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      Unopened birthday cards 18-year-old Preston discovers in his grandmother's closet send him across the Atlantic to London in search of a man he never met—his grandfather. More than anything, he needs to know if his grandfather shares his full moon nights, when thick coarse hair covers his body, when running on all fours feels natural, when the animal inside him emerges.

      He and his dad shared “this condition.” How Preston loved their moonlit nights running through the woods, but since Dad’s death, he has been alone and done things he should not, such as rescuing his graduate teaching assistant, Ms. Worth, which got him expelled from his university.

      Will he find his grandfather? And if he finds him, will his grandfather welcome him after all these years?
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            Jet-Lagged

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        London 2003

      

      

      

      Preston hesitates.

      His finger hovers over the doorbell of 43 Cromwell Road, London SW7.

      Beside the door, a gold plaque reads Canterbury House, International Student Housing.

      He wants to ring the bell, but he needs a sign.

      He sets his backpack down and considers the wonderful, awful things that brought him to this moment: getting kicked out of his university, not telling anyone about getting kicked out, discovering eleven unopened birthday cards from a grandfather in London he never knew. He used his tuition to fly across the Atlantic to find his grandfather.

      More than anything, he wants to know if this man who shares his blood also shares his full moon nights when thick, coarse hair sprouts all over his body, when running on all fours feels natural, when the ferocious animal inside him emerges. An animal he loves and hates.

      Tonight, the moon will be full. He must be ready to transform from a guy who hesitates to ring a doorbell to a predator.

      Suddenly bells ring inside Canterbury House. Smoke alarms chime from every floor. Fire? Fire!

      Footsteps thunder on the staircase.

      He steps back as students rush through the door, streaming by.

      “Pardonnez-moi,” calls a bushy-haired guy who pushes past Preston, almost sending him and his luggage down the steps backward. On the guy’s shoulder, an old boom box playing French rap, thudding bass beneath rapid lyrics.

      When two girls, one tall, the color of coffee, the other small and pale, pass him, he smells smoke and burnt wood. They have identical big shimmering eyes and full lips, pretty pyromaniac sisters in different colors and sizes. They’re so intriguing he can’t take his eyes from them.

      “Let me help you,” a young man in a skullcap, his face half man, half boy, smooth skin, heavy black beard, says. Dimples dent his cheeks.

      He manages to get Preston and his rolling trunk down onto the sidewalk among the throng of students. Even in the cold air, Preston picks up their scents, curry, onions, sweat. As international students, strangers in a strange land, they carry a hint of fear, a bitter and unsettling odor.

      Wrapped in blankets like refugees, they move to reggae. No woman, no cry.

      Preston closes his eyes and lets Bob Marley’s lyrics wash over him. Music and laughter surround him. The group could be a block party on a blustery January afternoon.

      Interspersed among the students are older women, nuns. After years of Catholic school, Preston recognizes them even in plain clothes. They are the sisters of Notre Dame, who, according to the brochure he was given at Heathrow, run Canterbury House.

      “Is this a fire drill?” he asks the guy who helped him, the one whose soap and cologne can’t mask his animal odor, an odor Preston finds familiar, comforting.

      Shaking his head, he says, “I am Ameen.”

      Preston introduces himself glad Ameen doesn’t offer his hand. This time of the month Preston avoids handshakes since his palms double as front paws and become calloused like the soles of his feet.

      “Probably someone cooking in their room,” Ameen smiles. “Strictly forbidden of course.”

      “Hey blondie, are you from New York?” the tall girl calls.

      It takes a moment to understand she is speaking to him. He feels her intense gaze. Now everyone looks at him when a moment ago he was blending in. An introverted loner, he hates to stick out, to be the new guy.

      How can she tell he’s American? Because he’s taller than everyone else? He’s wearing old clothes, Dad's knit hat and the leather bomber jacket Preston found in a box Mother was giving to Goodwill. “He’s been dead three years this spring,” she said. “It’s time we got rid of his clothes.”

      But it wasn’t time for Preston. The jacket’s flannel lining still smells like Dad.

      He tells the girl, “I’m from Virginia.”

      When a young red-haired nun emerges from the front door, everyone turns to her.

      “The culprit.” She raises a charred bag of microwave popcorn, its burnt kernel smell wafting over them like stinky incense.

      They cheer.

