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      With the rival wolves closing in, fighting attraction is one battle they can’t win.

      

      For the last couple of years, Kyle Ashfield’s friends have used his rural property as a place to gather and run beyond the territory of the official wolf packs. But now, their numbers have attracted attention, and some packs are not happy that a bunch of outcast wolves are living so freely.

      

      Cooper Badr is a leopard shifter and the Coven agent tasked with interviewing and investigating the pack so the Coven can make an informed decision about its future. He’s supposed to be impartial, but around Kyle, he wants to do other things than talk.

      

      Will Coven grant the pack of gay wolf shifters territory, or will they be shut down and banned from running together?

      

      Discover the Outcast Pack mm paranormal wolf shifter romance series. Join the wolves as they fight to make their pack official and fall in love along the way. Each book has a new couple and a HEA with no cliffhangers and no mpreg.

      

      Wolf Soul is a steamy, gay opposites attract, age gap romance between a wolf who should know better and a leopard who has to learn to fight for what he wants.
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      The sun was hot on Cooper’s back as he pushed his stupid motor bike up the hill. It couldn’t have died at the top of the hill or when he’d reached his destination. No, that would’ve been far too convenient. Too easy.

      He was going to arrive at the wolf’s house a sweaty mess—hardly the impression he wanted to make when he was supposed to be representing the Coven and doing serious interviews and research on the unofficial wolf pack that was running in the area—and causing some of the city-based packs to get their fur ruffled.

      Wolfs. They friggin’ loved their rules and traditions. Some more than others.

      While he was supposed to be impartial, he, like some of the others in the Coven, was tired of the trouble that some packs made because they didn’t like the way another pack was behaving. Or in this case, living.

      This time, the old-fashioned packs had pushed too far, the antics of one pack had drawn the attention of a hunter. That made the Coven take more than a casual interest in wolf games. Hunters were like roaches. Where there was one, there was soon to be a hundred.

      He paused, tempted to leave the bike by the side of the road and continue on foot. He was sure he could hitch a ride back to town, but he doubted he could hire a car there. The town was nothing more than a small collection of shops and a pub that probably made most of its money serving tourists who needed a meal and a rest before going somewhere else.

      His ear twitched at the rumble of an engine approaching from town. He turned to watch the four-wheel-drive head toward him in a cloud of dust. The previous car had sped past without even slowing, and he expected much the same from this one. But instead, the vehicle slowed.

      The driver’s window rolled down and then he was staring at the man he’d come to investigate.

      In the photo on the Coven file, Kyle Ashford was clean shaven and with no visible tattoos. He was also about ten years younger. If he’d been attractive in a bland way back then, he was now ‘my pants fell off sit on my dick’ hot.

      Cooper attempted to swallow and failed.

      His mouth was dry because of the dust on the road. That was all.

      He was a leopard, so wolf should be off the menu. Not because they were enemies. Cats and dogs had a mutual and grudging respect, but they were too different.

      For Kyle, Cooper was willing to make an exception.

      Then he remembered why he was here in the first place, and it wasn’t for fun. He inwardly cursed, then smiled at Kyle.

      Kyle nodded in greeting. “Bike problems?”

      The wolf was a genius. No, he loved pushing around several hundred kilos of metal for no good reason.

      “Yeah, engine cut out.”

      This was the third time. It was becoming a pain in his ass. But he couldn’t sell the bike; it was all he had left of his brother. He should’ve taken his own, but when he’d been getting ready to head out, he’d looked at Saul’s bike and remembered all the long rides they’d taken, and he’d wanted to feel that again.

      Sentimentality was never going to take him far in life. He wouldn’t make that mistake again.

      “I can have a look, but I know more about cars…”

      Nah, the bike’s just a bitch, and she’ll work when she wants to. Saul had never complained about her, though. Maybe if he’d been riding her the day— He broke off the thought and forced a little more sunshine into his smile. “That would be great.”

      At least he wouldn’t have to walk the rest of the way, and he could start work. The sooner he checked out the property, asked about the alleged incursion, and interviewed Kyle about the pack, he could leave. The other wolves that ran out this way all lived in the city, but given that Kyle was the unofficial leader, it made sense to start his investigation with him.

