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Chapter one
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San Diego, California 

“Do you think I made a mistake asking Darwin to come to my sister’s wedding before we’ve even gone on a real date?” Katrina Weber asked, glancing at her best friend and fellow nanny, Talia Holland, sitting beside her on the bench. They’d taken their seven-year-old charges––Beverly McDaniels and Maria Rybak––to the park, and the girls were currently playing on the swings in front of them.

“He didn’t turn you down, so I’m not sure why you’re worrying,” Talia said with a laugh before cautioning the two girls not to swing so high, pushing her long dark hair behind her ear as she turned back to Katrina. “Besides, aren’t you the woman who kept giving me advice about being bold and going after what I wanted when it came to being with Lennox?”

“That’s different,” Katrina said, remembering a few months ago when she’d encouraged Talia to go after her own Navy SEAL. “When I gave you that advice, it was because you and Lennox had already been seeing each other and it was clear to everyone there was something between the two of you. The same can’t be said about Darwin and me. I’m still stunned he agreed to go to a wedding where he doesn’t know anyone there besides me.”

Katrina had already been Beverly’s nanny for a few years when Maria’s family had moved into the San Diego area and hired Talia. Since then, Talia had become her best friend and confidant. And right now, Katrina needed her help because she was seriously doubting her impulsive decision to ask a guy she barely knew to accompany her to a huge family event. Especially since this was their first date.

“Darwin agreed to go to the wedding with you because you’re amazing,” Talia said, looking at her again. “And because he’s into you.”

“Yeah? Then why hadn’t he asked me out already?” Katrina asked in exasperation.

Talia shrugged. “Maybe he’s afraid you don’t want to get involved with a SEAL. Or maybe he has no idea you’re as interested in him as he is in you. Men can be clueless about stuff sometimes.”

She wasn’t wrong about that.

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing I decided to ask him to this wedding. Though it probably would have been better to start with a dinner and a movie instead of a week-long destination wedding.”

“Maybe.” Her friend laughed, leaning over to nudge Katrina’s shoulder with her own. “But where’s the fun in that? Besides, I think spending this week together will be a great way for the two of you to get to know each other better.” 

Katrina sighed. “I hope you’re right.”

She’d been crushing on Darwin Sutton from the moment she’d met him. But Navy SEALs were used to women falling all over themselves around them, which she suspected made some of the guys players. She wasn’t saying she thought Darwin was a player, of course. But it’d be just her luck that he was only interested in getting her into bed. But if that was true, would he have agreed to spend the week at her sister’s destination wedding?

“I’m just worried he’ll regret coming with me when he meets my family,” she added. “They can be a bit much.”

Talia snorted. “Darwin is a SEAL. I doubt your family could scare him off, no matter how annoying they might be.”

“You’ve never met them,” Katrina muttered.

Talia glanced at the girls still playing on the swings. “You don’t talk about your family very much.”

Katrina shrugged. “I had a falling out with my father when I was in college because I refused to get involved in the family business. Instead of following in my brother’s and sister’s footsteps, I dropped out of college and became a nanny, much to my parents’ dismay.”

While she got along okay with her mother––most of the time––her relationship with her father and brother was strained at best. They both felt like she turned her back on them, which was ridiculous because she hadn’t. She’d always been close to her sister, though. So, when she’d asked Katrina to be in her wedding party, there was no way she could refuse. Even if it meant being uncomfortable most of the time while she was there.

“Family business?” Talia repeated, her eyes wide. “You mean like the mob?”

Katrina almost laughed at the way Talia lowered her voice when she said the word. “No! My family owns a wine estate and luxury resort in Escondido. That’s where the wedding is being held.”

Talia’s brow furrowed. “I know what a winery is, but I’ve never heard of a wine estate.”

“It’s a fancy way of saying the vineyard and the winery are on the same property.”

“Oh, that’s cool. So, is the resort on the same property, too?”

Katrina nodded. “Yeah.”

“A wine estate and resort don’t sound so bad. Why didn’t you want to be involved in it?”

“Honestly? If it were just the wine estate and resort, I’d probably be working there right now,” Katrina said. “But unfortunately, my father is also involved in a lot of sketchy financial schemes, usually with the kind of people I’d never want to associate with.”

Her friend did a double-take. “Sketchy as in illegal?”

“I’m not sure.” Katrina made a face. “Maybe. It seems like the only thing that matters to my father is how much money someone has–or how much money they can make him. I don’t even know when or how he got that way. My grandparents certainly weren’t like that.”

