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Night of the full moon 

 

“Heathens.” George O’Driscoll leaned on the balcony rail, observing with barely disguised 

disdain the tourist masses, their heads bent over cases or their faces staring up at tiny 

dinosaur skulls on huge dinosaur necks.  

“They pay your salary.” Rory Carter’s chirpy voice—perpetually chirpy except at times of 

high passion or drama—sounded over his shoulder.  

“Not any more since we’ve waived the admission fee. It’s all grants or sponsorship and such 

nonsense now, or so I understand.” George’s face indicated that he might not know what he 

was talking about. “And I suspect the people who dole out the funding are as heathen as this 

mob. Wouldn’t know a plesiosaur from a plasmid.”  

“But they’re here to learn, George.” The voice of reason spoke again. “Perhaps they’ll have 

more of an idea when they go home. Grant them that.” Rory surreptitiously drew his finger 

along the back of his friend’s hand. “Still smooth. The crowds you so despise will be long 

gone, at home loading the microwave with Sainsbury’s meals, by the time the fun begins.” 

 

*** 

 

The chairman rapped the table with his gavel. “I bring this meeting of the Western 

Lycanthropes to order.”  

Anyone observing the handsome, studious faces around the table would have felt there was 

no apparent disorder to deal with. The only indications that this wasn’t some dry, academic 

departmental meeting came from the occasional, anxious glances which the participants cast 

at the windows, where a bank of clouds obscured the night sky. That and the fact that their 

clothes were neatly piled behind their chairs, ready to be claimed the next day.  

“Gentlemen, we begin with a paper on the Red wolf, Canis lupus rufus.”  

Rory’s mind began to wander. He’d heard many a paper—scientific, historical, literary—over 

the years, as the committee had sat waiting for the leaden English skies to clear. This one 

didn’t enthuse him. Not like the occasion when someone had presented a forceful—if only in 

the presenter’s eyes—case that Esau had indeed been one of their brethren, which would 

explain the hairiness. A thesis countered by another member who’d sworn blind that Esau 

had been a Neanderthal. Harsh words and blows had ensued, turning to snarls and bites as the 

moon had broached the clouds. Things rarely got that exciting.  

Well, Rory reflected, casting a surreptitious glance around the room, we’re hardly an exciting 

bunch. Most of his associates worked in museums or universities, although one particularly 

enterprising lad had secured a job behind the meat counter at Harrods. That was one way of 

mixing business and pleasure. Given that those present shared more than just the tendency to 

be influenced by the full moon, it might have seemed surprising that none of them were 

employed in the entertainment industry. Yet, while it would be easy to hide your sexual 

inclinations in a profession awash with the gay and eccentric, how could you take the stage as 

Romeo if the lunar calendar didn’t work out? You might find yourself appearing as 

Chewbacca.  

“Long term analysis of mitochondrial DNA…” the speaker droned on.  



Rory looked out at the dark, lowering sky; not even the brightest moon could penetrate that 

yet. There’d be plenty of wet commuters, scurrying home under hats and umbrellas. Still, a 

community of like-minded—or like-skinned—people could find worse places to live or work. 

If only the little patisserie sold pain au pate de fois gras or the French ice cream shop 

produced a monthly batch of chicken and raspberry ripple, it might be well-nigh ideal. There 

was also the positive advantage that when the full moon coincided with a Chelsea home 

game, you could travel freely and no-one noticed the difference. 

Whether local house prices would be quite so buoyant if anyone realized how many of the 

flats off the main road were occupied by those of a lycanthropic inclination, was unlikely. 

There would always be the worry that, no matter how well-bred these creatures were, they 

might frighten the au pair, who’d head back to Croatia, or wherever, leaving no-one to look 

after little Georgina.  

At least their sexual orientation would be less of an issue, its significance reducing as you got 

further west, where the rainbow flags flew proudly. There was another community of 

similarly inclined—in both senses—gentlemen in Sussex, who benefited from the same open-

mindedness of their neighbours, although no-one was sure what the reaction would be should 

these men take to Brighton beach in all their hirsute glory. Maybe the little old ladies would 

just think someone was exercising a pack of particularly shaggy greyhounds. Anyway, the 

Wolves of the West regarded their southern brethren with disdain, convinced they were 

common, plebeian and too fond of fish and chips.  

