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        This bundle contains the first two novellas in the Northern Lights Shifters series.

      

        

      
        In the untamed North, shifters live by instinct—and fate.

      

        

      
        The Northern Lights Shifters series follows interconnected packs of alpha shifters and the fierce women destined to be theirs. With danger rising and loyalties tested, love isn’t just powerful—it’s inevitable.

      

        

      
        Sign up for my newsletter for the latest news on releases, free vignettes featuring past heroes and heroines, and other updates.
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        The moment Keil Lynus sees the woman in his remote Yukon cabin, his wolf knows one thing.

      

        

      
        She’s his mate.

      

        

      
        There’s only one problem.

      

        

      
        Robyn Maxwell has no idea she’s a wolf.

      

        

      
        Robyn came to the wilderness for a quiet backcountry ski trip, not to share a cabin with a dangerously attractive stranger who stirs instincts she can’t explain. Deaf since childhood, she’s spent her life proving she’s capable of surviving anything—including the rugged Yukon.

      

        

      
        But Keil isn’t just a wilderness guide.

      

        

      
        He’s a wolf shifter preparing for a brutal Alpha challenge that will decide the future of the Granite Lake pack. Finding his mate now couldn’t come at a worse time—especially when she doesn’t even know what she is.

      

        

      
        As strange new instincts awaken inside Robyn, Keil must convince her that the impossible is real… and that the bond between them is something neither of them can ignore.

      

        

      
        Because when a wolf finds his mate…letting her go is not an option.
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      6450 calories stared up at Robyn.

      She adjusted the lid on the apple box, closing it tightly over the cheesecake and the rest of her food supplies. Her gaze drifted over the gear spread all over her apartment. Her pack, her skis—all of it assembled for the annual trip with her brother to Granite Lake cabin.

      A rush of anxiety and disappointment filled her as Tad made his announcement.

      “I’m sorry, sis, but I have to take this request. Flying the climbing and research team to Mount Logan could end up being a regular booking. They’ll be working in Kluane National Park for the next five years, and if I can get on as their main pilot I’ll be set.” Tad slipped a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I hate to cancel the trip on you.”

      Robyn paced a few steps away before facing him, her hands flowing smoothly as she spoke in American Sign Language. “I understand. You need to take the job. I’m still going to Granite Lake.”

      “No way. You can’t go by yourself.”

      “You have.”

      “But that’s different, Robyn.”

      “Don’t be a jerk. I don’t have a penis so I can’t go backcountry alone?”

      Tad raised a brow. “It’s not the lack of plumbing, sis, and you know it. I seldom go bush alone, and if I do meet anyone, it’s not a big deal. I’m male, I’m strong and I’m not deaf. How do you plan to talk with strangers?”

      She threw a pillow at him before lifting her hands to sign. “I’ll take some notepads. What are the chances of meeting anyone at Granite this time of year? We always go in February because no one else does. I’m packed, the food is packed, and I’ve got time off work from the bakery. You even booked a helicopter ride for me with your buddy Shaun. I’ve never gotten to fly in before.

      “And wait a minute, what’s with that little dig saying you’re strong? Last time I checked, I out-skied, out-wrestled and out-gambled your sorry butt, big brother. Don’t give me that as an excuse.”

      Tad narrowed his gaze. “Stop being stubborn.”

      “What? Waste all those years of training? You told me once to stand up for myself and do what I need to do, in spite of not being able to hear. Are you saying that doesn’t apply anymore?”

      “Of course not⁠—”

      “Good, because I’d hate to call you a hypocrite.” Annoyance aside, she really needed him to understand. “I need to go to Granite. I need to get out of the city for a while. I’ll be a good little girl and take the satellite phone along. I can check in with you Tuesday.”

      Tad ran a hand through his hair before collapsing on the couch in resignation. “Fine, you win. But if you need anything you call me, or you call Shaun and he’ll fly you home. Understand? You don’t have to do the ski out if you don’t want.”

      Robyn caught a glimpse of herself in the hall mirror. Shades of brown reflected back. Shoulder-length brown hair, big brown eyes with golden flecks, skin that showed her First Nations heritage.

      She’d lived her whole life in the Yukon, and her solid body was more than capable of doing the ten-mile ski. She’d been completing it with the family since she was nine years old. Tad had skied the route with her and knew she loved every minute of the trip.

      She counted to twenty.

      Slowly.