      Kyle got out of the car. Dressed in nice jeans and a shirt with the sleeves rolled up, he looked nothing like an accountant, though that is what his file said he did. Even though he was about the same height as Cooper, Kyle had bulk. Just the right amount.

      Not that he should be noticing.

      Cooper knew he’d been clocked as a shifter when Kyle’s head tilted, and his nostrils flared. Something flickered in his brown eyes, but it was gone far too fast for Cooper to register. For a few heartbeats, neither of them moved. Wolf and leopard. One on each side of the bike.

      Kyle’s gaze skimmed over him before returning to Cooper’s face. There it was. A slight wince as though Kyle had seen something he liked, then figured out he didn’t want to tangle with a cat.

      “Where are you heading, kid?”

      Cooper pressed his lips together, erasing the smile that had been there. He was not a kid. He was twenty-five. Old enough to live his own life and do exactly what the Coven told him to do. But if he blurted out that he was there to investigate Kyle and his pack of outcasts, Kyle would get back in his 4WD and fuck off.

      Which would leave Cooper with a long walk that still ended at Kyle’s house, where the wolf would slam the door in his face. So he gave Kyle a slow once over, lingering on the way his jeans hugged his crotch—though in truth he’d rather be checking out his ass—before finally answering, “Passing through.”

      Not a total lie, as once his work was done, he would pass through.

      He lifted his gaze to Kyle’s face. Heat shimmered in the wolf’s gaze, and Cooper knew in that second the interest was mutual. He wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or a complication, but right then, he didn’t care too much either way. His dick had other ideas and wanted to know what Kyle preferred—or if he had no preferences.

      With the wolf staring at him, he couldn’t rearrange his jeans to stop them from biting him in half.

      Kyle kept his gaze level, but everyone had tells they couldn’t hide. Kyle’s nose twitched, and his lips parted. His jeans might have gotten a little snugger—Cooper didn’t mind dropping his gaze and making it clear that he was happy to make it up to Kyle for this little inconvenience.

      The musky scent of the wolf’s desire washed over Cooper. Another day, he might have scowled and walked away. He didn’t mind playing around with other species, but wolves were trouble. It was like they had too much human-made mythology to live up to, so too many had a permanent stick up their asses.

      However, he would be delighted to give Kyle’s ass a very thorough check for sticks.

      He bit back on the grin and failed miserably.

      He was supposed to be a Coven Agent. This was a job. But he hadn’t realized the guy was going to have this effect on him, and nowhere in the rules did it say he couldn’t fuck on the job. It was more one of those unwritten rules about not making life harder and more complicated than it needed to be. And if his bike hadn’t broken down…

      Kyle ran his hand over the bike, and Cooper watched the metal enviously. “Nice bike.”

      “It is when it works.”

      “Does it cut out often?”

      “This is the third time—not today.” But the third time since he’d started riding his brother’s old bike.

      “Has someone checked it out?”

      Cooper shook his head. “I usually stop, restart, and she’s good to go.”

      “Can I?”

      Cooper shrugged. If the piece of shit started for Kyle, he was going to crack some spots in frustration—and he hated it when the leopard marks showed up on his skin.

      Kyle leaned over the bike to try starting her. As he did, he inhaled. A human would’ve missed it, but Cooper didn’t. With Kyle at Cooper’s crotch height, there was no guesses about what he was getting a scent of.

      The bike stayed dead.

      Cooper thanked whatever entity was jamming up the bike.

      “I have a workshop at my place and a few old cars I’m working on. I can take a look, or I can take you back to town.”

      That was the opening he needed to tell Kyle that he’d been heading out to his place. To admit why he was here in the first place. But the words caught like a burr in his throat.

      Fuck it, he could come clean tomorrow. Or if Kyle flat out knocked him back.

      “If you could get her working, that would be great.” He smiled. “And I’m sure I can find a way to thank you for taking the trouble.” He winked.

      Too much? He didn’t think so. Kyle appeared to be holding onto denial by the ends of his fingernails.

      “It’s no trouble, kid.”