“The mitochondrial DNA indicates…”  

Rory had heard a seemingly endless number of speakers who droned on about this seemingly 

fascinating stuff. One of these had been part of the long list (and it was a very long list, every 

full moon for over one hundred and fifty seven years) of scientific theories accounting for 

their condition. Somehow certain individuals had absorbed—by process unspecified, perhaps 

it was the biological equivalent of a tea bag—wolf mitochondria, which reacted under the 

rays of the full moon to initiate a process of metamorphosis. As a rationale it had something 

to be said for it, better than the theory that aliens had spliced wolf DNA into his genome 

when he was a baby. Or that his dear mama had been frightened by wolves when he was in 

utero.  

Something made it happen, though. Night of the full moon, even when the photons couldn’t 

fully penetrate, the changes began. Rory’s skin was downy now, had been since the sun 

neared the horizon. His teeth ached, his bones were coiled as if to leap into action. Like a 

sprinter awaiting the ‘B’ of the bang. George was tense, too; he sat, unmoving, face drawn, 

eyes straying to the window every few minutes.  

“Gentlemen,” the chairman’s voice interrupted the speaker, much to everyone’s relief. “It 

begins.” 

Every face turned to watch the tattering clouds allow the first rays through. The downy hair 

thickened, altered its structure, losing human traits and adopting lupine. Rory recalled, with 

pain, a boring talk about the microscopic changes that could be observed at each point—

much more interesting to watch those same changes as they affected his lover. George’s 

handsome face was metamorphosing now, the fine-looking nose lengthening, the jaw 

thrusting forward to join it and make a muzzle.  

Please let it go all the way tonight.  

They’d both wanted that. It was a hope they articulated each month, a hope so often thwarted 

by the vagaries of the English climate. Weather that, no sooner had they begun the great 



change, swathed the moon in cloud again to leave them half-formed, mongrel. Fit only to 

haunt the museum deploring—half in human tones, half in wolf speak—the general 

ignorance of those who trod its hallowed halls. To bay politely at the hidden moon, raising 

only a disdainful reply from the local dogs, and to walk home in shadows, hugging the 

darkness.  

Tonight they wished to experience the rare ecstasy of a full transformation, to race through 

the museum’s corridors on all fours, horrifying the security men. Or at least letting them 

pretend to be horrified. To wander home through the streets, cocking a leg at lamp posts and 

scaring the hell out of the urban foxes. Stopping off at The Taj Mahal restaurant, owned by 

Mr Khan who knew all about werewolves—and werebears and weretigers—and who let them 

feast on chicken carcasses. Snuggling up to the bag lady at West Brompton who tickled 

behind their ears and said that they were such lovely Alsatians.  

“Ah-oooooooooooh.” George threw back his head, muscles straining and moving, the well-

bred baying turning to a deeper, wilder note. As the rays of the moon breasted the curtains, 

illuminating him in quicksilver light, the great change took effect. George, now 

metamorphosed into Frost, leapt onto the table, transforming as he sprang to land on all fours 

as a magnificent, bright eyed, sleek pelted beast. If werewolves truly had alpha males, which 

had been a topic of at least three papers, then Frost was the dominant member of this group. 

He was taller by a handbreadth than any other individual. Stronger, wilder and more daring.  

Rory felt the wolf-blood course; the dozens of changes began as the rays of the moon hit him, 

too. Soon he’d be at George’s side and they’d bound off together, Frost and Ice, side by side 

as always. Two legged or four legged. First floor flat or hall of the Earth Sciences 

department. Elegant pine bed or marble floor. Making love gently to the music of Vaughn 

Williams or mating roughly to the sound of howling filtering through from the Science 

Museum. Wolves were said to practice monogamy at times and even some possessors of the 

pink pound achieved the same fidelity, shape shifters or not. Rory Carter and George 

O’Driscoll did not break the mould.  

A huge, rough tongue drew itself over Ice’s cheek—a wolf kiss, a symbolic gesture of love 

that was constant in spirit whatever corporeal shape the soul wore. Ice reciprocated the 

gesture, long and lovingly, before the pair sprang off through the door. 

