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      TJ Lynus never expected to meet his mate at his brother’s wedding.

      Especially not when she’s human.

      Pam Quinn is only visiting the Yukon for a short adventure—standing beside her best friend as maid of honor and enjoying the rugged northern wilderness before returning to her real life.

      Love isn’t part of the plan.

      But the moment TJ meets her, his wolf knows the truth.

      Pam belongs with him.

      Convincing her won’t be easy. Pam doesn’t believe in fairy tales or destined mates, and she’s only planning to stay in Granite Lake for a week.

      Then chaos strikes, and they’re stranded together in the wilderness.

      Now TJ has one chance to prove that what they share isn’t just attraction—it’s destiny.

      Because sometimes the wildest journey isn’t surviving the Yukon…it’s finding the person you were meant to love.
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      Pam let out a long, slow whistle and stared out the window to admire the scenery one more time. “Damn it, Maggie, I knew you were hiding something, but seriously. How many can I take home?”

      A light tap on her arm dragged her attention away from the backyard and the succulent array of man flesh congregating there. “You’re supposed to be helping me, not drooling over the wedding guests.” Maggie turned her back and gestured over her shoulder. “Get the last of my buttons, will you?”

      “Where did you get this gorgeous gown so quickly up here in the boonies? I mean, it’s been two months since you went north. Not that I’ve been calculating or anything, but sixty-seven days is a short time to fall in love, get engaged and arrange to tie the knot.” Pam slipped the last of the minuscule pearl buttons through the hoops. Two months since she’d seen her friend, and falling in love didn’t seem to be the only thing that had changed. Pam checked the bedroom they were in with a growing suspicion Maggie was keeping secrets from her. Something wasn’t sitting right, and over the years Pam had learned to trust her instincts.

      “It’s my sister’s dress. I just had to add a little bit of lace to the bottom to deal with the difference in our heights.” Maggie twirled, the lacey layers of the skirt flying around her. Her short blonde hair bounced more wildly than usual, a thin silver tiara nestled amidst the shimmer. “How do I look?”

      Pam rolled her eyes. “Like a freaking pixie queen, as usual. God, why do you even ask? You’d be gorgeous in a paper bag.”

      Maggie laughed.

      It was now or never. “I need to know, Mags. Is this really something you want to do? Or are you getting married this fast because, oh, you feel you have to…”

      Her best friend frowned. “Do you think I’m being forced into this? Seriously, I’m in love and I want to marry Erik.”

      “You’re not pregnant and thinking this is the only way to deal with it, ’cause, if you are, I’d be totally fine with helping support you⁠—”

      “Pam!” Maggie trapped her in her arms, squeezed with the tightest bear hug possible. “Oh, sweetie, I’m honoured you’re willing to help me, but I’m not pregnant. I’m honestly and truly in love. I know it seems fast, but with some…people, you know it’s right.”

      That was possible. Maybe. Pam had rarely seen it. She turned away to stop Maggie from reading her expression too closely. Just because she’d never seen a real-life “love you forever” didn’t mean it couldn’t happen, and someone’s wedding day was hardly the time to point that out.

      She sighed and tried to distract herself with the man candy again. “So. When you and Erik take off on your honeymoon, do I get to sample the locals?”

      Maggie’s laugh tickled her ears and then everything was okay again. “You’re such a flirt. Go easy on them, heartbreaker. Hey, I need a few minutes alone. Why don’t you go explore? Come back in about twenty and I’ll be ready to roll.”

      Pam kissed her cheek. “If you’re sure you’re sure.”

      “God, go on. I’m a big girl now.” They grinned at each other with the familiarity of long-time friends before Pam scooted downstairs. She peeked into the bustling kitchen before wandering out into the yard.

      “Hey, can I get you a drink?”

      “Are you hungry?”

      Suddenly surrounded by tall men in formal suits, her mouth watered. Another voice lifted over the others and a light touch landed on her shoulder.