      An older nun in a long gray coat appears, and an immediate hush falls over the group. “Who used the microwave?” she asks, her English spoken with a French accent, her skin vampire pale. “I will find out who did this.”

      Even pedestrians making their way through the students pause to listen. “Kitchen equipment is not for students' personal use. Obey our rules or suffer the consequences.”

      “All right, everyone in,” the young nun says.
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            His First Lie

          

        

      

    

    
      Dragging his rolling suitcase, Preston follows the others inside, where it feels like summer. He unfurls his sky-blue wool scarf. The warmth and smells of the house rush at him.

      Beyond the foyer, a door opens on the left. He sees Ameen ushered in by the gray-coated nun. Does she think Ameen is the popcorn culprit?

      By the time Preston pushes through the office's swinging double doors, sweat beads his forehead. The young redheaded nun sits behind the desk.

      “I'm Preston MacFarland,” he says. “I called earlier about a room.”

      “The American student.” She smiles. “Welcome. I'm Sister Mary Claire.” She gives him forms to fill out and makes a copy of his passport.

      “Do I need to pay for the entire semester now?” He hopes not. At Heathrow, he exchanged some of his tuition dollars for pounds, aware this money will have to last. He’s not sure how long it will take him to find his grandfather, or even if he will find him.

      “That's not necessary,” she says. “A security deposit of one month's rent, plus this month's is enough.”

      He counts it out.

      Down the hall a door creaks. Ameen pushes open the swinging doors and comes to her desk.

      “What did she say?” Sister Mary Claire asks.

      He shrugs. “Does this look like a guilty smirk to you?” He points to his face, including Preston in his question. His dimples flexing. “She said I was smirking when she said she would find out who did it.”

      Ameen's smile fades when he notices the key Sister Mary Claire has placed on the desk for Preston. “But 312 is Issy’s room.”

      Sister bites her bottom lip. “Sorry. Isaac isn’t returning to Canterbury House.”

      “Since when?” Ameen asks.

      She shrugs and lowers her voice. “Sister Faustina told me this morning he isn’t coming back.”

      “But his parents paid the damages. And Issy promised never to do it again.”

      “True. I thought she would give him another chance, but...” She shakes her auburn curls.

      Slowly Ameen picks up the room key and hands it to Preston. The moment Ameen’s hand connects with his, Preston gets a shock. Not since Dad died, has he felt a palm as thick and rough. Ameen returns his stare.

      An Arab werewolf? Why not? It’s an equal opportunity condition.

      “She has it out for us,” Ameen says to him.

      Preston isn’t sure what he means by this.

      From the hall, women speak fast French.

      Both Sister and Ameen bring fingers to their lips.

      The nun in the gray coat, clipboard under her arm, pushes through the doors. On the stairs behind her, the little sister’s narrow face, shimmering eyes, dark curtain of hair, peers in at them between banisters and smiles. Preston can’t help but smile back until the door swings shut on her.

      The girl’s glance transforms Ameen’s face. In his expression, Preston sees passion and pain.

      Sister Mary Claire introduces Preston to Sister Faustina. To Preston, she says, “Sister Faustina is Warden of Canterbury House.”

      He flinches at her title, warden, which makes him think of prison. His worst fear is the police will discover the monster inside him and lock him away. That almost happened at his old university because he got careless about our condition as Dad called it.

      The Warden studies him through glasses perched on the end of her nose, their slender silver chain resting on either shoulder. “What school will you attend here, Preston MacFarland?”

      His heart begins to pound.

      This is what the helpful man at Heathrow information told him. “You have to be a university student to live at Canterbury House.”

      Sister Mary Claire says, “I must have misunderstood you over the telephone, Preston. I thought you said London U., but when I called there, they had no record of you. Perhaps you haven't registered yet?”

      He grabs his trunk’s handle, preparing to escape. “Actually, I'm at the London School of Economics.”

      “The LSE?” Ameen says. “I study there as well.”

      Preston frowns at Ameen, hoping he won’t ask about the school. Sister Mary Claire changes his form.

      “At the start of term, the registrar's office is always a mess,” Ameen says to Sister Mary Claire, his eyebrows inverted vees. “Give them a month or two to sort us out.”

      Sister Faustina focuses on Ameen as if she just realized he is here. “This office is not a student lounge, Ameen.”

