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This wasn’t how he thought mating would go...

For a long time, wolf-shifter Morgan Cain told himself and almost anyone else who would listen that he didn’t want a mate. Why would he when there were so many enticing human males to slake his lust? But he was lying. Morgan wanted a special someone far more than he’d ever be willing to admit. Only, when he finally gets one, it’s in the last way he ever would have thought possible. 

For terminally ill human Shane Wood, the twenty-one-day Grand Canyon river trip was supposed to be his last hurrah. With a horrific death looming, he thought he only had one way out, until he realizes there’s something different about the men from Wild West Adventures.

Once Shane discovers they’re wolf-shifters, and the other two humans on the trip have been mated, Shane decides to claim Morgan as his own. Shane wished he could do things differently, but desperation drives him to take the only shot at life he has left. But what will happen to the three newly-turned humans on the night of the full moon?



This slow-burn M/M romance contains a wolf-shifter with a surprising past and fabulous hair, a dangerously determined human, a decidedly twisted situation for a pair of blood-bound mates, and a whole lot of wild river trip surprises. 40,500 words or 162 pages.



Please be aware: each novel features a unique romantic couple, but the series must be read in order to understand the overall story arcs.
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Chapter One
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With two packmembers getting mates, and the pack getting a new leader all on the same Grand Canyon river trip, Morgan Cain felt more than a little left out. Sure, he still had the best hair in the group, but that hadn’t helped him get a mate of his own. He’d told Jon he didn’t want one, that he’d joined the all-male wolf-shifter pack to avoid having a mate, but the truth was, Morgan wanted someone to share his life with more than he wanted waterproof styling products.

“Can you believe this?” Hennessey clapped Morgan on the back then lifted his cup of coffee as if toasting the rapid changes.

“Nope.” Morgan smiled then turned away before his packmate could see his true feelings. Let everyone else celebrate. He’d go off on his own to have a private pity party. Once he got himself under control, he’d slap on a smile and join the rest of the pack.

Along the way, he ran into Shane, the last real human on the trip. For some reason, Shane had put his tent well away from everyone else, just like he had at every place they’d camped. Shane seemed to enjoy being on the paddle boat, but once they hit a camping spot, he went off alone. Morgan could understand that. Right now he wanted to be alone too.

Instead of saying anything, Morgan walked right by Shane, nodding as he passed.

Shane nodded back, but then his head jerked to the side.

Confused, Morgan looked the direction Shane had motioned, but when he didn’t see anything, he shrugged and continued.

When he reached the end of the sandbar, he plopped his ass on the ground and angled himself toward the sunlight. He closed his eyes, lifted his chin, and let the sunlight caress him from neck to ankle. He had a good thirty minutes before breakfast was ready. Hopefully, by that time he’d have his shit together.

Tears fell despite his closed eyelids. He knew his time would come, knew it with a fierce certainty, but it still hurt somehow. His worst fear would be having to watch all the others go first. He didn’t think he’d be able to stand that. Of course, someone had to be last. He just really didn’t want to be that person, not this time.

“Morgan?”

Hastily, Morgan wiped his eyes before turning and seeing Shane standing nearby. “Hey, Shane. What’s up?”

“I just wondered if I could talk to you for a minute.”

“Sure.” Morgan got to his feet. He brushed the sand off his ass, remembering only about the bite on his hand after he’d made contact. Hissing in pain, he yanked his hand away from his butt.

“What happened?” Shane stepped closer and cupped Morgan’s hand. 

“It’s nothing.” Morgan should have pulled away, but sunlight scattered through the short strands of Shane’s hair, making it glow golden. When he looked up with his big green eyes, Morgan thought about leaning down and kissing him. Not a mate, but a hookup was always a good thing. And Shane had something about him. Something that Morgan just hadn’t been able to put his finger on.

“It doesn’t look like nothing.” Shane leaned over Morgan’s hand, latched onto the wound, and sucked hard enough to draw blood.

“What the fuck?” Morgan yanked his hand away then grasped the front of Shane’s shirt and pulled him close. “What the fuck do you think you’re—”

Shane forcefully kissed Morgan, thrusting his tongue into his mouth. His bloody tongue.

“What the hell?” Morgan shoved him away.

Shane landed hard on his ass in the sand. “I’m sorry. I had to.” Shane’s eyes rolled back. Suddenly, his arms started flailing while he kicked out hard with his legs, all while his head shook violently side to side.

For half a second, Morgan stood there utterly dumbfounded then he screamed directly into Hodge’s head for him to come and help him. 

Hodge came running. “What’s—okay, okay.” Hodge knelt beside Shane. “He’s having a seizure.”

“Oh, fuck.” Morgan knelt on the other side of Shane. “I didn’t mean to hurt him.”

“What did you do?” Hodge made sure that Shane had room to move around, but he didn’t do anything else. 

