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“I’m sure you’ll agree that the apartment boasts a rather impressive view of the city. You’d be hard-pressed to find –”

“I’ll take it.” Ethan stopped the pretty brunette estate agent in her tracks. He didn’t need the sales pitch. He’d already made up his mind.

The converted warehouse was just what he was looking for. Nestled in the heart of the Dublin docklands, the location provided easy access to the city while still affording him some solitude. A panoramic window ran the length of the building, accounting for the estate agent’s key selling point. Somehow it managed to frame the concrete skyline in a way that made it appear beautiful rather than cold and harsh. The lower level was a blank slate and came complete with heavy duty metal beam supports; he already had the reinforced gym planned in his head. Best of all, the apartment came fully furnished to save him the need to decorate.

“Brilliant, I’ll get the paperwork …” Lisa, the estate agent continued on. Her enthusiasm hadn’t waned in the slightest, even now that she’d gotten the sale. 

Ethan stared out the window. So, this was it. His very own bachelor pad. He should have felt excited to be finally doing something for himself, but his wolf remained silent.

“So, I take it you’ll be sticking around Dublin?” She held out a stack of forms for him to sign, a glint of curiosity in her brown eyes.

He shook himself out of his melancholy and accepted the pile with a grin. “I guess so.”

“It’s a big change from Donegal?” His eyebrows raised in surprise and she blushed. “I’m good with accents.”

The reminder of home drew his eye once more to the city skyline. It was a far cry from the lush green mountains that surrounded the pack lands. But that was the point, wasn’t it? Somewhere new. Somewhere he could find his own path.

An awkward silence filled the space between them, and he suddenly realised that Lisa was still waiting for an answer to her original question. “I just fancied something different.”

“I get that.” She smiled and her face lit up.

For the first time, Ethan took a proper look at her. The layers of make-up she’d caked onto her face aged her at least five years and masked her natural beauty, but her energy was infectious and her easy-going air was appealing.

“Myself and a few friends hit the clubs in town most Fridays after work,” she continued. “Why don’t you join us? It’s important to start a new adventure on the right foot, and I wouldn’t be doing my job if I didn’t help you get acquainted with the nightlife.”

His eyes widened. That was some after-sales service.

The buzzing of his phone saved him from answering immediately. With an apologetic smile, he moved out of earshot, pulling the phone from his pocket. His father’s name flashed up at him from the screen and he hesitated, finger hovering over the answer button.

It didn’t take psychic powers to know what his father was calling for. In fact, at this stage he could probably relay the entire conversation even before a word was spoken:

“When are you coming home?”

“Not for a while, Dad.”

“The pack needs you here.”

From the moment he’d left home, it had been nothing but barely restrained arguments any time they talked. His Alpha just didn’t understand. Sure, for most wolves the loss of connection to their pack would drive them crazy. But one benefit to being next in line for Alpha meant Ethan was strong enough to handle it with his sanity intact. In many ways, it was even a relief.

His father’s repeated reminders of how much the pack needed him only made him more determined to stay away. He sure as hell wasn’t going to admit to his father that he was lonely, or that his wolf missed home.

After a minute of persistent buzzing, the phone fell silent, saving him the decision on whether or not to answer. A mild sense of guilt niggled at him, but he pushed it back and shoved the phone into his pocket with a sigh. When he turned back, Lisa was waiting for him by the door. He gave a final glance around him and followed her out of the apartment.

She left him to his thoughts as they took the elevator back down to street level and she locked up behind them. “I should have the rest of the paperwork by the end of the week and the office will contact you to collect the keys.” She held out a crisp white business card with a number scrawled on the back. “My mobile number is on this if you decide to take me up on my offer.”

Ethan took the card from her outstretched hand and glanced at the number. When he looked back up to thank her for her help with the apartment, she was already sashaying towards her car without waiting for a response.
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Ethan scanned the packed club and grimaced. The music was thumping so loudly he was amazed his ears weren’t bleeding, and while not opposed to the volume itself, the DJ’s taste in music made the noise closer to torture than entertainment. He debated leaving; he had a nice big apartment waiting just for him. But he’d been staring at the same four walls all day, so he gritted his teeth and made a beeline for the bar instead.

It wasn’t really a bad spot, he supposed. The decor was modern and his feet only stuck to the floor in the occasional spot as he walked. The clientele seemed to range from mid-twenties to early thirties, so at least he wasn’t surrounded by teeny-boppers. That was about as far as his enthusiasm for the place extended though.

The crowd around the bar was three deep, and it took him a few minutes to nudge his way to the front. “A pint of Blue Moon,” he shouted to the barman, not sure if the man was lip reading or could actually hear his request over the din.

A condescendingly raised eyebrow and a wave of hand towards the very unimaginative selection of beer was the only response.

He sighed. “Fine, I’ll have a bottle of Miller please.” He took the cool bottle offered by the barman, handed over a tenner and pushed away from the bar without waiting for his change.

The occasional supernatural signature caused his senses to tingle as he moved through the club. A glamoured fae here, a witch there. The bouncer on the door had been a shifter too – favouring a bear, or similar large animal if he had to guess – so he’d known he wasn’t the only Supe in attendance. None of them seemed to give him a second glance, however, and he didn’t expect any trouble with this many humans around; only a Supe with a death wish would be that stupid.

A lap of the club found him an empty stool at the edge of the dance floor. He looked out over the sea of gyrating bodies and a familiar face caught his eye. In the middle of the floor, head thrown back in laughter, Lisa, the estate agent, swayed in time to the music. Two other girls danced with her, and a guy that was spending more time gawking at her with lovesick puppy dog eyes than actually dancing.

He hadn’t seen her in a couple of weeks, not since they’d finalised the paperwork and he collected his keys. She’d reminded him again of her offer, and he’d actually debated calling her once or twice to accept. But deep down he knew there was no point. Humans and werewolves just weren’t a good match; she’d never want to play fetch with him during the full moon. How he’d managed to walk into the same club as her out of all the clubs in town he did not know.

Taking a large gulp from his beer, he stood up, resigned to calling it a night. This had been a bad idea anyway.

He wove through the growing sea of bodies and made his way towards the exit. A somewhat dishevelled blonde woman stumbled into him before he reached it. She gripped his arms and swayed as she gave him what was probably meant to be a sexy smile.

“You can’t leave,” she slurred. “You have to dance with me.”

The sickeningly sweet smell of Red Bull hit him as she spoke, and Ethan cringed. He gently tried to pry her off, but he was no match for her determination, and his protests fell on deaf ears. Before he knew it, he found himself on the dance floor, his escape cut off by the blonde who had either proceeded to dance or have a seizure, he wasn’t sure which.

“I’m sorry, I need to –”

“Ethan!” Lisa’s enthusiastic cry was only just audible over the music, and he spun around to find her standing behind him, a grin on her face.

“Lisa, hey. It’s great to see you. I was just …” He waved his hands vaguely, having absolutely no clue what he was “just”.

Her brown eyes sparkled with amusement as she glanced at the blonde who was now wriggling up and down his back in a disturbing impression of a snake. “Need saving?”

His nod
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