      “Sister Mary Claire is allowing me to look up job openings online.” He sits at the ancient computer that hums in the corner.

      To his list of worries, Preston adds, the nuns finding out he is not a student.

      “These are our rules, Preston.” Sister Faustina hands him a sheet of paper. “See that you follow them.” She rakes Ameen with her eyes. “Notice number 19. Absolutely no pets.” With that she strides out.

      Pets? Preston almost laughs. He’s certain not to break that one.

      Through the office's swinging doors, the tall girl sweeps in. “Guess what? The actress who plays Kate in “The Taming of the Shrew” broke her leg, so I’m going on in her place tonight.” All their eyes are on this girl with her dazzling smile and sky-blue eyes set in creamy coffee- colored skin. “An understudy no more. I’m so excited!”

      Her voice has a Caribbean lilt, while her woody smell reminds him of a burned rain forest.

      “Congratulations, Jamaica,” Ameen says from the corner. “You’ll be great.”

      “How can you rejoice that some poor woman broke her leg?” Sister tucks her chin in that you ought to be ashamed of yourself look nuns must learn in the convent.

      Jamaica sniffs. “Accidents happen, Sister.” She fluffs her hair. “I will have tickets waiting for all of you at the box office.”

      “Brilliant. Thank you so much!” Sister perks up. “I’d love to see you perform. I know you’ll be splendid.”

      But Ameen shakes his head. “Sorry, tonight is not good for me.”

      “No excuses, Ameen. You have got to come. You and Martine.”

      “He’s upset. After I show Preston to his room, we'll have a cup of tea and talk,” Sister tells Ameen.

      Preston gathers his luggage.

      “I will be happy to take the American to his room.” Jamaica turns her spotlight smile on Preston.

      His gaze goes to the hollow at the base of her throat. Whenever he notices someone’s throat, especially a beautiful woman’s throat, he knows the moon is tugging on him. After he bought his airline ticket, he looked up London’s phases of the moon. Tonight’s full moon will be waxing, which means the wolf in him is at its strongest. So, in addition to jetlag, he must battle his inner predator.
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      Preston looks into the elevator or “lift” as Jamaica calls it and takes a deep breath. The space, no bigger than a closet, is already filled with her smoky scent.

      Small spaces remind him of cages. Getting captured and thrown in jail is his recurring nightmare.

      She rolls his trunk inside. Now, there is less space than before.

      “I'll meet you on the third floor.” He feels like an idiot, but he can’t make himself join her, even though the hair has risen on the back of his neck pleasurably at her nearness.

      “Get in,” she commands.

      He does.

      She closes the door and pulls the metal webbing across it.

      Lit only by a dim bulb in the ceiling, the elevator narrows like a coffin. He moves to the middle, equidistant between sides and ceiling, and closes his eyes.  It shimmies upwards.

      “You’re the one who set off the smoke alarms,” he says, his back to her.

      “How do you know?”

      “My nose knows.” Showing off is not a good idea.

      She lifts her sleeve and sniffs. “What are you, part bloodhound?”

      His laugh sounds hollow. Opening his eyes, he notices graffiti written in purple near the elevator’s ceiling. THERE ARE TIMES WHEN THE WOLVES ARE FULL AND THE MOON HOWLS. At the sight of it, his pulse picks up.

      Her eyes follow his gaze. “That crazy expression is spray-painted all over London. Someone must think it’s clever.”

      Years ago, Dad pointed out the expression to him written in an underpass in Washington, D.C near the U.S. Capitol. Dad said it meant a werewolf pack lived nearby. Here at Canterbury House, it means he is not alone.

      He swallows hard. Will these werewolves welcome him or want to fight him to the death? He will find out soon.

      The elevator lurches and halts. She brushes against him as she pulls the webbing aside and opens the door. Beneath her smoke smell, he picks up whiffs of vanilla.

      She lifts his backpack, which clangs. “Brought a lot of crazy junk from America, eh?” Laughing, she balances the backpack on her head and moves off toward the front hall, humming “Island Girl.”

      “Don't,” he calls. “It's heavy.”

      He brought what he needs to secure himself on full moon nights, chains and manacles.

      She turns right, strolling past numbered doors, his backpack rattling from atop her head like a giant maraca. She stops at 312. The middle room on the middle floor of Canterbury House, poor Issy's unlucky room. Will it be unlucky for him as well?

      At the door he fumbles with the key.