      “Cooper.” He held out his hand. Because if Kyle called him kid one more time, he’d bite the wolf.
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      Kyle looked at the offered hand. Cooper was all golden skin, cheekbones like knives and teeth that would probably feel too good raking over his skin. And about twenty years too young for him. Though from the way Cooper was looking at him, Cooper had no such reservations.

      “Kyle.” He shook Cooper’s hand, knowing that he’d be smelling the young man’s scent on his skin for the next three days. It had been stupid to take a lungful of his scent in when he’d tried to start the bike, but the lust rolling off Cooper smelled like warm honey and cinnamon, and for that breath, Kyle wanted to drown in the scent.

      Now he had a hard-on that wasn’t going anywhere in a hurry.

      Cooper’s offer of thanking him had already created far too many imaginary possibilities.

      “Mind if I ask what kind of cat you are?”

      “You can’t tell.” Cooper gave him a sly glance from beneath long, dark lashes. He wasn’t offended, though, as he was still flirting and trying a bit too hard.

      But damn, it was nice to be wanted. He’d let him continue for a bit.

      Kyle considered him for a moment. “Not a lion…we’ve had some problems with them recently.”

      “Not a lion, but close geographically speaking.” He lifted his eyebrows, and as he did, dark patches appeared on his skin. They seemed like bruises before fading away.

      “Leopard?” Kyle knew little about leopards. He’d never run into any that he knew of.

      Cooper’s smile was back. Those lips…

      It was just because he lived in the middle of nowhere, and it had been a long time between…well, between anything.

      Like his uncle said, some wolves were meant to be alone. But he’d watched several of his friends fall in love. One had even married a witch, now ex-witch. When his uncle had been alive, gay wolves had always become lone wolves.

      And Kyle had followed in his footsteps, taken over the accountancy business—no one ever looks twice at accountants—and then inherited the property. While he was grateful to have always had a place, he was about to tip over to the wrong side of forty, and he didn’t fancy the idea of being alone for the next forty-plus years.

      “Yes. My family can trace their lineage back to serving the Pharaohs.”

      “My family came out in chains with the first fleet.” Not a grand heritage, and one that had nearly been fatal by all accounts. He couldn’t imagine not being able to shift for a nine-month sea voyage. But once the wolves had arrived, they had found it easy enough to escape and avoid recapture. Family lore even laid claim to a few bushrangers.

      “Those serving the Pharaoh weren’t much better off, but it sounds better to say serve than slave.”

      Kyle inclined his head in acknowledgement. “If I can’t get her working, you can arrange something?”

      “Sure.” Cooper glanced toward town. “Is there somewhere to stay?”

      He was going to regret it; he knew it as the words formed on his tongue. But they fell out anyway. “You can stay at mine. If you want, that is.”

      “Got room for a cat to run?”

      “Yeah.” He wasn’t going to let a shifter stay in town where all the busybodies would watch him. “We look after our own out here.”

      Cooper considered him for a few heartbeats, no doubt wondering if he was secretly a serial killer. Then his tongue flicked over his lip, and he nodded.

      When he went to Con’s this weekend, he was going to go out and hook up with everyone who showed an interest. Because the guy right in front of him who was clearly hard wasn’t good enough?

      “I’ll put the seats down, then how about helping me lift the bike into the back of my four-wheel drive.”

      “You sure she won’t make a mess.” The way mess slid between Cooper’s teeth implied that he’d like nothing more than to make a mess.

      His resolve was going to break if he wasn’t careful. And that would be bad because?

      Cooper was a cat, for a start. The age gap was the second. And he was sure there were at least a dozen other reasons. But did they matter if it was one night of fun? Or one afternoon if he got the bike working?

      “I had an engine in the back last week. Your bike will be fine.” He busied himself adjusting the seats to make room for the bike, then opened the back to spread out a tarp to protect the carpet. This wasn’t the kind of vehicle that drove around the city and never saw dirt. He’d had wolves, in their wolf form in the back, assorted car parts, and camped out more than a few times in the back, though always on his own.

      “Roomy.” Cooper peered through the back door.

      Kyle’s gaze met his over the tarp. “Yeah.” Not that he’d ever tested how roomy. Nor was he going to start now on the side of the road. “Can fit four in, if you don’t mind being up pressed up close.”