      “Here. For you.” A Gerard Butler look-alike offered her a glass of white wine. She shook her head. Did they think she just fell off the turnip truck? She didn’t take drinks from strange men, even drool-worthy ones.

      “You’re Maggie’s friend, right?”

      “Would you like to go for a walk for a few minutes? I can show you around the yard.”

      One of them offered his elbow and she batted her lashes as she took it. Why not? She had time before Maggie wanted her back. A couple of children raced past their feet and Pam smiled as she watched the happy chaos filling the festively decorated yard. “Nice crowd for the wedding. Do all you boys live around here?”

      It had been awhile since she’d had such tasty company, let alone this many good-looking guys. While the attention was diverting, she wasn’t in the market for a relationship while she was in the North. Nope. She’d do the “support my friend” thing with Maggie, take off for a little sightseeing, then it was back to civilization all the way. And beautiful men like these—well, a one-night stand would be fun, but the bridesmaid getting it on at the wedding was a cliché she really wanted to avoid in this lifetime.

      Maggie’s fiancé strode over, towering above the other men.

      Pam chuckled. While he’d turned out to be one of the good guys, she’d still kick his butt if he needed it, no matter how big he was. No one messed with her friends, and Maggie was her oldest friend. BFF and all that shit.

      “You doing okay? The boys treating you right?” Erik glanced around, his expression stern, and the fawning crew raced away like they’d been shot out of a cannon.

      Pam stared at their retreating backs with growing suspicion. No way. If he’d put them up to it…

      “I guess that’s the question, isn’t it?” She narrowed her eyes. “I was getting the royal treatment. That your doing?”

      Erik held up his hands, palms out. “Trust me. I don’t feel like having you tear a strip off me. If they’re hanging around, it’s because you’re interesting. Just don’t break too many hearts, okay? I’d hate to have to listen to sucky love songs during karaoke night for months after you leave.”

      Pam laughed. “Okay, you’re safe. I believe you.” She shook her head as she glanced up and down his length. “What the hell do you guys eat up here? Is there like a fountain of hugeness or something? I’ve counted at least two dozen men over six-three in height.”

      He grinned. “It’s the water. Seriously good. Hey, Maggie says she needs you one last time, but I was hoping to introduce you to my best man first.” He glanced around. “Only he seems to have disappeared.”

      Pam waved a hand. “I’ll meet him when we do the little walk-thing around the yard. Maggie explained the procedure, and I’m cool with the ceremony. I’d better run and see what she wants. Just in case she’s getting cold feet and wants me to call the whole thing off on her behalf.”

      She hid her amusement as his smile drained away. “You don’t think she would? But…”

      It had taken years to perfect the fake concerned expression she wore as she nodded sympathetically at him. “I’m sure it will be fine, but I’d better go settle her down. You stay here and try not to worry.” She patted him on the arm and went back upstairs, snickering evilly.

      Maggie met her at the top of the landing. Pam tried to wipe her face clean of her grin, but they’d been best friends for too long.

      “Who are you tormenting now? Pam, you promised not to freak people out with your weird sense of humour.”

      Someone stepped to the side of Maggie. Pam turned to face the young man and stopped dead.

      My oh my.

      She flushed at the expression in his eyes. The last time a guy had stared at her like that, the two of them had been naked, in the middle of a heated sexual exchange. He stripped her with his gaze and rather than feel indignant, her own interest rose. Of course, he was too young for her, but still…

      Hot damn, he was hot. Darkish skin, black hair. Eyes so black the pupils and irises bled together. That must be it—his pupils—it only looked like he was one step away from ravishing her.

      “Pam, I’d like you to meet TJ. He’s a good friend and works with Erik as a wilderness guide. He’s going to be our best man.”

      TJ held out his hand, stepping closer, and she forced herself to resist backing away.

      She grasped his fingers, intending to give him a firm business-like handshake when he flipped her palm down and raised her hand to his mouth. “My pleasure. Really.”

      He leaned forward and kissed her knuckles.

      An icy chill slipped up her spine, and oh my word, her body grew instantly wet. Damn! Did he just lick her skin?