      “Let me.” She nudges him out of the way, takes the key, and the door springs open. She sniffs. “My little sister Martine has cleaned thoroughly in here. It used to smell like a kennel.”

      A kennel? He follows her into a well of sunlight. A twin bed and sink on one side, closet, desk, and chair on the other.

      “And thanks to Issy you get a new mattress and new wallpaper. He gnawed and clawed the old stuff.”

      “Why would he do that?” He’s begun to have strong suspicions about Issy as well as his bud, Ameen.

      She shrugs. “Just a weird American, a short kid who has a bad hair day every day.” She turns her gaze on him. “Nothing like you, Mr. Handsome. So tall with broad shoulders.” She sweeps her hand down his back.

      Preston’s smile fades. He doesn’t like mean girls, who compliment you at the expense of another guy. And this other sounds more and more like one of his own kind.

      He looks around and notices that the bed is bolted to the floor. He tries to lift it but can’t. Secure. Good.

      “Rule number 11, no moving furniture.” She sets his backpack down.

      He pulls the faded brocade curtains back and faces the Natural History Museum, its gardens thick with shrubs and trees, their bare branches waving at fast-moving clouds. “Nice view.”

      The stifling heat is the only problem. He tries to turn off the radiator but finds it cold to the touch.

      “Not on,” she confirms. “The house's warmth is another Canterbury mystery. Nothing and no one here are quite what they appear to be. Not even me.”

      Then I’ve come to the right place, he decides.

      He pushes open a window and takes in the cool air, sensing the city beyond Cromwell Road, streets, parks, bridges. Somewhere out there is his grandfather. Will he want to meet his grandson? He longs to meet this man who shares his blood, his father’s father.

      “How difficult will it be to find someone in London, someone I've never even met?” he says, thinking aloud.

      She comes nearer. “As long as this one you search for is not another woman, I could do a finding spell for you.”

      He picks up one of her long dark curls, wrapping it around his finger, careful that his other fingers hide his palm. “Did you cast a spell today that caused a woman to break her leg?” He’s guessing.

      “An understudy has to make her own luck.” She brings her face close to his.

      He sucks in his breath at her nearness. “It’s wrong to use your power to hurt others,” he says. The most important rule of his condition. Dad told him this on his first full moon.

      She shrugs. “I only meant for her to sprain her ankle, but my magic is strong.” Her blue-eyed gaze pierces him. “I am a dangerous woman, Preston.”

      He gives her a lazy smile. “I’m quivering with fear.”

      She giggles. “Tell me about this person you seek.”

      “He would be very old by now. He could be dead.” It makes him sad to think his search for his grandfather might end in a graveyard, but the birthday cards are almost 50 years old. If alive, his grandfather is in his 70s or 80s.

      “The dead are easier to find. They usually stay put, except in Sister Faustina’s case.”

      “Why does she have it out for Ameen? Is it because he’s Issy’s friend?”

      “Worse than that.” She tilts her head, exposing her long neck and that hollow where her pulse throbs. “For some time, Sister Faustina has suspected that Ameen and Issy were hiding a dog up here because of howling coming from their rooms and because when Martine vacuums in here, she fills several vacuum cleaner bags with hair.”

      “Hair?” He feels himself blushing. Weres do shed copiously.

      “Fur, really. Sister Faustina is such a control freak she opened the bags and combed through the fur, certain they have a German shepherd or a wolfhound.”

      From the hallway, male voices speaking French. “Watch out for voodoo girl,” the guy who likes French rap calls to Preston.

      Jamaica sticks out her pebbly pink tongue at him.

      Ameen passes through the group, opens his door, and closes it behind him. In that moment, Preston gets a glimpse beneath Ameen’s bed, where a chain is attached to its leg.

      Signs are piling up.
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            Eleven Birthday Cards

          

        

      

    

    
      Before he curls up on the bed, he takes out all the birthday cards and puts them in chronological order. They begin when his father was four and go on for eleven years. All have simple ink drawings on the front with light splashes of color. His grandfather must be an artist. Inside are brief inscriptions. Each contained money, five pounds when Dad was young, then ten, finally twenty.

      All the cards were sealed when he found them. Which means his father lived and died and never knew about the birthday cards or his father who sent them, a fact that makes Preston desperately sad. Dad’s mother, Preston’s grandmother Raine, must have kept the cards from him.