“I just pushed him off me.”

“Did he hit his head?”

“He landed on his ass. He said he was sorry then he just started jerking around.”

“Okay. Okay.” Hodge kept his voice calm and even. 

“Don’t we have to shove something in his mouth?”

“No,” Hodge said, sounding like he was discussing the weather and not the safety of someone. “We need to keep the area around him clear.”

“Won’t he swallow his tongue?”

“No. Calm down, Morgan. The only thing we need to do is make sure he doesn’t get tangled up in his clothing or wedged under anything around him.”

Thankfully, Shane had landed on a bare patch of sand.

“I need you to go into his tent,” Hodge said. “Get his backpack and ammo can. Bring them to me.”

“What the fuck for?” Morgan demanded.

“To see if he takes medication.”

“Oh. Yeah. Good idea.” Morgan jumped to his feet and ran to Shane’s tent. Inside, he found everything in chaotic disarray. After moving things around, he found the backpack and the ammo can then ran back to Hodge. “Here. I found them.”

“Good. That’s really good. I need you to take a deep breath and calm down.”

Morgan tried and failed.

“Open them up and see if there’s any kind of medication inside.”

“Right.” It took him two tries to open the ammo can. His fingers felt like uncooked hot dogs. When he flipped the top back, he found a jumble of things but no medications.

“Okay. Okay.” Hodge lifted his head to Morgan and took a deep breath. Morgan emulated him but didn’t feel one single bit calmer. “Now check in the backpack.”

Instead of trying to sort through the jumble, he dumped everything out on the sand. “No medication. No fucking nothing.”

“Morgan. Deep breath.” 

“Gods, what if I killed him?” Morgan had no idea what Shane had been doing. Sucking his wound then kissing him with a bloody tongue? What in the hell had that been about?

“Okay. Okay.” Hodge lifted his hand as if to hold Morgan back. “It’s easing off. He’s coming around.” Hodge leaned over and peered directly into Shane’s eyes. “Shane? Hey, it’s Hodge. How you feeling, buddy?”

Shane’s eyes rolled in his head. He seemed to be trying to focus on Hodge but couldn’t quite manage.

“You’re okay. You’re safe. I’m here with Morgan.”

“Morgan?”

“I’m here.” Morgan took his hand, but Shane yanked it away.

“That’s not about you,” Hodge whispered. “He’s still having muscle contractions.”

Morgan nodded even though he felt Shane had pulled away on purpose. Why the fuck would he want to hold the hand of the guy who’d hurt him?

“Shane? Can you tell me what year it is?”

Shane said something but it wasn’t anything understandable.

“Do you have medication?” Hodge asked.

Another nonsensical answer.

“Morgan, go and get my medkit.”

“Right.” Morgan ran as fast as he could then stopped in his tracks. “Where is it?”

“It’s in the big tent.”

“Got it.”

Morgan took off running again. When he zipped through the main camping area, where everyone hung out waiting for breakfast, Hennessey asked him what was going on.

“Shane had a seizure.” Morgan left out his part in things. He grabbed the medkit then returned to Hodge.

Shane was sitting up, breathing slowly and evenly.

“Here.” Morgan set the kit next to Hodge.

“He’s feeling a lot better.” Hodge nodded to where he had his hand on Shane’s back. “Can you hold him up while I get something?”

“Sure.” Morgan slipped his hand on Shane’s back. His hand felt massive against the smaller man. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I’ve just run a marathon.” Shane laughed lightly then darted Morgan a glance. “Sorry I scared you.”

“Don’t worry about me.” Lowering his voice, Morgan asked, “Did you have a seizure because I pushed you?”

“No.” Shane shook his head, making the sunlight dance through his short strands. “It wasn’t your fault. Not at all.”

“Then what happened?”

Shane didn’t answer.

“Shane,” Hodge began. “I need to know if you have epilepsy.”

“No.”

“Have you ever had a seizure before?”

“Yes.”

“Because of a medical condition?”

Shane went silent again.

“Shane, I need to know so I can treat you.”

“You’re a doctor?” Shane gave Hodge a sideways glance.

“I’m an EMT.”

“Oh.” Shane closed his mouth and kept it that way.

“Morgan, can you go and get some water? I think Shane might be dehydrated.”

“Sure.” Morgan hurried away. Maybe if Shane was alone with Hodge, he might tell him what was going on. Or not. Shane didn’t seem to be overly forthcoming. Only, there was a part of the application where participants had to list any known medical conditions. Jon would have hipped everyone to a member with special needs, which made Morgan wonder why Shane would leave something so vital off his application.

Morgan grabbed his water bottle and refilled it in the kitchen area.

“Is everything okay?” Stone kept right on cooking scrambled eggs.

“Yeah. Shane had a seizure. Hodge is trying to find out why.”

“But he’s okay?” Stone asked.