Talia sighed. “Does Darwin know?”

“That my father might be a criminal on the side? No.” Katrina gave her a sheepish look. “I was so surprised he agreed to come to the wedding, I forgot to mention that particular detail. Not that I would have told him anyway.”

“Yeah, I guess I see your point. I’m not surprised he agreed to go with you, though. I am kind of surprised he was able to take so much time off work on such short notice, however. Lennox said he and Darwin are involved in some kind of training this week.”

Lennox Thompson was Talia’s Navy SEAL boyfriend and Teammates with Darwin in the same platoon.

“Darwin mentioned that, but he got approval to take leave as long as it didn’t conflict with work. He’s pretty sure he’ll only have to miss a few hours here and there during the week.”

At least, she hoped so. But that was part of what came with dating a SEAL.

“When are you heading up to Escondido?” Talia asked.

“Tomorrow sometime.” Katrina watched as Beverly and Maria swung back and forth in time with each other, giggling the whole time. They were adorable. “It depends on when Darwin gets back from wherever he and the other guys are, doing whatever they’re doing. He couldn’t tell me very much about it.”

That secrecy was the other part that came with dating a SEAL. She still wasn’t sure how Talia had gotten used to that.

“Before you ask, I don’t know anything more about it than you do,” Talia said. “Unfortunately, that’s how these things go. They get a phone call and have to leave. You won’t know where he’s going, when he’ll get back, or what he’s doing. If you want to be with Darwin, that’s something you’re going to have to get used to.”

Katrina watched the girls play on the swings as she considered Talia’s words. If she wanted to be with Darwin? That was kind of putting the cart before the horse, wasn’t it? She was definitely attracted to him, but they hadn’t even gone on a date yet. How was she supposed to know if it was something worth getting used to? For all she knew, the two of them might have absolutely zero chemistry together.

But then a soft voice in the back of her head told her to stop being so silly. There was a reason she’d been attracted to him in the first place, and there was a reason she’d asked him to be her plus-one at the wedding. There was something special about Darwin. She simply had to trust her instincts until she discovered exactly how special.

And as Talia had pointed out, she had been the one who suggested her friend go for what she wanted. Maybe it was time she took her own suggestion.








  
  

Chapter two
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“What kind of wedding takes a week to pull off?” Darwin’s friend and fellow SEAL, Simon McGrath, asked from the far side of the dimly lit clearing. “I mean, I went to one that lasted for four hours, and it felt like a lifetime.” 

Trace Powers, another Teammate, let out a soft snort of amusement from where he leaned against a tree about ten feet away. “I’m pretty sure the actual ceremony is at the end of the week. The rest of the time will be social stuff, like parties and games. It’s about making the wedding as fun for the guests as it is for the bride and groom.”

Lennox Thompson, Dean Hanley, and Colt Hughes, all of them in full tactical gear with night vision goggles and their weapons, looked at Trace in shock. Darwin was right there with them. 

“Why does it seem like you know more about this wedding I’m going to than I do?” Darwin asked. “Katrina said the same thing when she explained why I needed to bring a whole suitcase full of clothes.”

“My sister is a wedding planner, so she’s always telling me about the new trends.” Trace shrugged. “These destination weddings are supposedly all the rage right now with the rich, jet-set crowd.”

Darwin frowned as he considered that. “I don’t know if Katrina would be working as a nanny if she came from a wealthy family.”

“You sure about that?” Lennox asked. “Didn’t you say they’re hosting this wedding at their vineyard in Escondido? If there were ever two words that go hand-in-hand with rich, it’s vineyard and Escondido.”

Darwin cringed as he had a vision of meeting Katrina’s very well-off family dressed in his off-the-rack suit, which most definitely wasn’t silk, and dress shoes, which most definitely weren’t Italian leather. That probably wasn’t going to earn him any points with them.

“How much longer do you think we’ll need to sit around here in the dark before this test kicks off?” Dean asked, interrupting his thoughts.

“Your guess is as good as mine,” Darwin said. “They’ll call us over the radio as soon as they’re ready for us to start.”

“But what exactly are we supposed to do?” Dean asked, confusion and frustration clear in his voice as they sat there together in the dark. “I don’t have a lot of experience with Special Access Programs like this, but I’m surprised they didn’t provide any details on what they expect from us.”

Unlike Darwin and the other guys, who were Petty Officers First Class, Dean was a Lieutenant, so he didn’t get to go on missions as much as they did. That didn’t mean the question wasn’t legit, because it was.