      She knew she was staring, but there seemed to be no way to tear her gaze from his. Even after he straightened, he refused to let her fingers drop and she stood there like some freaking garden gnome statue with her hand limp-wristed in his, hoping by some weird circumstance they’d magically turn out to be standing alone in a bedroom with a mattress on the firm side bumping the back of her knees.

      Lust stole her tongue.

      “TJ?” Maggie elbowed him and he shook himself, like he was waking up.

      He took a deep breath and his eyes widened even farther.

      Pam glanced away, anywhere had to be safer than staring into those fuck-me-now bedroom eyes. Until she noticed she’d lowered her gaze and watched the front of his dress pants tent, his erection growing more and more obvious.

      “Pam?” She dragged her gaze up to see Maggie examining her with concern. “I think we need to go downstairs. Right now.”

      Maggie tugged her arm, pulling her toward the top of the stairs and away from the fascinating young man in the tuxedo.

      With a deep sense of regret, Pam turned her back on the dark god who watched her with hungry eyes.
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      Shit.

      Shit.

      TJ swallowed hard and immediately regretted it. His tongue had picked up the flavour of the woman Maggie had dragged off, and now the chemicals once again raced through his body, making him ache.

      Shit.

      How was it possible? Maggie had pulled him aside to warn him, again, he couldn’t let her friend know anything about them being wolves because Pam was full human. He was not to let the werewolf out of the bag, so to speak.

      He felt a little indignant Maggie treated him like a child and expected him to screw up. Just because he’d accidentally shifted once before. Or twice.

      But both those instances were years ago. He was twenty-two, and while he still preferred his wolf form for high-dexterity moves, his human was getting better. Besides, Keil had already issued orders in his high and mighty Alpha voice for all pack members to remain unfurry for the duration of the wedding. No one would disobey his direct command.

      Still…shit.

      It was a good thing Maggie had warned him, because incredibly his first impulse upon laying eyes on the beauty was to shift and bury his nose in her dark brown hair. He wanted to sniff her all over, then change back to human form to lick her, starting at her toes and getting delightfully distracted long before reaching anywhere near her throat.

      His cock ached, and his vision blurred. Damn if his hearing wasn’t buzzing as well.

      Suddenly the world began to shake and he wondered how badly he’d lost it before he realized Erik had grabbed him by the arms and stared into his face with concern.

      “TJ? What the hell is up? Maggie called me through our mental link and told me to get up here and deal with you. Were you about to shift?”

      That settled TJ quickly.

      “No!” Crap, not another doubter of his ability to hold it together. Although something was seriously screwed up. He sighed. “It’s just…”

      He closed his eyes and took a deep sniff. Erik’s scent was the strongest, followed by Maggie’s, but wrapping around them both was a tantalizing and intoxicating aroma that tickled his libido and kicked it into overdrive. “Erik, are we sure Pam doesn’t have wolf in her bloodline?”

      Erik leaned back and crossed his arms. “Positive. Maggie lived with her for years. Both the Omegas have met her, and she’s pure human. One hundred percent.” His gaze narrowed. “What are you not saying?”

      TJ wrinkled his nose. “You know how you’ve always said I’ve got a keen sense of smell?”

      “The best in the pack.”

      He snorted and shook his head. “Then you’ll be pleased to know my awesome sniffer has just told me Maggie’s best friend, fully human and not possibly eligible for the honour…is my damn mate.”
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      He’d found a new form of hell. TJ paced slowly around the outer edge of the backyard, his freaking mate on his arm, and all he could talk about was…nothing.

      He couldn’t tell her he was weak at the knees at the thought of finding her. Couldn’t say how important she was to him. He concentrated on keeping his feet on the ground because there was no way he was going to trip and be an ass in front of her.

      Erik had made him swear he wouldn’t say anything prematurely. Until TJ talked to his brother, the Alpha, chatting up his mate was outlawed, and the kicker was Erik had actually pulled a Beta move and ordered TJ to stay quiet. The damn hierarchy of the pack froze his tongue.