“Yeah. Do you remember if he put anything on his application? A medical condition?”

“He didn’t,” Stone said. “Jon would have told us.”

“That’s what I thought too.” Morgan grabbed an orange then hurried back. He knelt next to Shane and handed him the water bottle. “Here.”

“Thanks.”

Morgan glanced at Hodge, eyebrows raised. 

Hodge shook his head. “Okay, Shane. I’m not comfortable giving you anything until you tell me about your underlying medical condition.”

“I don’t need anything.” Shane eyed the orange in Morgan’s hand.

“Do you want it?” Morgan offered it out.

“Yeah. Thanks.” Shane sat peeling the orange while Hodge closed up the medkit.

“I don’t know what he’s hiding, but I’m positive he’s hiding something.” Hodge spoke directly into Morgan’s mind. “Did he say anything to you?”

“Nothing about any illness.”

“Well, if you wouldn’t mind, stay close to him. Get him to drink some water then have breakfast. If he has another seizure, I’ll have to do something.”

“Something like what?”

“Like have him removed from the river trip.”

“That seems extreme.”

“I can’t treat him if I don’t know what’s going on. He’s a danger to himself and possibly someone else.”

“I don’t see how.”

“Imagine if he had a seizure in the middle of a rapid.”

“Oh, yeah. That would be bad.”

“We’re here all day today and tomorrow so we’ve got time to decide what to do.” Hodge glanced back at Shane. “Just don’t leave him alone if you can avoid it.”

“I won’t.”

Once Hodge left, Morgan settled in the sand next to Shane. “Feeling better?”

“Yeah. Thanks for the orange.”

“Quick energy.”

Shane glanced at him.

“You said you felt like you’d just run a marathon.”

“Oh.” Shane put another slice of the orange in his mouth.

“Wanna tell me why you kissed me?”

Instead of answering, Shane put another segment in his mouth and chewed slowly.

“I want to understand.” Morgan didn’t want to push, but he didn’t mind coming at the information from different angles.

“I really don’t think you could.”

“Try me.”

Shane took a deep breath then looked over at Morgan. “How old are you?”

“This isn’t about me.”

“I’m guessing you’re in your fifties?”

“What?” Morgan laughed. “I’m twenty-eight.”

“You look twenty-eight.” Shane smiled then chewed on another orange slice. “And that’s probably what it says on your driver’s license, but we both know it’s a lie.”

“I don’t know any such thing.” If Hodge hadn’t told him to stay with Shane, Morgan would have gotten up and walked away. But he couldn’t. He had to keep his ass right here in the sand and try to find a way to change Shane’s mind about him. 

“You can lie to me all you want. Doesn’t change what you are.”

“And what am I?”

“You’re a shape-shifter.”

“I am?” Morgan asked, his tone as sarcastic as he could make it.

“I saw you.”

“Saw me?”

“I saw you turn into a wolf.”

The short hairs on the back of Morgan’s neck bristled. He’d always been so careful, but with mates coming into the pack and the changing dynamics, they’d all gotten a bit sloppy. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to circle the wagons and protect his pack.

“Shane, look.” Morgan waited for Shane to look at him. When he did, Morgan got a little lost in his eyes. Shane had a face that said teenager, but his eyes said wary ancient god. “I don’t know what you think you saw, but—”

“I saw you turn into a wolf. I saw several of you turn into wolves.” Shane finished the orange and set the stack of peels aside. He took Morgan’s bitten hand in his. “I watched Stone bite all of you, here”—Shane gestured to the wound—“and then I saw you bite him too.”

“It’s just a blood-brother thing we do.” The explanation sounded so fucking lame he wanted to slap himself.

“Stone’s your new pack leader.”

“No, really, it’s—”

“Don’t feel bad.” Shane continued to hold onto Morgan’s hand. “No one noticed me in the background, watching. No matter where I go, I blend right into the scenery.” Shane jolted, knocking Morgan’s hand out of his.

Morgan put his arm around Shane to help hold him up. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah.” Shane sighed. “Hopefully, after tonight, I won’t have this problem anymore.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I drank your blood.” Shane met Morgan’s gaze. “And you drank mine.”

“I didn’t—” Morgan thought back to the bloody kiss Shane had given him. He’d swallowed instead of spitting. 

“Full moon tonight.” Shane glanced up at the cloudless sky. “If this works, and I shift, I might just be able to make it to my next birthday.”

Before Morgan could even take a stab at formulating a response, Stone called everyone to breakfast.

“Come on.” Shane handed the orange peels to Morgan then gathered the contents of his backpack. He climbed to his feet. “We’re going to need to keep our strength up for tonight.”
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Chapter Two
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Shane wished he could have done things differently, but desperation drove him to do whatever he had to do in order to survive. He hated taking advantage of Morgan, but he thought he had a way out of that too. At least he would if mates worked the way he thought they would.