“Trust me, you’re not the only one,” Lennox said with a laugh. “I’ve been read into a dozen programs, and none of them have left me as confused as this Project Genesis thing. Those non-disclosure forms we signed earlier might lock us into never revealing a word about it, but I’m not even sure what I shouldn’t talk about since I have no idea what’s going on.”

Darwin and his buddies had gotten to San Nicolas Island and the Point Mugu Sea Range, then been shuffled straight from the airfield to a secure facility where they’d been ordered to lock up their cell phones, GPS watches, and anything else that could transmit or store digital data. An hour later, a security officer had come in and read them into a Special Access Program code named Project Genesis. Unfortunately, as Lennox mentioned, there’d been very little information provided in the briefing package. Based on the few parts Darwin understood, he was fairly confident Project Genesis was some combination of intelligence, surveillance, and reconnaissance system. Other than some vague reference to their SEAL Team being used to test Genesis, Darwin wasn’t sure what they wanted from them. Fortunately, as a SEAL, he was used to functioning off little to no information. It was just the way need-to-know worked sometimes.

“Do you think Kirk and the other guys are involved in something like this?” Simon asked. “Something so classified they wouldn’t tell anyone else about it, I mean?”

No one said anything. Darwin wasn’t sure if it was because the question was so surprising, or because most of them thought the answer was almost certainly no.

Kirk Palmer was Simon’s best friend. He and three other SEALs from their platoon, Jagger Shepard, Austin Burke, and Cruz Torres, left about three months ago for some kind of specialized training that had been all very hush-hush. Since then, no one, including anyone in headquarters, had heard a single word from––or about––the four absent SEALs. If the rumors were true, even Commander Hunt, the head of SEAL Team 5, was worried. Unfortunately, the only thing they’d heard from the higher brass was that Kirk and the other three guys weren’t currently SEAL Team 5’s concern. 

Needless to say, that didn’t make anyone feel better, but they were especially hard on Simon. The two men hadn’t parted on good terms, because Simon had been pissed Kirk had been accepted into the training program while Simon hadn’t. It was a stupid reason to fracture a friendship, but that’s what the two men had done. Darwin had no doubt Simon regretted every harsh word he’d said to his buddy.

“If Kirk and the other guys were sent off somewhere to test a new weapon system, I doubt they would have needed that complicated selection process we all went through,” Darwin finally said. “I mean, the psych-eval was bad enough, but the blood test crap was over the top. No, they’re definitely off somewhere doing some bizarre out-of-the-box training that pushes the envelope of what we’re used to. I’m sure we’ll hear from them soon.”

Simon didn’t say anything, but Darwin could see his friend’s shoulders relax in the darkness.

“Alpha Team,” a deep voice suddenly crackled through Darwin’s earbud. “The test begins now. Move to waypoint seven-tack-one by any route you choose. Stealth is to take priority over speed. You’ll receive further instructions once you’ve reached the objective.”

Darwin would have liked to ask a few questions––such as why the hell these people wanted them to wander around the island or if they should expect to run into some kind of opposition––but bit his tongue. Noting none of the guys appeared any more thrilled than he was, he pulled up the waypoint location on his forearm-mounted GPS navigator. Then he flipped down his night vision goggles and started moving toward the heavier sections of scrub brush to the north, his fellow SEALs silently spreading out until there was at least ten meters between each of them as they followed his lead.

He had no idea why, but if these people wanted them to be stealthy, then that’s what they’d be. Shadows moving through the shadows. 

As they crossed the rough ground, rocky in some places, heavy with thickets in others, Darwin recalled everything he knew about San Nicolas Island, which honestly wasn’t much. He’d only been out here one other time for a nighttime parachute drop onto the airfield. It had been pitch black during the descent, and he’d left immediately after hitting the ground, so he’d never gotten more than a vague sense of the island’s layout.

He did know the island was part of the Point Mugu Sea Range and about sixty miles off the coast of Long Beach. It was off limits to the public because of all the various missiles and free-fall weapons tested there. 

They’d just moved into a thicker section of scrub brush when Darwin heard a soft humming noise. Throwing up a closed fist to let his Teammates know to halt, he immediately dropped to a knee to tuck himself under the leaves, knowing the guys were doing the same.

He scanned the skyline with his NVGs but didn’t see anything. Holding his breath, he turned his head slowly, trying to pick up the sound again, but couldn’t hear a thing. It made him wonder if he’d heard anything to begin with. Maybe it was the wind.