      Now torn between the dire need to haul Pam off somewhere private to bind them together for the rest of their days and the violent need to obey a direct command—TJ was screwed.

      He glanced sideways to admire her again. A few dark strands had fallen from the fancy hairdo framing her face. She smiled at everyone, but the tension in her body screamed at him, and all he wanted to do was ease her burden.

      “You okay?”

      She met his gaze then flushed darker. “How many times do we do this?”

      “Walk the loop? Three. You should slow down a bit so we don’t step on Erik’s and Maggie’s heels.” He pulled his elbow in so the back of her fingers touched his ribs. True, there were a few layers of clothing between them, but it was better than nothing.

      This was driving him mad. He smelled her skin, the natural perfume of her body.

      Her arousal.

      His heart pounded, and he strove to keep his face neutral and not pant like a dog. How everyone around didn’t notice they were both drenched in mating scents was beyond his comprehension.

      Another deep breath made his mouth water and his cock jerk. There was no denying it. It was nearly impossible but it had happened. His one-and-only forever mate was a human.

      He was okay with it. It was weird and insane, but since they were mates, there was a reason for it, and they’d figure it out. First it seemed he was going to have to not only convince her they belonged together, but the entire leadership of his pack.

      Starting with big brother Keil and his mate Robyn. The Alphas of the Granite Lake pack sat in the front row with their little girl perched quietly on Keil’s knee.

      Robyn frowned at TJ, using sign language to unobtrusively ask what was wrong. He shook his head quickly. This wasn’t going to be an easy explanation.

      Pam unconsciously rubbed her fingers up and down his arm. The slight movement taunted him. Drove him insane.

      He reached over and placed his other hand on top of hers. “Don’t.”

      She stiffened in response and tried to pull away.

      Pain raced through him at having his mate unsure and a little frightened, and suddenly he didn’t give a damn what his Beta had told him. His tongue loosened, the restriction binding him falling away. He was going to care for her, let her know everything was going to be okay. If he happened to mention he wanted her sometime during the conversation…so be it.

      He leaned his head closer, breathing in as much of her scent as possible. “It’s okay. You were tickling me. I like you holding me, but the rubbing was distracting.”

      She stayed silent for a moment then adjusted her grip. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

      TJ laughed softly. “You’re distracting no matter what you’re doing.” He smiled at her and winked. “I kinda like it.”

      She frowned. “Like what?”

      “Being distracted by you.”

      She shook her head as they took the corner at the far end of the yard and headed back to the starting position for the second lap. “How old are you?”

      He paused. “Why?”

      In spite of licking her lips and sending a shot of lust through his core, the expression in her eyes was friendly, not flirtatious. “I don’t rob cradles.”

      Damn it. “I’m legal in all states and provinces.”

      “You’re a baby. Cute, but a baby.”

      “Is that why you wanted to crawl into bed with me when we met at the top of the stairs?” She stumbled, and he caught her quickly. “Shit. Sorry, that wasn’t very polite. True, but not very polite.”

      “I did not want to⁠—”

      “Careful. Maggie told me you were the most honest and trustworthy person she’d ever met. Hate to ruin your reputation.”

      She growled and he grinned. Feisty wench. He liked that in a woman.

      “Fine. You’re a good-looking guy and yeah, I did picture tangling the sheets with you.” Hallelujah! “But you’re too young. I’m here for the wedding and that’s it.”

      TJ tried to keep the image of them naked in bed from distracting him as they walked in silence for another few paces. Unfortunately he had a good imagination.

      The too-young thing he could work around. The fact she was being stubborn? Oh, he loved a challenge.

      “Stop it,” she whispered. Her voice was deep and husky, slipping like a caress over his already super-sensitive nerves.

      “Stop what?”

      She wiggled her hand on his arm. “That. You’re…rubbing me.”

      Oops. He stilled his thumb from the circles he was tracing on the back of her hand. Seemed neither of them could resist touching each other, which only made sense as mates.