      “Tad, are you looking for pain? Because I can kick your butt if you need it.”

      He blinked in shock. “What did I say?”

      Robyn stomped up and glared in his face. Tad was her brother through adoption, and he and his parents were all darker in colouring than her. His short black hair stood in ragged spikes from his manhandling, and his dark eyes stared back with confusion.

      She needed to make this clear, though. She signed, hands moving with great energy as she emphasized her points. “I like the ski across the lake. I like going to the Granite Lake cabin. I’m thrilled you got me the helicopter ride, but only because I want to take the ice auger to leave at the cabin.”

      “But—”

      “Don’t expect me to be some kind of baby because you can’t go with me this time.”

      Tad grabbed her hands and pulled her in for a hug. He let her step back so she could read his lips. “I was out of line.”

      She nodded.

      “Sorry. Hell, you’ve got a temper on you. Glad you didn’t throw anything hard at me this time.”

      “I thought about it but my ice axe is already packed.” She turned to tuck away a few more items, then grabbed her backpack and placed it beside the door.

      He tugged on her arm to get her attention. “You need some space, don’t you? You seem really tense.”

      Robyn returned to her skis. She fiddled with the bindings before glancing back at Tad. “Yeah. Feels like the walls are closing in. I’ll be okay if I can get some time away from the city.”

      “There’s something…” Tad hesitated, looking everywhere around the room except at her. He opened and closed his mouth a couple of times before shaking his head. “Never mind.”

      She sighed heavily. “Not again. You do this at least once a year. Whatever deep, dark secret you have, I wish you’d spit it out. Or stop bringing it up, because you just get me curious. Are you gay?”

      Tad sat back on his heels, his jaw dropping open. “Robyn!”

      “Well, you seem to turn twenty shades of red every time you start this, I thought maybe it had to do with sex. I don’t care if you are gay, you know. There’s this great guy down at the bakery⁠—”

      “Thanks, but I’m not gay. It’s nothing. Do you have your bear spray?”

      She blew her bangs off her face with a sudden snort and pointed to the pocket of her ski overalls. “Stupidest thing I’ve ever carried. I’ve never seen a bear, not once in all our trips.”

      “Someday you might be glad you have it, sis.”

      “But I could carry at least five more chocolate bars. That reminds me, you do realize if I gain weight this trip it’s all your fault.”

      “What?”

      “We packed an entire Mocha Chocolate Cheesecake to eat this week. Now I’m going to have to suffer through and eat the whole damn thing myself.” She licked her lips and grinned.
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      The pilot tugged on her sleeve and pointed twice—first left toward the lake then farther to the right behind the cabin.

      She shook her head and picked the left.

      The lake.

      The helicopter banked as he veered to change course. The surface snow around them stirred under the effects of the spinning props, and whiteness whirled away from the chopper until there was nothing but the solid snow base under the landing gear.

      Robyn waited while the pilot trotted around to open her door. She helped unhook her skis from the landing blades while he removed the rest of her gear from the backseat and dropped it on the snow beside them. In under a minute she’d done a final check to be sure all her things were out, then giving the pilot a thumb’s up, she crouched low and scrambled toward the shoreline. The wind buffeted her for a minute as the helicopter rose, lifting over the small hill to the north, returning to Haines Junction.

      She looked around her and drew a long, slow breath, crisp air chilling the back of her throat. Not a cloud in the sky to block the blue. The mountains around her tall and snow covered. Beautiful and overpowering at the same time. The lake spread before her, its large bay at her feet and the longer length of it stretching snakelike to the south to disappear around the bend of the mountain. A sense of home spread throughout her body.

      Twisting in a circle, she noticed the cabin facing the lake had been fixed up since the last time she’d been out. Someone had repaired the front-porch supports and added a series of hooks along the north wall. Snow shovels and axes that had been buried under a good four feet of snow last February hung in plain sight, easy to access.

      Continuing her visual scan, Robyn was surprised to see a new building a little ways from the cabin. It was too small to be another sleeping area, and they didn’t need any more storage.

      The temperature was warm for February, twenty-seven degrees, but the chill sank into her bones the longer she stood in one place. She trudged back through her footprints to ferry her gear to the cabin. The new building would be her treat to explore once she got set up for the night.