“I heard it too.” Simon’s voice was soft in his earbud like he’d been reading Darwin’s mind. “A light humming sound.”

“Me too,” Lennox murmured from somewhere out in the darkness. “I think it’s a safe bet we’re dealing with a new kind of surveillance system. Probably a drone. They obviously want us to try and slip past it.”

“If it’s a drone, it’s gotta be the quietest one ever,” Darwin said softly as he continued to scan the darkened sky, looking for any trace of the unmanned vehicle. “Or flying at really high altitude.”

“A surveillance drone this silent would definitely be of interest to the Navy,” Dean confirmed. “But how are we supposed to avoid the thing if we don’t know where it is?”

“I’m pretty sure that’s the idea,” Darwin murmured. “I think the only option is to use the concealment provided by scrub brush and get as close to waypoint seven-tack-one as we can before we break cover. It will add a couple kilometers to the trip, but it’s the only thing I can think of.”

Everyone murmured their agreement over the radio before he and his buddies spread out through the brush, moving in the general direction of the waypoint. As he moved, Darwin kept an ear out for the soft humming sound. He picked it up a few times, but if it wasn’t for the other guys saying they’d heard it too, he would have assumed he was hearing things.

When they were finally forced to break cover and move across open ground, he and his Team did it one at a time while the others provided overwatch. That way, one of them might just spot the drone. Assuming there really was a drone out there somewhere.

“Alpha Team,” the now familiar voice crackled through Darwin’s earbud. “Break into three groups and converge on the rally point tango-two-two via separate routes.”

Wordlessly, Darwin peeled off to the south with Simon as Trace and Dean moved further to north, and Lennox and Colt continued along the middle path they’d been following. Splitting up to deal with unforeseen scenarios was something SEALs practiced a lot. It helped when things went sideways suddenly.

Thirty minutes later, Darwin and Simon slipped into a hanger along one side of the airfield. Getting into the secure flight line area had required climbing a fence, but this building matched the coordinates for the rally point, so they didn’t feel too bad about not going through the front gate.

The hanger was filled with a mix of uniformed officers and civilians who had that decidedly nerdy engineer look. All of them were likely from the program office running the Genesis Project. They didn’t pay much attention to Darwin and Simon, too focused on a wall covered with a TV screen and computer monitors to even notice them. 

A few minutes later, Lennox and Colt arrived immediately followed by Trace and Dean. That’s when the other people in the room finally realized Darwin and his Team was there. Two of the men walked over to talk to them.

“I’m Seth Stevens, Program Manager for the Genesis Project,” the dark-haired man said, reaching out to shake their hands. “And this is my lead engineer, Giles Chambers. I wanted to thank all of you for helping us exercise the system. Your assistance will be invaluable.”

“No problem,” Darwin said, recognizing the man’s voice as the person giving them orders over the radio. “Though I’m not sure how much we helped since we’re not even sure what we were doing out there.”

“Join us for the outbriefing, and you’ll have a better idea of what we were doing,” Giles said, leading them over and introducing them to several of the other program engineers sitting in front of the computers. Graying at the temples, he wore wire-rimmed glasses.

Darwin watched the monitors along with his Teammates as their entire journey across the island was replayed in front of them in crystal clear clarity. Given that the videos were all shot from above, it appeared they’d been right about the drone idea.

“As you can see, our Genesis system was able to successfully track your team across the island, regardless of the evasive techniques you employed,” Giles said. “The system’s tracking algorithms were able to maintain an identity lock, even when one or more of you were out of view.”

That’s when Darwin noticed the little digital tags that followed each of their silhouetted figures as they moved across the screen. Each tag had a four-digit series of letters and numbers, and it wasn’t hard to figure who was who. The tag DS01 followed the silhouette moving toward the scrub brush first, which meant it was him. The tag SM02 stayed close to Darwin the whole time, which meant it had to be Simon.

The amazing thing was that the tags moved with them even when Darwin and the others disappeared behind trees and rocks. Somehow, the system knew where they were going, even if it couldn’t see them. He wasn’t sure how the computer operators were able to do that. Hell, how were they able to ID him and his Teammates when there wasn’t ever a clear view of their faces?

All he could think was that the engineers had put some kind of GPS trackers on their individual equipment. Unless the computer operators had ID’d them from their original positions and then simply kept an eye on each of them as they moved? That would be pretty tough to pull off for very long though.

When he asked Giles how they’d done it and what kind of drone Genesis was, the man essentially avoided the question, instead asking some of his own about what he and his fellow SEALs had seen and heard at specific points during the trek across the island.