 

*** 

 

The day after the full moon 

 

“Does it never tire you?” Rory sprawled on the sofa, a huge mug of Starbuck’s coffee in his 

hand. Coffee, which George—turned out like a model even if it was Saturday—had been out 

to buy, while his lover had dragged his protesting pyjamaed frame from bedroom to lounge.  

“Never,” George cradled his own mug, picking a grey hair from his immaculate trousers. 

They’d have to vacuum carefully this afternoon; they always did the day after the moon had 

waxed to its largest, most powerful point. “I feel as if I’ve enough energy to…” he searched 

for the appropriate challenge, “…climb Everest.”  

“You hate heights.” Rory smiled affectionately. “Or you will in an hour or two. When all 

trace of Frost is gone.”  

“Then I’d better settle for running a marathon.” If George had ever resented the 

transformation back from magnificent animal to rather staid, if handsome, man, he had grown 



out of it. When he’d been young, the first few changes had left him bitter, aggrieved that he 

reached such heights of passion and power only once a month, if that. He’d made the most of 

those fleeting hours, mating with any other wolf that would accept him. Wild and insatiable 

under the full moon, he’d been quiet, reserved at all other times, no human mate found or 

even required. Until Rory had come along.  

“Are you thinking about the Zoo?”  

Strange how Rory had always known what George was thinking, from the moment they’d 

met until now, well over a century of physical and mental communion. “I was. Such an 

unseasonably warm May…”  

“It was June. Still remarkably warm, though.” Rory looked towards the picture that graced 

the chimney breast. A very old watercolour, showing the Zoological Gardens as they’d been 

in the 1870’s. “Happy days.”  

“They were. They still are.” Though there had been plenty of sad times in between. They’d 

both cried like children when the old queen died. Even now Rory draped a black ribbon over 

the mantelpiece come January the twenty second. Then the desperate waste over in France 

and Belgium—the flower of a generation some people called those poor lads—sacrificed on a 

martial altar to appease some deity of empire or patriotism. He and Rory had driven 

ambulances, borne the dead and dying on stretchers, prayed, for once, that the clouds would 

keep the moon well hidden. Just as well no-one had checked their birth certificates, or even 

realized the significance of the fact that neither possessed one, both men predating the time 

when such things were obligatory.  

“You’ve put on a bit of weight around the waistline,” Rory dug a finger into the little roll of 

fat hidden beneath George’s shirt. “Although all Frost seems to have gained is muscle. Such 

haunches.” 

George knew he’d been a trimmer beast when they’d first met, that night of snarling and 

circling, weighing each other up. He’d been young and lean, yet to develop the strength of a 

fully grown lycanthrope, which naturally took years. Those muscles only got exercised a 

dozen or so times a year and then only if the weather played fair. Ice had hardly changed at 

all; pretty strapping in his human form, as lithe as a willow wand when the moon changed 

him. George had almost ignored him, that first night, thinking him too lacking in physique to 

be a rival, too wary and unreceptive to be a mate. A single clash of teeth and they’d split 

apart as if struck by a blow. They’d not met again for two months, a heavy July thunderstorm 

having ruined everyone’s chance of transformation. August they’d been in the zoo together, 

again, less wary now, more a case of a cagey tolerance; roaming the pathways and shrubbery 

of Regent’s Park in unison if not exactly cheek by jowl.  

“September…it was that September.” Rory’s face bore a dreamy look, his thoughts away 

north and east, a couple of miles and a century of time away.  

“It was.” They’d met again under clear skies, accepted each other as pack members, ruled the 

environs of the zoo once more. Frost had followed Ice home, rested under the pergola with 

him, drunk in the heady scent of musk roses in the sheltered garden. Waited until he knew.  

You couldn’t just assume. There’d been an occasion when a presupposed member of the 

brotherhood had turned out to be nothing more than an escapee from one of the cages. Feral 

animals were not unknown, even in this refined part of the city. Some eccentric explorer 

might have populated a menagerie with the acquisitions of his travels and be none too fussy 

about where they took themselves off to at night.  



They’d sat together, still wary, eyeing one another as the night passed, the eventual lightening 

of the sky leading to the other great transformation, the return to the human race. Would 

George be the only one to undergo it? As the hair of the creature beside him receded and the 

animal shape changed, a naked, stunningly beautiful man emerged from the wolf’s guise. 