      Soon her backpack rested on the low platform covering the back of the tiny one-room cabin. There was space for six sleeping bags to lie side by side, with an extra three-foot extension at their feet that was used as a bench. Robyn considered for a minute before placing her pack along the sidewall near the window. She doubted anyone else would show up at the cabin, but she’d better stake her claim just in case.

      The second trip, she carried up the cardboard apple box filled with groceries. Because of the helicopter, the food this trip was different than her usual dry goods. She had fresh fruit and veggies for at least four days, some nice French loaves, and the dreaded Mocha Chocolate Cheesecake. Flying in had some definite fringe benefits.

      She left the box on the small counter that ran along the left-hand wall up to the wood-burning stove. The cabin was so compact there was barely room left for a table and four chairs on the right side and a narrow bench beside the solid plank door.

      Returning to the lake, she used the ice auger to cut a hole in the ice surface before carrying the tool to the cabin and finding an empty hook to hang it on. Robyn grinned as she stared at it for a minute. She’d bought her contribution to the “leave it better than you found it” policy in a garage sale the previous summer for twenty bucks.

      Lake trout for dinner. She could hardly wait.

      But first she would check out the new addition to the area.

      Making her way through the knee-deep snow, she climbed the last couple of steps that rose above the snow line, undid the locks and peeked in.

      There was a small open area with two side windows and a snow-covered skylight overhead. Wood dowels lined the interior walls at head height with a low bench running around the wall space. Another door was set in the center of room.

      Good heavens, was that a shower in the corner? Robyn walked to the enclosure in amazement. Someone had brought a shower stall to Granite Lake and installed it in this small cabin.

      Her heart leapt for a second, wondering if her guess of what was in the other room was correct.

      She hurried back, opened the central door and walked into the smell of cedar and wood smoke. In the corner was an old potbellied stove with river rocks piled all around it. Two levels of benches were built into the walls and a couple of large buckets graced the top of the stove.

      A sauna. Someone had built a sauna. She’d died and gone to heaven.

      Tad was going to be pissed he’d missed this.

      But the real debate became whether she wanted get the fire going, or if she should still go fishing for her dinner.

      Robyn ran her hand over the smooth wood and breathed in the rich scent. Actually, it was an easy decision. She’d do both. Getting the fire going wasn’t a big deal, and she’d have time to fish before it warmed up properly.

      The next hours passed quickly while she set up her fishing line, laid out her camping mattress and sleeping bag, and got the two stoves going.

      By six it was dark and she lay flat on her back on one of the upper benches in the now-toasty sauna. She’d enjoyed pan-fried trout for dinner along with a glass of merlot, and she was on the edge of feeling very, very good. Her frustrations slipped away with the sweat pouring off her body.

      This was roughing it.

      She sat up, scooped some more of the melting snow from the pot on the stove and poured it with care over the hot rocks to build up the steam in the room. Noticing the pot was close to empty she slipped into the annex and pulled on her boots. Propping open the outside door, she walked into the darkness with a bucket in either hand.

      And slammed into something solid that hadn’t been there before. Something tall and hard and covered in…Gore-Tex?
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      For a second, TJ froze in shock as a naked woman bounced off him and fell backward, metal buckets flying from her hands. He reached to catch her before she could hit the snow, speaking calmly as she struggled in his arms.

      “Whoa now, settle down. Sorry, didn’t mean to surprise you.”

      She continued to twist and scramble, one hand reaching toward her boots. He would have released her, but was afraid with how much she was squirming she would hurt herself.

      A sharp jab in the ribs made him gasp and loosen his grip. Another blow landed closer to his groin and his hands grew looser still.

      “TJ, let her go, she’s freaking out,” Keil called from a short distance away and distracted, TJ dropped her.

      Oh, damn.

      “What the…? Hey, put that away, you little hellion. I told you I’m not going to hurt you.” He stepped away from where the woman crouched, a fixed-blade hunting knife extended between them as she scurried back toward the safety of the sauna house. She slammed the door followed immediately by the shriek of something heavy being dragged in front of it.

      “What is going on? Hey, lady, we’re not going to hurt you. We’re just⁠—”

      “Stop.” Keil joined him at the door. “There’s something happening here that isn’t normal. We surprised her, but something else is wrong.” He lifted his hand to touch the wooden barrier, then leaned forward and sniffed a couple of times, concern drawing his face tight.