Darwin had to admit he was a little disappointed Giles wouldn’t tell them anything but also knew they were unlikely to reveal that kind of classified information to field operatives unless they had to.

“You’ll be brought back out to the island for phase two of the testing soon,” Seth said as he walked Darwin and the other guys toward the front of the hanger where they found their cell phones waiting. “It will be another nighttime operation, but it’ll be a couple days before we can pull it together.”

Darwin didn’t bother asking what they’d be doing for phase two of this gig, knowing the program manager wouldn’t tell them anything. Instead, he nodded and headed toward the MH-60S Seahawk helicopter out on the flight line with his buddies, its rotors already spinning up.

No one said anything as they all climbed in the bird that would take them back to NAS North Island, the airfield north of Coronado. As Darwin moved up the ramp into the back of the bird, he caught sight of Simon glancing over his shoulder toward the hangers.

Darwin followed the direction of his gaze to see Giles and a group of other people walking into the hanger right beside the one where they’d just been debriefed. Inside, Darwin caught sight of something matte black and sleek, but before he could figure out if it was a drone, the hanger doors clanged closed and the tail ramp on the Seahawk started closing.

Darwin saw Simon glance his way as they took their seats. He knew his friend had seen the same thing he had and was just as curious. Not wanting to speculate in front of the flight crew, he kept his thoughts to himself. They’d talk about it later.








  
  

Chapter three

[image: ]




“Your family owns this whole place?” Darwin asked. 

Katrina didn’t miss the awe in his voice as they drove up the long, meandering lane surrounded by beautiful flowering shrubs on either side. In the setting sun, she could make out the collection of majestic Mediterranean-style buildings that made up the resort, restaurant, meeting spaces, and wine making operations of the Weber Vineyards and Resort.

She looked at Darwin from the passenger seat as he followed the sign for valet parking, thinking again how handsome he was. Dark hair with eyes the color of her favorite chocolate bar, he had the perfect amount of stubble on his chiseled jaw.

“It was only the vineyard when my grandparents on my dad’s side first started it,” she said, realizing she hadn’t answered his question. “They added tours and wine tasting later.”

“What about the resort and golf course?”

“My father added those after he took over the business.”

“That’s cool.”

“I guess.”

Darwin glanced at her in surprise as he slowed to a stop in front of the valet stand. “You don’t think so?”

Katrina thought a moment before answering, wanting to choose her words carefully. “It’s not that I don’t like the resort. I mean, it’s beautiful. But sometimes, it seems like the vineyard has kind of become an afterthought.”

She took in the circular entrance with its light-colored stone and plethora of windows, remembering the heated arguments over the direction of the vineyard between her grandfather and her dad when she’d been a little girl. As glamorous and posh as the resort was, it’d been hard to see the lush, green land her grandma and grandpa had loved so much destroyed simply so her father could make even more money than he already had.

“There’s a part of me that’s sad to think my grandparents wouldn’t recognize this place anymore, I guess,” she said softly.

Katrina mentally cringed. She and Darwin had spent the thirty-minute drive talking about fun stuff and now, she was probably making him think twice about spending the week with her after bombarding him with her hangups. Great. She opened her mouth to apologize, but he reached over to take her hand with a smile.

“Even if this isn’t the vineyard your grandparents knew, I’m sure they’d be happy knowing your sister has such a beautiful place to have her wedding.”

She returned his smile. He wasn’t wrong about that. Her grandparents had been amazing, loving people. She only wished creating wonderful memories for her sister and fiancé was as important to her father. But as with everything, it was about showing off his wealth, power, and respectability.

But Katrina didn’t say that to Darwin.

Before either of them could say anything else, the valet quickly walked over to open her door. Darwin came around to hand the man the keys and a tip, then helped the bellman get their bags. The man followed them into the lobby, waiting off to the side while she and Darwin crossed the gleaming marble floor of the lobby to the check-in desk.

The red-haired man working there greeted them with a bright smile that broadened even more when she told him their names. His name tag read Davis.

“Ms. Weber! Your mother told us you and your guest would be arriving this evening. Your room is on the second floor with a view of the vineyard. As you requested, Mr. Sutton will be in the connecting one.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Katrina saw Darwin glance at her. She gave him a sheepish smile. “I thought connecting rooms would be easier. To meet up for events and stuff.”

His mouth curved. “Works for me.”