“What do you think is going to happen tonight?” Morgan fell into step beside Shane, shortening his longer strides, enabling them to walk together. He kept his tone light and kept trying to act as if everything Shane had seen hadn’t been what he’d thought it had been. Shane smiled to himself. He had to appreciate Morgan’s sense of loyalty to his pack, but Shane was done tiptoeing around the truth.

“Tonight we’ll find out if all the humans on this trip can shift or not.” 

Morgan scoffed and started to say something but changed his mind when Shane gently cut him off.

“Don’t bother responding.” Shane tightened his hold on his backpack. “I know what I saw.”

Once they reached the kitchen, Morgan threw the orange peels in the garbage then grabbed a plate.

Shane put his backpack on both shoulders and followed into the chow line. He couldn’t remember ever being so hungry. Seizures always spiked his appetite, but this time things felt different. He hoped the changes were already underway in his body. He wanted to tell himself he could feel the changes, but he couldn’t. He assumed they would be on the cellular level. No way would he be able to feel his cells changing.

When Shane reached the food part of the line, he noticed Stone’s attention riveted on him. He didn’t flinch. Instead, he met Stone’s gaze with cool aplomb. Morgan’s packmates could rant and rail at him if they wanted to, but it wouldn’t change anything. What was done was done. 

Shane filled his plate and walked away. He found a place on the edge of the river, right where the water reached up toward a cluster of big boulders. After taking off his backpack, he settled and ate, keeping his attention on the canyon wall opposite their camp.

Morning light turned the sandstone colors more golden and made the river a stunning shade of emerald green. Birds flittered through the vibrant blue skies while up-and-at-them early river runners went by on their inflatable rafts.

How could he ever have thought about leaving behind something so beautiful? 

As the sun climbed higher, it struck different parts of the canyon, turning everything bright and beautiful. This should have been his last hurrah, but now, hopefully, it would become the first day of the rest of his life.

“Do you mind if I sit here?” Morgan stood next to Shane’s pile of rocks, his plate clutched in one hand, his cup of coffee in the other.

“I don’t mind.” Shane even moved over a little so Morgan could share the level spot on the topmost boulder with him.

“Thanks.” Morgan settled in, the warmth of his body pressing against Shane’s hip. 

Damn. He shouldn’t be practically swooning from such limited contact, but he was. Just like when Morgan put his hand on his back to help hold him up after the seizure, Shane found Morgan’s touch...not brain-scrambling, the way the seizure had been, but calming. Like a hot cup of tea, a good book, or a long soak in the tub. Morgan soothed Shane in ways he really didn’t want to think about. If only things were different, Shane could get used to having this man close. Of course, forcing himself on Morgan pretty much ruined any hope for a true relationship.

“This is good.” Morgan took another bite of his breakfast.

“Everything Stone makes is excellent.”

“Cooking is his passion.”

“What’s yours?” Shane hadn’t had a lot of one-on-one conversations with Morgan. Mostly, he’d observed him from afar. 

“Weapons.”

Shane startled. “Weapons?” It was the last thing he ever expected Morgan to say. The man looked like a walking advertisement for the free-love, peace, and hippie lifestyle.

“Weapons,” Morgan confirmed then sipped his coffee.

“You don’t seem the type.” Not with his wild hair, trim beard, and his refusal to wear shoes unless he absolutely had to.

“What would be the type?” Morgan took another bite of his eggs but kept his attention on Shane. He seemed genuinely curious.

“A military man, I guess. You know, high-and-tight haircut, face shaved within an inch of his life—you know, an all-around uptight guy.”

“Ah.” Morgan nodded, considering. “What’s your passion?”

“I’m not done talking about yours.” Shane turned slightly toward him. “You were in the military?”

“I was.”

“Here, in America?”

“Yes.” Morgan smiled. “Why does that surprise you so much?”

“You seem more like a bohemian than a soldier.”

“People change.”

“Of course.” Shane got it now. “You’re older than I thought you were.”

Morgan chuckled but he would neither confirm nor deny.

“So you’re ex-military.”

“I’m ex a lot of things.” Morgan met Shane’s gaze, a subtle smirk on his lips. 

“What else are you passionate about?” Shane asked.

“Nope.”

“What do you mean, nope?”

“A conversation is supposed to be equal. I talk, you listen. Now you talk and I will listen.”

“But you didn’t really explain.”

Morgan lifted his eyebrows and ate his breakfast, clearly waiting for Shane to share something.

“Okay, fine. My passion would be...” Shane trailed off. For the last five years, his passion had been his illness. He’d spent more time on that subject than all others combined. But he didn’t want to tell Morgan about that. Instead, he went back to the time before he’d gotten sick. “American heavy metal.”

“Music?” Morgan practically spit out his coffee.

“Muscle cars.”
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