      Preston stands the cards up on the small desk in front of the window. As he does, he notices that his fingernails have narrowed and darkened, and hair is beginning to sprout between the pads on his palms. His transformation begins.

      He stares at his front paws. After his first moon, he had to give up goalkeeping on his soccer team. His paws could not catch the ball much less hold onto it tightly as forwards from the opposing team rushed him. Even worse, he couldn’t explain why he was quitting to his teammates or his coach, who said, “Preston, you have real talent, natural instincts. Our team needs you.” He felt awful for letting them down and longed for his younger normal self when he was not a werewolf.

      He stretches out on the bed and reads the last birthday card sent when his father turned fifteen. Soon you will be old enough to come to me. I long to see you. Love, Dad.

      Slowly he falls fast asleep wrapped in the warm membrane of Canterbury House.

      He awakens to scratching at the door, blinking, and stretches. During sleep, he pulled off his clothes. They lie in a tangle on the floor.

      Night has come.

      A big vanilla moon pours light into his windows. Thick blond fur covers him. He sniffs through his cold wet nose and rolls on his furry back.

      More scratching. “Preston, it is Ameen.” Ameen’s voice is a low growl.

      Preston lopes to the door, unsure if he’ll find welcome or teeth bared. Either way, this time he does not hesitate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Werewolves of South Ken

          

        

      

    

    
      On all fours, Preston lopes across the rooftops of Cromwell Road, trying to keep up with Ameen, a short-legged werewolf covered in shaggy black fur, who moves like a shadow, sure-footed and low to the ground. The problem is loping on the roof’s slant, the cold tiles beneath Preston’s paws. He keeps sliding and must stop himself by turning his paws in like skis. The city glitters around them, while the big round moon smiles from above.

      Preston smells the beans and sausages that someone is cooking for dinner in a top floor flat. He hasn’t eaten since the airplane, and he’s ravenous. The aroma of curry and cardamom waft from Indian restaurants in the labyrinth of narrow back streets. But city noises are muted up here. Traffic sounds like a mountain stream. The blanket of night falls over the streets, cars, and row-upon-row of dwellings shouldered together like Legos.

      In the moonlight they dodge chimneys and television dishes as they make their way down the block of roofs. When a fat gray cat with glowing yellow eyes sitting in a rain gutter hisses at them, Ameen yelps, a sound so joyous Preston wishes he could bottle it.

      He doesn’t know where they’re going, nor does he care as he navigates the sloped roofs, the wind in his fur, the dome of stars so close he feels as if he could reach up and stroke the sharp end of one. He’s a healthy 18-year-old werewolf, free in the night.

      Almost at the end of the block now, his back paw slips on a loose tile, and he slides against a heating vent shaped like a crown. He falls. There he comes eye to eye with a pigeon hunkered down for the night beneath the vent. The pigeon appears to wink at him, which is crazy.

      Over his shoulder, Ameen gives him a beckoning look. Preston straightens and moves on.

      How surprised Preston was when Ameen, covered in dark fur, led him silently into his room, out his window, onto the fire escape, up to the top floor of Canterbury House, and beyond to the roof. How grateful he was not to have to fight nor even exchange words. Werewolves are not into chatting. Best of all, he is grateful not to be inside chained to the leg of his bed.

      At the end of the roofs, they come to scaffolding and climb down, down below street level. There, Ameen pushes open a tiny door, where a rat, big as a tabby, exits.

      They stand back and let him pass.

      Preston doesn’t like the narrow space that opens before them. He much prefers heights but follows Ameen until they are inside a dark tunnel, running as fast as their four legs will take them. If they meet a rat here, they’ll have to fight it.

      Suddenly the tiny tunnel trembles, the earth around them quaking.

      Ameen glances back at him and growls, “Tube.” Meaning that their tunnel is being shaken by a passing subway train.

      Mercifully the tunnel comes to an end. There they climb a metal ladder up and push open a manhole. Stepping out Preston looks around. They are in the dark street beside the Natural History Museum. So, all their journey over rooftops and through tunnels has brought them down the block and across the street from Canterbury House.

      He looks back at its darkened windows. Most of its occupants have gone to the Duke of York Theatre where Jamaica is performing. He and Ameen heard them leave.