      TJ stopped as well and sniffed the air. “Shit, she’s a wolf.” He shook his head in frustration. “Try and get away from pack for a few days, and look what happens. It’s like a conspiracy. Do you think that someone out there has a spy camera keeping track of us when we leave Haines? That would be kinda cool if it was a hot group, you know, like the KGB, FBI, CSI, SEALs and all those letter guys. But not the SPCA or PETA—it would be scary having them on our ass.”

      He shuffled over to where his brother was concentrating hard. Keil had leaned his forehead against the door and closed his eyes while continuing to draw long, slow breaths.

      What was making him act so weird? He was like a kid in a candy store. Mr. In Charge, Super Wilderness Man, always totally with it and in control, sniffing like a dog after a long-buried bone.

      Something was up, but for the life of him TJ couldn’t figure out what.

      TJ sniffed again, hard, before shrugging. He turned away, hitting his brother’s arm as he moved, letting a wicked chuckle escape. “Of course, she was rather sweet. Think she’d be interested in⁠—”

      A violent push sent him flying backward into the snow.

      “Hey, watch it!” He sat up in the waist-deep snow and brushed off his hands, muttering insults at his big brother. “Man, your sense of humour is in a knot tonight. You need to lighten up…”

      A low, menacing growl made him pause from his fussing. Keil stalked toward him, eyes dark, teeth showing.

      The hair on the back of TJ’s neck went erect, and he scrambled backward through the thick snow, trying to keep a safe distance between them.

      “Damn it, what is wrong with you? I was joking around.”

      Keil paused. He dropped his head, and his body shook as he took deep, calming breaths. Long heartbeats later he reached to help pull TJ to his feet.

      They stared at each other before Keil turned back toward the sauna.

      “Ummm, bro, what’s up?” TJ asked cautiously. “You look a little grey around the edges and that’s not like you. I mean, there’s a chick here. It won’t be the quiet getaway we planned, but it’s not like we ran into an Elvis-impersonator reunion. She’s not going to be any trouble.”

      Keil choked out a laugh, a brittle, tight sound that made TJ take a cautionary step farther out of reach.

      Just in case.

      Finally dragging his gaze off the sauna door, his brother gave TJ a soft push on the shoulder toward the cabin. “We’re going to have to write her a note or something to convince her it’s safe to come out.”

      “Why don’t we let her stay in there until the morning? She might feel safer venturing out in the daylight,” TJ suggested as he started up the path.

      “I’m not leaving her locked in there!”

      “Hey, don’t bite my head off. I wasn’t the one streaking in the moonlight. This time. And the only time I did try it, those rotten twins, Rachel and Beth, stole my clothes and I had to climb in the back window of the pack house…” TJ’s voice trickled away to nothing as he realized his brother was still standing by the sauna door. Shaking his head, he called in a singsong voice, “Helloooo. Earth to Keil. Hey, I thought we were going to write a note. What is the matter with you, man? You’re acting like you’ve never seen a woman before, and that’s not true. You have the chicks all over you, all the time. In the pack and out of it. Not that you take advantage of your opportunities like I think you should. Leave her alone. She’ll be fine. It’s not like she’s going to freeze or anything.”

      A loud snort followed him. “Look,” Keil said, “I’m not leaving my mate locked in a sauna all night because I was too stupid to figure out how to fix a misunderstanding.”

      TJ stopped in midstride. “Your mate?”

      Keil sighed, his head turning to the sauna as if drawn to it. “Yup. I think so.”

      “Oh shit.”
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      Robyn peered out the window until the two men left. They disappeared from sight, and candlelight appeared in the windows of the cabin.

      Well, that had been just peachy.

      Great going. Way to use your brains.

      What a stupid, idiotic thing to do—walk outside in the buff without checking around first. She knew better than to assume people wouldn’t show up. She hadn’t even thought about animals, although right now she wished she had wandered into a bear.

      This was the kind of accident Tad had warned her about. Why he didn’t like it when she did trips without him or their core group of friends. She was capable of taking care of herself in a survivor-type situation, but adding people to the mix always made it tough. The fact she was deaf kind of guaranteed when meeting new people in the wilderness, something was going to go screwy.

      She dropped back on the sauna bench and tried to relax. She was still holding her knife, and twisting the handle in her palm, she rubbed the carvings with her fingertips like a worry stone. Over and over until the familiar sensation calmed her to the point she could begin to see the humour in the situation.