Davis slid two folders embossed with metallic pink roses across the counter. “Here’s your scheduled itinerary for the week. Luckily, you’ve arrived just in time for tonight’s meet-and-greet in the Sauvignon Ballroom.”

Ugh. She’d hoped they’d be able to relax before she threw Darwin into the deep end of the pool, but that wasn’t an option. At least, they’d still have time to freshen up and change for the party.

Their rooms were located at the end of the hallway on the second floor. Katrina hadn’t ever stayed at the resort, so she’d never been in the guest rooms, but they were as luxurious as the rest of the place. In addition to the rich hardwood floor topped with a lush area rug, there was a gas fireplace, king-size bed, a comfortable looking couch, and an en-suite that was almost as big with a huge walk-in shower, jetted garden tub, and a vanity that covered one whole wall. But the cherry on top was the balcony looking out over the expansive vineyard. The view was breathtaking.

Maybe Darwin had the right idea. Maybe she should focus more on how beautiful the resort was for her sister’s wedding instead of on her father’s greed.

She and Darwin kept the connecting door between their rooms open so they could talk while they unpacked and got ready for the party, and from the way she caught him looking around the rooms, he thought their accommodations for the week were pretty sweet, too.

“What’s the dress code for the party tonight?” Darwin asked from his room, his voice loud enough to be heard over the water as he turned on the shower.

Katrina entertained herself with the image of Darwin stripping off his jeans and T-shirt before answering. Something told her he had a smoking hot body.

“A button-down and slacks with a sports jacket is fine,” she called out.

When Darwin didn’t answer, she assumed it was because he’d gotten in the shower. She didn’t even consider taking a shower herself. If her long hair even got the slightest bit damp from the humidity it would be a curly, frizzy mess. So, instead, she took out her straight iron and smoothed any flyaways, then touched up her makeup.

“So,” Darwin said, his voice closer to the connecting door now.

Katrina had been so focused on what she was doing she hadn’t heard the shower turn off. Was he still naked? Maybe still a little wet?

“Have you told your parents anything about me?” he asked.

She walked over to the closet and considered the dresses she’d brought, leaning toward a simple little black dress she decided would be perfect for the meet-and-greet.

“Actually, I haven’t told them anything about you,” she admitted, cringing a little at how weird that probably sounded.

“But they know I’m coming to the wedding with you, right?” he asked, concern obvious in his voice.

She slipped into the dress, smoothing it with her hands. “Not unless they asked my sister or looked at the guest list recently. When I saw Mom at Khloe’s bridal shower a few weeks ago, she asked if I was bringing anyone to the wedding and I told her I wasn’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because at the time, it was true,” she said as she put on a pair of strappy platform sandals. “I only asked you to be my plus-one a week ago.”

“Oh.”

She waited for Darwin to say more, but he fell silent. If she didn’t know better, she’d think he was nervous about meeting her parents. She had no idea why. She hadn’t been worried about their approval since moving to San Diego and becoming a nanny. Then again, he didn’t know that.

“What would you like me to say when they ask about how long we’ve been dating?”

Darwin’s voice sounded even closer than before, and Katrina turned to see him leaning against the frame of the door between their rooms. His dark hair was still wet from the shower, and he was buttoning his shirt, looking better than any man had a right to. Did she mention a chiseled jaw with the perfect amount of stubble was a real turn-on?

What had he asked her again?

Oh, right.

“You can tell them that we’ve been seeing each other for the past few months,” she said, checking herself in the mirror one more time, turning this way and that, catching the approving look on Darwin’s face as she did. She turned to face him. “I mean, I don’t think they need to know this is essentially our first date. Do you?”

“Not if you don’t.” His mouth curved. “You look beautiful, by the way.”

Katrina smiled. “You look pretty good yourself.”

Darwin returned her gaze for a moment, the smolder there making her pulse skip a beat. Then he grabbed his jacket and shrugged into it before walking over and offering his arm.

“Shall we?” he asked, grinning broadly.

Something told her the gentlemanly gesture wasn’t something he usually did, and it made her feel special.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” she asked as they headed for the door, enjoying the feel of his muscular arm beneath her hand. “We can go out somewhere for dinner instead, if you want.”

Part of her hoped he’d take her up on the invitation so she could spend some one-on-one time with him. This was their first date, after all. But then she immediately felt bad. They were here for her sister’s wedding.

As if reading her mind, Darwin smiled. “Nah. Let’s do this. I’m looking forward to meeting your family. Besides, I have a feeling this is going to be an interesting week.”

“You have no idea,” Katrina murmured as he opened the door and led her out of the room.
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