      From the sidewalk, Ameen leaps the wrought iron fence around the museum. Preston does the same and they travel through its dark shrubbery until they come to another street, where they wait until they hear no noises and jump the fence again. There they cross the wide street quickly, their big wolf shadows overlapping. From a nearby tree an owl hoots a warning, werewolves on the loose.

      They have come to a part of Hyde Park closed for the night, closed to those who can’t scale the huge gate. Once inside, they are as free as they were on the rooftops. They run through shadows of leafless trees.

      Soon, Preston discovers they are not alone. Werewolves appear from all directions, yelping greetings to each other. There are old ones with graying muzzles and young pups perhaps on their first moon, about the age he was when he first transformed after his 13th birthday. All of them males. There is no such thing as a female werewolf, except in Hollywood.

      At the Serpentine River, the werewolves leap into the icy water and swim. Paddling hard, Preston feels his blood warm, yet glad for the island ahead and the glow of its fires. He tries to keep one eye on Ameen, so as not to lose him in the crowd.

      Going ashore on the island, he finds a huge blaze, where the wet werewolves circle, letting the heat dry their fur. Others are already throwing and leaping for Frisbees that sail through the air like small moons. Groups gather around werewolves wrestling each other, but there’s no fighting to the death that Preston has read about. This wrestling in the sand is strictly for fun.

      At other fires, werewolves cook meat on spits, lamb, beef, and pig. There are no vegans here. Preston and Ameen go to the lamb fire and eat their fill. In the firelight the werewolves’ eyes glow with brotherhood and fellowship.

      There is nothing that divides them although they’re all different in texture and color of fur, in size, age, and nationality. There are several blonde ones like him and one with fur white as snow, an albino. Some are gay, some straight and will mate with female humans like his dad did. All are welcome.

      He yelps a greeting to the werewolf with reddish fur who works at Heathrow Airport’s Information Desk. He’s the guy who gave him the brochure for Canterbury House. He recalls how the guy stared at his hands/paws, which told him that Preston was a fellow were!

      Later he studies an old werewolf in charge of cooking a side of beef, who has a bent back, his head and muzzle completely gray. This werewolf might be his grandfather. But tonight, he’s not searching. Tonight, he has an island of brothers.

      The werewolves are in constant motion, running from one fire to the next, one activity to the next. He thinks how America’s educational system would diagnose them, hyperactive disorder, attention deficit disorder, impulse control issues. Until he was thirteen and went through the change, he was labeled some of these because of poor grades and his inability to stay seated in the classroom. But once he became a werewolf and could run beside his dad on full moon nights through the Virginia woods, he settled down at school and made the honor roll.

      Tonight, for the first time, he doesn’t ache with grief for his dad. He senses his father’s spirit with him, as close as his breath.

      All night, werewolves run up to the top of a mound and howl at the moon. After he and Ameen do it, each trying to out howl the other, he notices that the moon has dropped in the sky and hangs behind a huge bare tree like a giant egg in a nest.

      Across the island bonfires begin to be extinguished. A few birds signal the coming of dawn. A hush comes over everyone, for night is rolling up its awning.

      The werewolves must make the trip back across the water. They line up on shore as fog rolls in. Brandy in buckets is passed down the line. Werewolves lower their heads, take a sip to warm their insides for the icy water, then pass the bucket to the were beside them.

      He counts the werewolves as they drink. There are 33. But in the firelight with all the running and jumping he imagined there were hundreds.

      Ameen turns to him with a sad smile on his face. They have to leave. The night is coming to an end. Preston wishes a giant thumb would press on the sun and keep it submerged beneath the horizon. How wonderful is this night. Gratitude surges through him.  How blessed he is to be a werewolf.

      “The water’s not going to get any warmer,” Ameen says, his human voice already returning.

      As they plunge into the water and begin to paddle with all their might, Preston realizes there has been little talking all night. Their hours on the island were strictly physical. They were in constant motion, playing and horsing around, without technology, no cell phones, video games, or social media. Technology isolates weres.

      Once on shore, he looks over his shoulder.

      In the fog that rises from the water like breath, he cannot see the island. He feels the moon loosening its grip on him. And for the first time since Dad died, he is sorry to let the wolf inside him go.
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      Tonight, his condition is not something to fear or endure. Tonight, he celebrated the animal he is. At this thought he feels guilty because this was even more fun than running through the Virginia woods with Dad. Not since then has he been this happy. He cannot wait for the next full moon.