George had known then—blindingly, as sure as he’d known the first time the moon worked 

on him—that his life had changed forever. They’d gone to Rory’s room, made love as the 

world around them woke.  

“The best September of my life,” George gently slapped his lover’s thigh. “Now, I apologise 

for my pragmatism, but we’re out of shallots and parsley, so we must leave the Zoo, even if it 

is only in our mind’s eye, and get ourselves down to Waitrose.” 

 

*** 

 

Moon one week past the full 

 

“Gentlemen, I thank you for coming to this extraordinary meeting.” The chairman looked 

grave. Extraordinary it was, in more ways than one, to be gathered together when the moon 

was a week into its waning. All eyes were fixed on the head of the table—ostensibly fixed, 

although there was a lot of looking out of their corners going on, people trying to see if any of 

their colleagues knew what was happening. Rory didn’t, nor his lover. He was as perplexed 

as the rest of those present if bemused faces were anything to go by.  

“We have received a complaint.” A gasp ran around the table, as clear in its progress as one 

of those dreadful Mexican waves that plagued sports events.  

A complaint. Rory could only remember two of those in all the years he’d been a member of 

this select gathering. There’d been a nasty little affair back in the 1950’s when one of their 

number had gone wandering over Green Park, scaring the wildfowl and then attempting to 

mount an off-duty guardsman. It had all been a bit galling for the lycanthrope involved, 

especially as the very same guardsman had been more than receptive to his amatory overtures 

the week before, when his paramour was in non-hirsute form. They’d had to oil the soldier’s 

palms with pound notes and dispatch his devotee to Australia. Punishment enough for 

anyone, even though the cricket would be more entertaining.  

Then there’d been the case of Frederick, one of the leading lights at University College, who 

lived a bit outside of their usual patch but he rode a fast bike. He’d become overexcited one 

full moon, back in the 1920’s, not been able to control his hunger and satisfied himself with a 

supper of poodle. It had taken a visit from the chairman himself to mollify Lady Lavington 

about her beloved pet. He’d explained that the misdemeanour had to be laid fairly at the feet 

of one of the dogs that guarded the dinosaur fossils in the museum. He pleaded that the 

circumstances had been mitigating, the poodle having been found allegedly gnawing on a 

stegosaur’s metatarsal at the time, the Alsatian acting as jury, judge and hangman in one fell 

swoop. A generous contribution to an animal charity had brought the case to a conclusion, 

filthy lucre once more proving the salve to many a complaint.  

The chairman had reported Lord Lavington as secretly delighted at the loss of the verminous 

pest, although possibly not the sort of man they’d want to have taking too close an interest in 

their business. ‘Congo’ Lavington had taken his gun in search of mokole-mbembe and other 

strange, apocryphal creatures—the timing of the attack and the phase of the moon might have 

suggested to him another explanation, closer to the truth.  



“One of you has been indiscreet. Horribly so.” The chairman took a long, steady look at each 

of the assembled members.  

Rory racked his brains, but apart from having to relieve himself in the bushes at Wentworth 

he could bring no transgression to mind. He took a glance at his colleagues, all of whom 

looked equally perplexed.  

“I refer to this.” The chairman held up a copy of The Sun, making another shudder of distaste 

fly around the table. He opened the tabloid newspaper gingerly, as if he feared catching 

mange from it. “The headline reads Wolf eats Sabrina’s Chihuahua. I quote,” the chairman 

shivered slightly, “the lady in question. I’d just stepped out of the shower when I saw this 

brute eating my little Destiny.”  

Perhaps, of all those present, Rory was the only one who didn’t have to have it explained who 

Sabrina was. He followed all the England sports teams, was well aware, even before the 

chairman began his explanation, that the lady—euphemistic term—was the girlfriend of a 

premiership footballer.  

The tabloids must have loved this story. It contained all the elements—scantily clad girl, pets, 

football—that meant so much to them. If only the wolf in question had been governed by 

some absurd European Community rule they’d have had a full house.  