      A faint flush covered her soft skin from the low neckline of her dress up to her hairline, and he had to look away before he did something too wolfish like drop her to the ground and lick her until she screamed in pleasure.

      “What happens after the ceremony?” Pam asked. “I forgot to check with Maggie to see if there was anything I needed to do.”

      I take you home and make love to you all night long. “We head in, enjoy dinner, then I’m singing before the dance begins.”

      “You sing?” There was a trace of something in her voice. Doubt?

      “I sing. Are you surprised?”

      “Not at all,” she lied.

      TJ snorted. It was a deception he recognized easily. After too many years of being expected to screw things up, he knew exactly what someone meant when they spoke in that particular tone of voice.

      “You want to join me for a few songs?” he teased.

      She choked for a second. “Trust me, that would be a bad idea. In fact, for a wedding gift I’m considering swearing to Maggie to never attempt to sing in her presence again.”

      “That bad, huh?”

      “Put it this way, I can hit notes they haven’t invented yet.”

      He chuckled and she joined him in laughing, and suddenly the wall she’d wedged between them crumbled a little.

      They paced slowly, following Maggie and Erik on the final circle of the yard.

      “So if you won’t sing, will you dance with me?” Surely he could keep his feet under him for long enough to dance without making a fool of himself. Of them both.

      The grip she had on his arm tightened slightly. “I’ll consider it. Looks like there’s a lot of single guys around to choose from.”

      Do not growl. Do not growl.

      It took all his strength to fight the instant urge to claim her in front of the whole damn pack. Like hell was she going to dance with anyone other than him. “I get first dance though, you know, wedding party and all.”

      “That might be…nice.”

      Nice? Bloody hell.

      He ignored the questioning glances his big brother shot in his direction.

      Fine, maybe Pam didn’t know about werewolves, and maybe he was in for a hell of a lot of trouble figuring out how he was going to solve this mess, but one thing he knew without a doubt.

      She was going to be his. Body and soul.

      TJ stepped around her, positioning her at Maggie’s right hand. Pam shivered as he leaned in close and brushed his lips lightly against the skin beside her ear.

      He spoke barely above a whisper. “I guarantee it’s going to be a whole lot more memorable than nice.”
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      Pam stood to the side, her fingers squeezing so hard around the flower arrangement Maggie had passed her she heard some of the flower stems crack.

      Across from her, TJ held her gaze with his and damn, the man was enough to distract a saint. She barely heard Erik and Maggie exchange vows, she was too caught up in admiring his clean-cut good looks. Getting lost in his mesmerizing dark eyes. She wanted to interrupt the ceremony to demand he stare elsewhere, but at the same time she couldn’t help but be flattered.

      Maybe a short fling wouldn’t be such a bad idea after all.

      The whole service passed in a blur as they locked eyes. Inside, a flame burned, desire wrapped around her core and made her heart pound. There had to be something in the northern air causing her to react like a sex-crazed ninny.

      A discreet cough brought her back to her senses, and she hurried to join Maggie and Erik as they moved down the aisle between the chairs, headed for the hall.

      TJ’s warm hand slid around her waist and goose bumps rose. He ignored her wiggled attempt to dislodge him, instead tucking her tightly against his side and lowering his head until his lips hovered an inch over her ear. She waited for him to whisper something wicked, something in keeping with the heat of passion he’d been throwing at her for the past umpteen minutes.

      The anticipation was killing her, and she swore her panties were wet just thinking about him saying something sexy.

      “Chicken?”

      Not sexy. “What?”

      “Or fish? What do you want for dinner?”

      She laughed out loud and relaxed against him. “You’re a goof.”

      TJ sighed mightily. “So I’ve been told.”

      For the next hour he proceeded to enchant her, anticipating her every need. They sat to one side of the bridal couple, and throughout the meal he touched her constantly.

      “You treat all your visitors like this?” she asked. Blood pounded through her hard enough she could have just finished a marathon.

      TJ topped up the wine in her glass as he shook his head.

      “I can honestly say you’re the first woman I’ve ever treated this way.” He rested his arm on the back of her chair and her nipples tightened.