      I bet they never expected to get flashed. She poured some of the now-hot water over her skin, cleaning off the sweat and rinsing her hair. She wondered if the men would want the sauna once she was done. She wouldn’t stock the stove, but leave a bed of coals.

      Because she had to go back inside the main cabin. It would be monumentally silly to spend the night in the sauna just because she’d had a bit of a shock.

      Besides, now they knew she had a big knife.

      She toweled off in the sauna then stepped into the annex to get dressed. A piece of white against the window caught her eye, and she lifted a candle to examine it.

      
        
        So sorry we frightened you. We’re Keil and TJ from Haines, Alaska, and operate the wilderness excursion company Maximum Exposure. We’re members of the Granite Lake pack.

        

        If you’re afraid to come to the cabin, please put two lit candles in the window, and we’ll bring your sleeping gear and food/water to the door, and you can retrieve it when you feel safe. But we promise you’re safe to return.

        

        If you want, approach in wolf.

      

      

      Robyn read the note with some puzzlement. Well, the first part was nice, but what were they talking about “approach in wolf”?

      Must be some kind of backcountry code she hadn’t picked up yet. They were from Haines—maybe it was an American slang. Sometimes the small differences between American and Canadian vocabularies caused weird things to happen.

      She hung her wet towel in the sauna, then wrapped her hair in a dry one and faced the door. Squaring her shoulders, she drew a deep breath. She could do this.

      Walking toward the cabin, she peered in the window, checking it out before approaching the door. One of the men sat on the edge of the sleeping platform, his face out of sight as he spoke, his hands moving wildly as they swung in big circles.

      Great, a waver. All that energy saying nothing.

      The other leaned back against the table, his arms supporting him, his gaze roaming the room. Suddenly he looked straight at her out the window. Even though she should be invisible to him, a person in the dark while he was in the light, he’d seen her. He stood a little straighter, and lifting his arms, he crossed them over his heart and dipped his head.

      Robyn stopped in shock.

      That was the ASL sign for “love”.

      Her last straw broke, and she stomped the rest of the way to the cabin and threw open the door. Dropping her things on the bench, she kicked off her boots and marched up to the bastard and started the deaf equivalent of shouting with her hands and body in his personal space.

      “You do not insult me like that. Asshole. I accept your apology for the mistake before, but you go too far. You are rude. What does…?” She pulled the paper she’d retrieved from the window and pointed to the line “approach in wolf”. “What does this mean?”

      She stepped back and crossed her arms while she waited for his response.

      The look on his face was priceless.

      Confusion. Complete and utter confusion.

      Robyn spun toward the waver as he stood, and she caught the last thing he said. “…using sign language?”

      She nodded, bicycling her hands in front of her while mouthing “sign language”.

      The larger of the two men made sure she was watching him before he spoke. “I’m sorry, I don’t understand sign language. I think I’ve upset you, and I didn’t mean to. Is there a way we can talk?”

      All the bluster drained out of her like sand through a sieve. Typical. She came to get away from the drain of communicating with people, and instead she was going to have to use extra energy.

      Oh well, maybe they’d eat a few pieces of her cheesecake and save her the calories.

      She held up a hand with a lifted finger—a signal she’d seen many hearing people use to ask for a minute. Going back to the door, she cleaned up her boots before returning to her backpack to tuck away her gear and tidy her hair.

      She turned to get a drink and found the man she’d yelled at standing right behind her with a glass in his hand.

      “Would you like some water?” He held it toward her.

      Robyn touched her fingers to her mouth then opened the hand toward him before accepting the glass. She drained it in one shot, grinning at the funny expression on his face as she returned the glass.

      It had been hot in the sauna, and she wasn’t going to be ladylike and sip when she was thirsty.

      He smiled back. Dark brown eyes, so dark they were almost black, twinkled at her.

      “Would you like some more?”

      She nodded and made a circle motion over her chest with her hand.

      “Was that ‘please’?” he asked.

      Robyn gave him a reluctant smile. She nodded as she settled at the table.

      There was something fascinating about the man, and she watched as he went to get her some more water.

      She’d placed snow-filled buckets here in the main cabin before her sauna, and the men knew the routine. They had one of the buckets on the side cupboard for cool water, and the other simmering on the stove to melt snow and keep the air moist.

      It was impossible to look away from the man’s smoothly flexing muscles as he added more snow to the hot bucket. He was big. One of the biggest men she’d ever seen, and perhaps rushing into the cabin and shouting at him hadn’t been the smartest thing to do.

