releasing her to take her hand. He led her through the growing throng of patrons back to the bar and held on to her at his back while he squeezed into a hole to get the bartender’s attention.

      Glancing over his shoulder, he asked, “What would you like?”

      “Tonic with lime please.”

      He nodded and turned back to place their orders. He wasn’t surprised by her choice. She’d told him earlier that she was only having one glass of wine tonight. He liked that about her.

      This brown-eyed girl wasn’t like other women. She wasn’t fawning over him. She wasn’t half drunk. She wasn’t giggling. She hadn’t flattened her entire body to his side to rub her tits against him.

      She was real. It was refreshing. He liked it. If only he had her name. Hopefully, he could wheedle it out of her before the end of the night.

      After he handed her the cold drink, the barstool opened up next to him and he nodded toward it. “Would you like to sit?”

      She lifted herself onto the stool and crossed her sexy legs.

      Ty took a sip of his soda and set it on the bar. If she wasn’t going to drink, he wouldn’t either. He couldn’t resist setting his palm on her knee, and when she didn’t protest, he eased it up to her thigh.

      He met her gaze, unable to stop grinning. “You’re mysterious.”

      She shrugged. “I’m not that interesting really. I don’t come here often. I don’t go out often at all. I decided to get dressed up and come get a drink on a whim tonight. Thank you for making it fun.”

      “I’m enjoying myself immensely,” he promised. “My pleasure.” He took another drink of soda. “Tell me more innocuous things about you.”

      She chuckled. “Let’s see. I like to read. I read about two suspense novels a week.”

      “Wow. That’s a lot of reading.”

      “I like action movies too. I’m not a romcom kind of gal.”

      “You’re like a dream,” he teased. “A dream with no name.”

      She smiled and slid her hand up to his shoulder on his bad side. “I’m a very busy person with a complicated life who isn’t available for a relationship, so tonight is all I get. At midnight I turn into a pumpkin and return to my boring life.”

      He frowned. “That doesn’t sound fun.”

      She shrugged. “I’m happy.”

      “Are you?”

      “Sure. Just busy.”

      “But too busy for a man in your life,” he pointed out.

      “Yes.” She lifted a brow. “And too old for you.”

      He groaned. “You can’t be that damn old, sweetheart. You look about…” He glanced up and down her frame as if he needed a reminder to make an assessment. The truth was he’d take any excuse to soak in every inch of her. “Thirty-five.”

      She patted his shoulder. “Thank you.”

      He chuckled. “You’re not going to correct me?”

      “Nope. I don’t even care if you’re lying to make me feel good. I’ll take it.”

      He laughed. “I’m not lying.” He wasn’t. He couldn’t imagine she was any older than that. “Besides, age is just a number. I don’t care.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Why do people say that? Sure, it’s just a number now when you’re young, but it’s pretty darn important when one party is seventy.”

      He shook his head. “I’m certainly not going to worry about an age gap that won’t matter for forty years. Plus, I know some pretty fit, youthful people in their seventies.”

      Her eyes bugged out. “You’re thirty?”

      He cringed. “I guess I let that slip.”

      She groaned and leaned her head forward so her forehead rested against his chest for a moment. Finally, she lifted her face and took a deep breath. “You’re a baby. I’m ten years older than you.”

      Now she was insulting him. “You’re going to judge me based on my age?”

      She winced and shook her head. “I guess that wouldn’t be fair. After all, you’re not judging me based on mine.” She squeezed his shoulder. “That was rude. I’m sorry. Forgive me?”

      He leaned closer to her, letting his hand slide a few more inches up her thigh. When she didn’t swat at him or back away, he met her gaze. “Under one condition.”

      “You’re going to kiss me, aren’t you?”

      “Indeed.” He closed the distance and brought his lips to hers.

      She leaned forward at the same time, a silent invitation.

      Damn. That was the only word he could think of as he kissed her. Soft. Pliant. And she probably had no idea she let out a small moan.

      Ty tipped his head to one side to get a better angle, sliding his tongue along her bottom lip.

      Oh, she definitely moaned that time, and her hand slid up to the back of his neck. She probably had no idea how hard she was gripping him.

      He wasn’t complaining. She was soft and hard at the same time, her lips so yielding while her body was tight, her fingers stiff at his neck.

      He wanted to bury his hand in her hair but he didn’t dare remove it from her thigh. She was toned, her muscles flexing. Her skin was so smooth. He wouldn’t slide his fingers any closer to her pussy, but he wanted to.

      There were a lot of things he wanted right now. He wanted to know how
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