“Surely,” George’s clear tones cut across discussions of whether ‘WAG’ referred to ‘Wives 

and Girlfriends’ or what one did with a tail, “this is just a case of the Lavington’s poodle 

again? I mean, we didn’t even end up out of pocket then, his Lordship being so grateful for 

the little beast’s removal. Perhaps this footballer will give us an equally hefty donation 

straight into the committee’s coffers. It bought an awful lot of corner cuts of Aberdeen Angus 

beef…” George’s eyes had a faraway, dreamy look, one Rory always associated with either 

amorous encounters or Yorkshire pudding.  

“Ah. There’s more to it than that.” The chairman sat down, looking suddenly weary beyond 

his years, all three hundred of them. “You will notice that Mr Harper is not present.” 

Everyone looked around rather theatrically, as if the said Harper might have secreted himself 

behind the wastepaper basket. “I have asked him to wait outside until we’ve had time to take 

in the full situation. You will remember he wasn’t here the night of the great change.” 

He wasn’t, that’s right. Rory was cross that he hadn’t already sussed that fact out.  

“He was, in fact, in a bar, picking up a young man.” A murmur of approval, tinged with 

jealously from some quarters, arose from around the table. “This young man. Paul 

Remington.” The chairman pointed to the footballer named in the story, the picture in The 

Sun showing him looking extremely concerned at his fiancée’s plight.  

“But…” George had lost the dreamy look and now seemed simply puzzled, “…he’s got this 

girlfriend.”  

“Dr O’Driscoll, she is what is known as a moustache—”  

“Beard, Mr Chairman.” Rory wondered if he was the only one of them in touch with the 

modern world. “A woman who is worn on the arm as a disguise. Beard.”  

“But why…?”  

“The world at large is not as enlightened as we would hope it to be.” The chairman stared at 

the article, shaking his head. “Harper tells me that this case is particularly sad. It would be 

almost impossible for this young man to divulge his true nature.”  

It was true. It would be suicide, both figuratively and maybe literally, to come out when 

you’re the darling of the terraces. The assembled lycanthropes murmured sympathetically.  



“Why pick someone up on the night of the great change?” George, as usual, kept arriving at 

the crux of the matter.  

The chairman shrugged his shoulders, eloquently.  

“Harper is young. He has yet to learn the appropriate amount of discretion. He assures me 

that he intended to keep out of direct moonlight, indeed had managed very well until he was 

overcome in the night by the urge to use the facilities. He passed under a skylight on the way 

back from the bathroom, felt the change coming, then decided his only option was to hide in 

the kitchen until dawn when he could gather his clothes and—in imitation of the strategy 

employed by the same tabloid reporters who have written about Remington—make his 

excuses then leave. He didn’t realize that the house is shared, although the main bedroom 

isn’t. Miss Sabrina’s dog woke her early, so she let him out of her bedroom so he could go 

and use his facilities. Plucky little creature. When he found Harper in occupancy of the 

kitchen he immediately tried to claim his territory.” 

“So they got into a fight and brute strength won?” Rory could imagine one great movement 

of Harper’s maw dispatching the nasty little thing. Chihuahuas were worse than pineapples 

for getting stuck in your teeth.  

“No. Recognizing the need for discretion, he went off tail between legs to sleep in the utility 

room. It was the young lady’s screams that woke him. The dog was already dead, but 

Harper—the first shoots of the change back only just budding in his bones—was spotted and 

got the blame. By the time Miss Sabrina’s mother, her agent, her tame newshound and the 

local bobby arrived, Harper was human, dressed and out through the garden gate.”  

“And he didn’t kill the dog?” Rory felt just as confused as when he’d tried to read Finnegan’s 

Wake.  

“He swears he didn’t. Says the ghastly little thing was lying like a rag on the floor, as if its 

neck had been snapped. Yet Sabrina’s agent has complained to us, demanding 

compensation.”  

“Why to us?”  

“Unfortunately, gentlemen, he is Lord Lavington’s grandson. He knew where to come…” 

 

*** 

 

Moon nine days past the full 

 

“You knock.”  

“It’s a bell.”  

“Then you ring.” Rory took a step back from the door, hands firmly in pockets. Five minutes 

they’d spent on the intercom at the gate, explaining to some numbskull of a minder that they 

did have an appointment with Paul Remington, that their business was entirely legitimate. 