      His dark brown hair hung in a braid almost to his hips. Broad shoulders were covered with a dark T-shirt, and a tribal tattoo wrapped around his left arm at the biceps. She was tempted to move closer and examine it, but he returned with her full glass, and she tried to hide the fact she’d been staring by facing the table.

      She spotted the notepad and pencil she’d left out earlier. She tapped it and motioned for him to sit beside her.

      
        
        You talk and I’ll write. You need to make sure I see your face.

      

      

      “I’m Keil and that’s my brother, TJ.”

      
        
        Robyn Maxwell from Whitehorse.

      

      

      “I’m sorry we frightened⁠—”

      She interrupted him by waving a hand in the air and writing.

      
        
        It was an accident. I couldn’t hear you and I wasn’t paying attention. Tell TJ I’m sorry I pulled my knife on him.

      

      

      Keil rotated to face his brother, and a moment later, TJ settled in the chair opposite her and held out his hand. “Nice to meet you, Robyn,” he said, drawing out his words in an exaggerated manner.

      Oh goodie. TJ was an idiot.

      She glared then shook his hand hard enough to make him pull back in surprise. She grabbed the pad.

      
        
        I’m deaf, not stupid. Don’t talk weird for my sake.

      

      

      She flipped the pad around to let him read while she took another drink.

      This was the hard way to get to know people. It was much easier when Tad was along, because she could talk to him and he’d pass on messages, and it would end up feeling natural and not this ridiculously slow process.

      She sighed and grabbed the pad back.

      Keil laid a soft hand on her arm to get her attention, and a curious sensation raced through her.

      Heat slid from his hand to her arm, tickling, tingling. She double-checked—it was just his hand, but warmth still radiated, small bursts of electricity racing up her arm and making the hair on the back of her neck stand on end.

      He gave a slight squeeze to get her attention, and she glanced at his face.

      “What pack?”

      She pulled back in confusion and shrugged.

      “You said you live in Whitehorse. Are you Takhini or Miles Canyon pack?”

      Here they went again. What was he talking about?

      It was too bad he seemed to be slightly crazy because he was the hottest thing on two legs she’d ever seen. She hoped he was fun crazy and not kill-people-in-the-middle-of-the-night crazy.

      It only took a moment to dash down a short note. She tossed the pad toward him as she got up from the table and pulled on her coat.

      Robyn took a final quick glance his direction before heading outside for a breath of air. Yup, he was hot. Out of his mind, but very easy on the eyes. Smelt yummy, too.

      She ignored the strange throbbing sensation in her limbs and forced herself to walk outside.
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      As the door closed behind her, Keil pulled the pad nearer and read it out loud to TJ.

      
        
        “Takhini is a hot spring. Miles Canyon is where I canoe. A pack is what I carry my gear in. I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m getting ready for bed. The sauna has coals if you want it. I will talk to you tomorrow. Good night.”

      

      

      “You think she really doesn’t know she’s a werewolf?” TJ asked.

      “Why would she have any reason to pretend? I don’t understand. She’s full-blood wolf from what I smell.”

      “Me too.”

      Keil drummed his fingers on the table. She not only smelt like wolf, but another scent flowed from her that tickled the back of his brain and went straight to his cock.

      The scent of his mate. The chemical trail that called his wolf to hers, and would make them mates for life. He was pretty sure she was it, but until he got a taste of her when she was aroused, he couldn’t be positive.

      Of course, at the rate they were going, it would be summer before he’d get close enough to actually find out.

      Grabbing clean clothes, the brothers made their way to the sauna.

      Not even ten seconds after closing the door, Keil realized the sauna was a bad idea. Her scent hung heavy in the air, sweet and spicy, filling his head with thoughts that were better not imagined while sitting naked in a small space with someone who was not her.

      “You know, she smells good.”

      Keil growled at TJ. “Shut it, pup.”

      His brother shrugged. “Well, she does. But she smells good like ‘Hey, Robyn, can you help me with this?’ and not ‘Hey, baby, can you help me? Wink, wink, nudge, nudge.’ Know what I mean?”

      “Please, spare me the Monty Python imitations.”

      TJ flicked some snow at his brother. “I’m trying to tell you something serious and you accuse me of imitating MP? I’m cut to the quick. For serious discussion I imitate political personalities.”