      He and Ameen retrace their route.

      Up ahead is the corner where the museum grounds begin. They see a lighted red phone booth and a group of guys surrounding it, taunting those guys inside. “Faggot camel-jockeys,” they yell and shake the booth, making it teeter. One of the bullies waves a metal pipe.

      Ameen looks at Preston, who lifts his paw in caution. This is what got him kicked out of his university, trying to rescue someone on a full moon night.

      But Ameen doesn’t hesitate.

      He runs at the attackers. Preston must follow.

      Both go for their throats. “Arrrrgh!” they roar.

      The bullies turn out to be skinheads, tattooed and pierced, not flesh Preston wants to sink his teeth into. Still, he attacks with fangs bared. One of them slings the metal pipe at Preston, who slams it with his paw and sends it clanging into the street. Ameen leaps at another one twice his size.

      “Mangy dogs,” one of the skinheads yells and takes off running. His friends turn tail and follow.

      Laughing, they watch them go, then high five each other.

      Ameen ripped a sleeve off one of their leather jackets. It hangs from his mouth like a big black tongue. “Yuck,” He spits it out.

      Turning to the phone booth, they see two small Indian guys, their eyes large as saucers. They look as if they prefer the skinheads to a pair of werewolves, even if these werewolves just saved their asses. Exactly the reaction Ms. Peyton Worth, his beautiful English graduate teaching assistant, had when he rescued her from the guy who was on top of her, choking her. Thinking of her makes him furious, the way she betrayed him at his hearing.

      Ameen goes up to the telephone booth and says, “Muslim?”

      They nod, their bodies trembling with fear.

      “Quit trying to hook up with prostitutes then.” He pushes the door open. “Now, go home.”

      They run out of the booth and across the street without a backward glance.

      “How did you know what they were doing?” Preston’s voice is almost back to normal, which means soon he’ll be a nude man walking on a London street, which isn’t cool. That was another one of his university’s charges against him, public nudity along with violent behavior.

      “Been there, done that,” Ameen says and leaps the fence into the museum grounds with Preston close behind.

      He opens the manhole, and they go down the steps and through the tunnel, up the scaffolding, and across the roofs as a glorious golden dawn breaks over the city, gilding the spires of the Natural History Museum and beyond to the rotund Albert Hall, site of so many famous concerts. A street cleaner truck below edges the curb, cleaning away the debris of yesterday. Green grocers unfurl their awnings, waitresses sweep in front of cafés. The city awakens to the new day.

      This time Preston shivers so hard, he almost slides down a sloped roof.

      “What’s the word, Felix?” Ameen says, speaking to the fat pigeon perched on the gutter’s lip.

      The pigeon lifts a wing. “Meet Felix,” Ameen says to Preston without turning around.

      “Shape shifter?” Preston asks the pigeon, who nods and winks as he did earlier.

      At the fire escape, they climb down, trying to be as quiet as possible. Outside the window of the room on the floor above Ameen’s, they pause.

      Two women are arguing in hushed voices. “I saw him first, so I have first dibs.”

      Ameen cocks his head, listening. They climb into Ameen’s room. “Jamaica and Martine are arguing over you. Both want to be with you, the tall blond American.”

      Groaning, Preston shakes his head. “Let’s agree never to fight over a woman.”

      To Ameen, he extends his hand, for now it is a hand and not a paw. They stand upright like men. They have shed most of their fur in the wind on the roof. The rest falls onto the newspapers Ameen spread over the floor.

      Having thrown on an old flannel robe, Ameen pauses now and gives him a sideways look as if he isn’t quite sure about this pledge. Werewolves mate for life. So, finding a mate is important.

      Eventually he offers his hand. They shake, lift their heads, and let out a low howl to seal their vow. Preston heads to the door.

      “Hold it, Preston.” Ameen grins. “You can’t go like that.” He throws him a towel.

      As Preston emerges from Ameen’s room, Sister Faustina is standing at the other end of the hall. She turns to eye him.

      He can tell that she thinks he spent the night with Ameen.

      He lifts his upper lip, about to bare his teeth and snarl at her, but stops himself. Every werewolf has the power to force the animal inside to come out, but a disciplined were does so only in times of great danger.

      He would love to scare her out of her wits, but instead he nods and opens his door. “Good morning, Sister.”
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