They’d made it as far as the front door but now neither was going to ring that bell in case they 

got a second grilling.  

“For goodness sake…” George pressed the button, then stepped back a good yard, probably 

afraid that Miss Sabrina might answer, in all her peroxide glory.  

The thick, oaken door opened and a disembodied voice from the other side said, “Come in.”  

“Thank you.” The hall was spacious, the décor and furnishings showing a degree of taste that 

surprised the visitors. “We’re so pleased you agreed to see us.”  



“I won’t say it’s my pleasure. Bad business. Wish the papers hadn’t got involved.” 

Remington was well spoken, pleasantly mannered, and not at all what Rory had expected. 

“That bloody agent. Should be flogged, the lot of them.” He turned, gesturing politely 

towards another door. “Coffee’s ready, so please come through.”  

The conservatory, although obviously a recent addition, was in keeping with the rest of the 

house. 1930’s art deco, lovingly restored, no signs of nouveau riche bad taste on display.  

“Is your fiancée at home?” Rory accepted a cup of coffee, the aroma of which was promising.  

“No, she’s out shopping. She does a lot of that.” Remington shrugged. “I suppose it’s one of 

the few things she has to keep her occupied. That and the gym.”  

“Mr Remington,” George spoke softly, kindly, “does she know?” The question needed no 

elaboration. When the appointment had been made, they’d been frank with their host; he 

knew that Harper had told all.  

“She does. We have a financial arrangement, which gives her a home, an allowance and 

enough publicity so that she can make her way afterwards as a pop singer or TV celebrity or,” 

Remington shuddered, “a novelist. With a ghost writer, I hasten to add.”  

“Not the sort of books you’d read?” Rory, always alert to what could be gathered from the 

contents of a bookshelf, had noticed the titles. Forster, Austen, a Proust in the original French 

with a bookmark half way through it.  

“No. I’m not sure what would be more of a death knell to my career—coming out or 

admitting I’m struggling through ‘A la recherche du temps perdu’.”  

“Mr Remington, you’re wasted in the Premiership.” George spoke as if that settled the 

matter. “So, what do we do now? I’m instructed by my society to offer a remunerative 

package—”  

“Not required, despite what Sabrina’s friend said. I’ll buy her another little mutt, and no 

doubt another WAG will be in the tabloids tomorrow. It’ll all blow over.”  

“Wasn’t she upset, though? The paper said…” George’s words trailed off.  

“Do you really believe what the papers say? Sabrina’s agent may have told me all about your 

society, but she believes that Stephen Harper was really just an escapee from the house up the 

road—they keep quite a menagerie. She knows which side her bread is buttered. She’ll keep 

mum and the status quo for as long as required.” 

“What then?” Rory had noted the word ‘afterwards’ in relation to the Remington domestic 

set-up. “Are you intending to turn your purported fiancée into a purported wife?”  

The footballer smiled ruefully. “Not a chance. We’ll split up, amicably. Sabrina will get a 

settlement—which she’ll lose if she tries the old kiss and tell, I’m not that daft—and I’ll be 

left, ostensibly heartbroken.”  

“It’s no way to live. All these lies.” George stood up, then went over to the window. Frost, 

who knew all about skulking in the shadows, brought to the verge of tears by another man’s 

need to hide his true nature.  

“That’s the life I’ve chosen. Lying to my club, lying to my fans, to the press, everyone. Even 

my mother thinks she’s getting to cry at a posh wedding down at The Chewton Glen.”  

“Why did you lie about the dog?” Rory, having his own theory, wondered if he was putting 

two and two together only to reach thirteen. “Harper said he found it already dead and he 

isn’t an habitual liar. We’ve arranged our lives so we keep subterfuge to a minimum.”  

“Then you’re very fortunate.” Remington finished his coffee, then laid down the cup. “Can I 

get you a top-up? I’ve had my caffeine for the day; even when it’s my day off from training, 

the approved diet still applies.”  



“No, thank you. You can tell me how the dog died.”  

The footballer was silent, merely shrugging and spreading his hands in an empty gesture.  

“Forget the dog. Tell me about your family.” The question, launched over George’s shoulder 

as he still contemplated the garden, took his listeners by surprise.  