      Keil lay back on the bench and attempted to ignore his younger brother. TJ was the most irritating, the most annoying…and one of the most observant people he knew.

      Leaning up on one elbow, he opened his eyes and cursed. “Fine. Explain it. What’re you trying to tell me, and use small words. It’s late, and it’s been a hell of a day.”

      TJ dropped to the lower bench and grabbed the cedar edging in front of him. “She smells good like I want to trust her and take care of her, and I know she’ll take care of me. She obviously affects you differently.”

      “Oh. How is that?”

      TJ snorted. “You’ve got wood just from the smell of her, bro. You’ve got it bad, and I bet she’s your mate because you haven’t even given her a proper sniff yet. I knew you were ready to be Alpha!”

      Keil let his head flop back on the hard bench. TJ’s leaps of logic were over the top. How he got from the fact Keil had a hard-on that could pound nails to making him Alpha was incredible.

      “Enough. Can we let this drop for tonight? The problem will still be there in the morning.”

      TJ’s laugh was long and loud, and finally Keil joined in.

      “Okay, bad choice of words. Don’t point it out.”

      Another howl rose from his brother, and Keil gave up. He grabbed the bucket of cool water and poured it over himself.

      Evil thoughts intruded. He raised the other bucket. “Want a rinse?”

      When TJ nodded, Keil grinned then poured the contents of the half-snow-filled bucket over his brother’s head.

      The icy-cold water streamed down as TJ’s scream echoed in the small space.

      Now Keil was ready for bed.
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      Keil rolled over for the millionth time.

      This was impossible.

      He’d slept in a cave surrounded by soaking wet, stinking pack members when they’d gotten caught in a storm. He’d slept in a single hotel room with seven buddies on a road trip, all of them snoring loud enough to shake the walls. Both times he’d gotten more sleep than tonight.

      All because of the small female body at the end of the platform.

      He gave up pretending and sat up to admire her better. The moonlight pouring in the window showed parts of her and his night vision filled in the rest of the details. She was curled into a half-circle, one leg pulled up, her head resting on a pillow made from her extra clothes. She wasn’t in the sleeping bag, but under it, her body lying on a small soft blanket.

      It was warm enough in the cabin she’d shrugged off most of her coverings and his gaze slipped over her. He wished he could touch her with his hands. Her skin tone was paler than his, her brown hair escaping from the ponytail she’d made before crawling into bed. Keil stared, memorizing the curve of her cheek, the dimple just visible at the edge of her mouth. Her eyes closed in sleep had the longest lashes he’d ever seen.

      He licked his lips. Looking at her made his mouth water. He was tempted to slide over and take her in his arms, nestle her against his body and⁠—

      Shit. He was hard again.

      How could she not know about belonging to a pack? As a full-blood wolf, she would have had the ability to shift from human form to wolf starting around adolescence. While the werewolf genes were dormant in most half-breeds, full-blood wolves almost always had their genes triggered while still babies.

      Robyn being deaf was unusual, but not a huge issue. He could learn to sign, if that’s what it took. When she was in wolf form, they’d have no problem communicating since wolf speak was ninety percent sign language. As mates, they should be able to speak into each other’s minds anyway.

      And if he was going to challenge for Alpha, there was an even greater chance he’d be able to hear her thoughts. One of the perks of heading a pack was a strong mental link to every member. Add that to the mate bond, and they’d be fine.

      His mind slipped to pack problems even as his gaze continued to caress her. The current Alpha and Beta were getting too old to be proper leaders. The Granite pack was large and more transient than most with the constant influx of newcomers from the Lower 48.

      Every time a wolf got the itch to connect with their inner self, they seemed to make their way north, thinking that the wilds of Alaska would help them find themselves. All they found was life required hard work, no matter where you lived. There was no easy ride anywhere, and perhaps even less here Up North.

      Keil had begun to worry as more of their traditions fell away. It wasn’t that he didn’t like progress, but some things were tradition because it was good for the pack. Newcomers brought baggage with them, and a lot of what they were demanding the pack do to keep them comfortable went against everything the Granite pack stood for.

      It was time for change. When the old leaders announced they would step aside and let someone younger take over, Keil knew it was his chance. He’d have to slow down on his guiding business, but having a strong pack would be worth it.

      But he wasn’t the only wolf with the potential to win the challenge. While another of the newcomers was his equal in strength, Jack’s vision for the future of the pack traveled even further down the road to hell than the one they were currently on.