      He shouldn’t have said anything, but he wanted to lob one back at the kid to see how he’d react.

      Cooper’s lips parted. “I don’t mind at all.”

      Neither of them looked away. “Do you always flirt this hard?”

      “Only if it’s working,” Cooper countered.

      Because they were shifters, with an acute sense of smell, there was no point in lying or even denying the attraction.

      Kyle laughed and glanced away. “I’m sure you’ll have more fun in town at the bar.”

      “I doubt it. Besides, you said I could go for a run safely.”

      Safe from humans, not from a horny wolf who was old enough to know better. “Yeah. You can run while I look at your bike. Now help me lift her.”

      They met back at the bike, and both tilted their heads and listened for approaching cars and people. Kyle’s lips twitched in a smile. He’d forgotten how it was to be around shifters—other than wolves. They automatically had common ground, and neither of them had to try to be human.

      With no one coming, they lifted the bike and placed her in the back. A human watching would’ve wondered about their strength.

      Cooper glanced at his hands and wiped them on his jeans. Kyle did much the same. Then he gave Cooper another once over. He was close enough to reach out and run his hand over the younger man’s arm, up to his shoulder, and then rip the elastic that was holding his dark hair back so he could run his fingers through it as⁠—

      He cut off the thought, but it was too late, as the idea of kissing him had settled in his balls.

      Sometimes it would be easier not to smell someone’s arousal or have them smell his. On the other hand, it was a useful shortcut, sometimes. At the moment, it was painful.

      Kyle slammed the back shut. “Right then, shall we go?”

      “I’m more than ready.” The leopard walked around to the passenger side, giving Kyle a few seconds to adjust his jeans and talk some sense into himself. Cooper was old enough to drive and have a bike license—an unrestricted license given that the bike was 1000cc.

      He had to be at least twenty.

      Still half his age.

      Not cool.

      Five years ago, he wouldn’t have cared. But five years ago, he didn’t have a pack to worry about. He’d been nursing a broken heart, had hooked up with Con exactly once, and everything had changed. Con had brought more wolves into his life, and while his heart was empty, his life was full.

      He didn’t need a cat.

      “Coming?” Cooper called.

      A few ideas about how to keep Cooper from talking flitted through his mind. Maybe he needed a shift so he could burn off some of this tension. Then hopefully he’d remember how incompatible dogs and cats were.

      Though as he got into the car, that already smelled of leopard and lust, all he wanted to do was watch Cooper lick cream off his lips.

      Cooper gave him a lazy smile as he propped himself against the door. The cat’s tongue darted over his lower lip as though he’d had much the same thought.

      Kyle turned away and started the car.

      “Why are you resisting?”

      “Because you’re half my age.”

      “I doubt it. Want to see my ID?”

      Yes. Tell me you’re close to thirty, so I don’t feel like a dirty old man.

      When had he become old? He didn’t feel old. But when he looked in the mirror, he knew he wasn’t twenty anymore. There were lines that didn’t fade, creases at the corners of his eyes, and gray in his beard—which he did not like. He might be a silver wolf, but he wasn’t ready to be a silver fox.

      “No.” Because it didn’t matter. He wasn’t going to sleep with every random shifter that showed up in town or gay man that showed up in the vicinity. He had standards and wants, and he liked there to be more than just pure need.

      Fuck, he was old. At twenty, he hadn’t cared about much beyond the getting laid part.

      He glanced at Cooper. Which is exactly what he was doing. He’d seen something he wanted and was pursuing.

      You’re a mouse; you will lose this. Give in gracefully.

      Cooper stretched his long fingers against his own thigh. His fingers curled, and Kyle imagined the claws extending and pressing into his skin.

      He shuddered and turned up the air conditioning in the car.

      Wolves didn’t mix with other species.

      Wolves weren’t meant to be gay, either.

      For every reason he had a no, there was one for yes.

      Cooper stayed quiet, but Kyle could hear him thinking, plotting how to trap his prey. How hard would he fight when Cooper had him cornered and his excuses had run out?

      Not hard at all.

      He
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