“Why do you want to be told about them? They don’t even know.”  

“I find that unlikely. Mothers always know, even when they pretend they don’t.” George 

turned, eyes bright with tears. “I’m not sure you can ever hide your true nature from those 

who love you the most.”  

Remington studied his feet. His fortune was founded on them; two nimble pins, an excellent 

eye on the pitch and the unerring habit of being in the right part of the box when a cross came 

in. It all added up to the house, the cars, the well-provided for ‘beard’. “I hope that’s true. 

They’ve not disowned me. Not even when I’ve put the marriage off twice.”  

“What did they think the first time you changed? Or have they never seen it happen?”  

Somewhere in the house the minder was whistling. It was some chirpy pop song that Rory 

vaguely recognized. He had plenty of opportunity to try to put a name to it, the length of time 

it took Remington to answer George’s question.  

“Change? I don’t know what you mean.”  

“Yes, you do.” George spoke slowly and calmly, as if addressing a child. “Sabrina may have 

seen Stephen Harper in his changed form, but he wasn’t the wolf who killed ‘little Destiny’. 

That would have been you. Harper picked you up not just because you’re handsome, and 

clever. I suspect he was drawn by more than one thing you have in common.”  

“Dr O’Driscoll.” The footballer suddenly smiled, the broad grin enhancing his handsome 

features. “If I can’t admit I read Proust, if I can’t admit I’m gay, how could I even 

contemplate telling the world what happens on the night of a full moon?”  

“You could—” George began, but Rory interrupted him.  

“What on earth do you do if it clashes with a big match? I mean if it’s the Champions’ 

League or something? Do the floodlights cancel out the effect or do your colleagues just 

think you don’t shave out of superstition…” Rory’s voice trailed off, drowned by the others’ 

laughter.  

“You will excuse my friend, he has the annoying habit of never keeping to the point.”  

“Are you all like that? You sound a lot more fun than my fellow footballers. They’re only 

interested in card schools and Playboy.” Remington smiled ruefully, appearing much more 

like some bookish research student than a man who earned a living knocking the ball past 

unsuspecting goalies. “One day, when I’ve made enough to set me up for life, I’ll bribe the 

team doctor into saying that I can’t play again and then…” he made a pair of fangs with his 

fingers, “the world’s my oyster. Or chicken carcass.”  

“Mr Remington, have you ever thought of moving up west? You’d find yourself at home…” 

Half an hour and a discussion about Proust later, Rory and George were back in the car. 

“Nice bloke,” George said, gripping the steering wheel although with no sign of setting off.  

“Indeed. Stephen Harper may be a bit daft, but he has taste. How awful,” Rory looked back at 

the house they’d just left, “to have to hide all that you are from those you work with.”  

“It’s not unusual. We’re luckier than most. I understand our brothers in Midwestern America 

daren’t come out on neither front. Still, at least they can blame any of their misdemeanours 

on those wretched Canis lupus rufus things.”  

“Ah well, no Waitrose beef this time, but the Wolves of the West may consider this 

complaint resolved. Stephen Harper might even have found himself a more lasting partner 



than the ones he usually picks up.” Rory ran his finger along George’s hand. “It worked for 

me. If only the Lavington situation could have been buried with his Lordship. Maybe we 

need to send Harper and Remington round to see his grandson next ‘great change’, to put the 

wind up him. Sadly, we’ve the best part of three weeks before that happens.” He renewed his 

caressing of George’s hand. “Before we get the chance to play again.”  

“Only as wolves.” George’s face was a picture of lasciviousness, quite unlike Frost’s fierce 

visage. “Plenty of other fun to be had in the interim. I bet you didn’t know that both the 

basement and first floor flats are empty the next few days? I suspect the owners have gone off 

together for a dirty weekend.”  

“It isn’t the weekend.”  

“Don’t be pernickety. They’re away, so if you felt the desire to let rip a bit there’s only next 

door to worry about and that’s being gutted.” George lightly touched his lover’s hand. “It’d 

be like that first September, the whole house to ourselves. Remember?”  

“Couldn’t ever forget, George. I think you make love even better as a human than as a wolf 

and that’s saying something. Put the foot down on the old accelerator, then. Home’s a-

calling.” 

 

 

 

 