      Keil groaned and rolled to his back. Finding his mate right now was going to make things difficult, to say the least. But was he sad he’d found her? Hell, no. Some wolves went their whole lives without discovering their mate. So he had a few issues to resolve?

      Before next weekend. No rush.

      A soft noise made him turn. Robyn was awake. She’d pushed up on one elbow, rubbing her hand over the side of her face and ear as if in pain. He scrambled closer, cautious not to frighten her—making sure she saw him approach.

      He mouthed the words to avoid waking TJ. “Are you okay?”

      Tears welled up in her eyes as she shook her head. With little effort he lifted her, pulling her into his arms. He ended up rubbing his hand over the side of her head while he rocked her gently back and forth. She was tense at first, but slowly relaxed, and his heart leapt.

      Keil wasn’t sure what was going on, but she felt too marvelous pressed up against him to think it through. His fingers continued to smooth over her hair and cheek, the feel of her against him wonderful and right. Her skin was soft under his fingers, the warmth of her torso wrapping around him like a blanket.

      And when Robyn turned her head in his hand and caressed her cheek against his palm, he thought his heart would burst. He couldn’t resist. Still cupping her face, he lowered his lips toward hers, brushing gently with a closed mouth, just to feel the friction of them coming together.
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      It was like a shock of electricity raced through her. Robyn had woken to the painful buzzing in her ear that had been a sporadic occurrence over the years. It only seemed to happen when she camped with strangers, and she’d learned to deal with it by rubbing, hard, on the soft spot below her ear. But today at Keil’s gentle touch, the pain receded, and a wonderful warmth built throughout her body she’d never before experienced.

      As his lips touched hers something clicked within her, and all she could think about was feeling him everywhere.

      Oh, Lordy, she wanted to be naked with him, and that was really, really not her.

      She’d reached twenty-six years old with limited sexual experience. Whether it was because her brother was overprotective, or because her deafness had scared away potential dates, she’d never worried about it too much. It wasn’t as if she were totally ignorant—romance novels offered a great education, and she knew how to climax, but she’d never had any desire to try much of anything with anyone.

      Her friends said she was saving herself for the “right man”.

      Her parents had told her when it was time, she’d know.

      After all these years she’d figured that the Timex took a licking somewhere along the line and busted, because no one had really turned her crank.

      Until now.

      This stranger made her mouth water, and she hadn’t had a real taste of him yet. She opened her lips a crack, to see what he’d do, and his eager tongue slipped in to trace the edge of her teeth.

      Damn, he tasted good.

      A sudden rush of scent filled her head and made it spin. Tingles raced down her body before landing between her legs. She reached out a hand to see if something was pushing on her crotch, but nothing was there except the internal pressure that made her want to squirm.

      Keil’s hand slipped to the back of her neck, drawing her closer and shifting her to a different angle as he continued to kiss her. She pressed into him, enjoying the sensations flowing through her.

      Yet even as she kissed back she wondered what she was doing. Why she wasn’t pulling her knife on him and getting him to back off?

      He lifted her to lie on top of him as his tongue worked its magic. His heart pounded under her hands. The long, hard length of his body warm against her torso and limbs.

      And she realized the long, hard length of something else nestled between her legs.

      Oh. My. Word.

      She pushed up with her hands on his hard chest to stare into dark brown eyes, uncertain what to do. She felt safe, even if this had to be the most insane thing she’d done in her life.

      “Are you feeling better?” Keil mouthed as he traced a finger over the ear she’d been clutching moments earlier.

      Robyn nodded.

      “Let’s get some more sleep. We’ll talk this through in the morning, okay?”

      She nodded again, leaning in to give him one more gentle kiss before crawling off his body to rearrange her sleeping space. Any concern over her strange reaction to him was washed away by the quick relief of her earache.

      She’d just straightened the bottom blanket when a soft touch on her arm made her pause.

      Keil’s eyes were bewitching as he stared at her, before speaking. “Please, can I hold you?”

      Robyn swallowed hard. Oh man, did she want him to hold her. She nodded before ducking her chin down to avoid his eyes.

      He shifted his mattress closer, pulling her sleeping bag under them before wrapping an arm around her waist and drawing her back against his warm, solid body. He pulled his sleeping bag over the two of them, nestled her head on his arm, and wrapped his legs around hers, pinning her in place.
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