      Would anyone notice if she crawled into his lap and sucked face with him for a while?

      Someone at the end of the hall tinkled their wine glass, and the entire room joined in. Maggie and Erik rose good-naturedly and when he dipped her, kissing her passionately, the crowd shouted their approval. The whole event was exactly the kind of celebration Pam had hoped her best friend would experience.

      TJ squeezed her shoulder as he stood and made his way to the front. He grabbed an acoustic guitar from somewhere and plopped himself on a stool.

      A murmur rose from the crowd, and TJ grinned sheepishly.

      “Yeah, it’s a new guitar, but this time it’s not my fault. A certain little boy I was babysitting thought the old one would make a dandy boat.”

      Gentle laughter carried through the air as TJ tuned the strings, his fingers moving smoothly. He turned to address Erik and Maggie. “I know you requested your favourites, but if you’d humour me, I have a song I wrote a while back. I’ve been saving it for a special moment, and I think this is about as special as it can get. It’s called ‘Eternal Love’.”

      He strummed a few chords before slipping into a simple melody, fingers picking individual notes to accompany his rich tenor. Their gazes met, and he sang to her.

      Pam’s throat tightened. She shifted uncomfortably in her chair as she listened to the lyrics. It was all so airy-fairy and impossible and yet—something deep inside wished it was possible for a love like he sang about to be real.

      A love that lasted forever? Fresh each morning?

      Bullshit.

      Pretty sad thoughts to be entertaining while at a wedding.

      She dragged her gaze off TJ to where Maggie and Erik sat staring into each other’s eyes. For what it was worth, she wished them the best. Maggie deserved to be happy, and hopefully Erik was the guy to make it happen.

      Well, he’d damn well better or she’d rip him a new one for hurting her best friend.

      Pam sighed and leaned back in her chair. She closed her eyes and let the music swirl around her. TJ’s mellow voice touched her in places she didn’t want to think about. Places she’d closed the door on, and she’d never been one to linger over the past.

      Nope, get over it and go on—that was her motto. Life was for living to the max, enjoying every experience as much as possible. One day at a time.

      She sat straighter and resolutely faced the singer who made her belly quiver with each new note he sang. TJ’s fingers caressed the strings, and she pictured him touching her with that same intensity, same attention to detail, and the pulse between her legs kicked into high gear again.

      Holy Toledo, she was getting turned on watching the guy play his guitar.

      What the heck had she been drinking? There was something going on, the way her gaze kept being drawn back to TJ, the way his voice tickled in her ears and made her skin burn. The urge to go for a little tumble while she was here increased. Maggie wouldn’t mind.

      Besides, it wasn’t like she was leaving in the morning. She had her adventure trip scheduled to start in a couple days. A few nights’ excitement could be what she needed to make this a very memorable holiday.

      He sang the final notes and let the tune fade away.

      The rest of the guests clapped and whistled in appreciation. TJ finally broke eye contact with her and smiled out at the crowd, before motioning for a few others to join him. They picked up instruments, and the group lit into a lively tune. Chairs and tables were dragged aside, and the hall became a bustling hive of noise as everyone stepped in to rearrange and make space for dancing.

      Pam moved a couple chairs before realizing she was more of a hindrance than help. She snuck to the side and watched in fascination as the room transformed before her eyes.

      Up on the stage, TJ and another guitarist strummed something with a hard-rock beat, and the rhythm pulsed in time with her heart. His dark hair shone in the light as he rocked, and she wondered if it would feel fine or coarse if she ran her fingers through it.

      “Did you enjoy that?” Maggie asked.

      Pam jumped a little, then let out the breath she’d been holding. “Hey. Fabulous ceremony, and the meal was delicious.”

      Her friend nodded in agreement. “It was good, but I meant the singing. I didn’t expect TJ to share a song he’d written himself. It was beautiful.”

      “He’s got a great voice,” Pam admitted. Maggie smiled past her and Pam glanced over her shoulder to see Erik hanging back. “You guys taking off soon?”
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