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Author’s Note

	 

	In writing Return and Restore, book 4 of my Ebb & Flow series, two minor characters showed up who I believed deserved their own story. Will Mandel works for the Arkhon (regional werewolf leader) of Manitoba as a concierge doctor and is a direct descendant of the man Malachi Powers, one of the main characters of Ebb & Flow, loved a hundred or so years ago. Yves Diamond, a werewolf, is Will’s partner and, to some extent, his caregiver due to physical disabilities remaining from a car accident in Will’s past.

	In Return and Restore, Will and Yves share a little about how they met and built their relationship. A Wolf-Changing Incident depicts their story in more detail. This novella is part of my overall werewolf universe but takes place approximately five years before the events of Ebb & Flow.

	As with the Ebb & Flow series, because the story takes place in Canada, I have used some Canadian terms, etc.; for example, metric measurements. However, because I’ve lived in the U.S. my entire life, I have spelled things as they are in the States rather than using Canadian spellings.

	 

	 

	Content warning: This book includes description of a multi-vehicle accident scene, including children; a character who is hospitalized due to serious injuries; and some internal thoughts and dialogue that may be seen as ableist. 

	 

	 

	 


A Brief Guide to Karenna’s Universe

	 

	A Little About Werewolves

	
		Werewolves are made, not born. A person becomes a werewolf when an attack by a werewolf is so severe that the person almost dies. The new werewolf remains unconscious for 1-3 days in wolf form while their newly-acquired healing ability repairs the damage to their body.

		On the night of the full moon, werewolves have to shift into wolf form for several hours. During the rest of the month, they can shift if and when they choose to.

		Werewolves have an innate healing ability that can repair almost any injury. The only exceptions are rapid blood loss or injuries inflicted by a silver bullet. This healing ability slows the aging process. Werewolves can live for over 200 years, though around the 200-year mark, they often develop dementia.

		Werewolves have vastly heightened senses, especially hearing and smell. Often, when changed, they acquire a new gift such as reading minds or predicting the future.

		Werewolves typically live in packs, though some choose to live as lone wolves. There are also werewolves who are ordered to live packless as punishment for a crime.

		Uterus-having werewolves can’t bear children because the fetus won’t survive shifting forms. Sperm-producing werewolves sometimes choose to father children with humans. The child of a werewolf is always human.

		There are only a few death-penalty crimes in the werewolf world: Killing, while in wolf form, a human or a werewolf who is in human form; changing someone who is under the age of 18; or deliberately revealing the existence of werewolves to humans without first obtaining permission from a leader.

		Werewolves who are partnered/married to humans or who have children can request permission to tell those family members that they’re a werewolf. Other exceptions are made on a case-by-case basis. The human world at large does not know werewolves exist, and the humans who do know are sworn to secrecy.

		Compulsion, or compelling, is a gift that werewolves obtain when they reach a leadership rank, though some werewolves have it as their innate gift. A werewolf who has the power of compulsion can give commands to other werewolves and sometimes humans, and the others are unable to disobey.

		Werewolves rise through ranks in one of two ways: By fighting and defeating the wolf who is ranked immediately above them or by succession if a wolf leaves the pack or dies.

		Werewolves are expected to have permission to enter any pack territory other than their own.



	 

	The World’s Arrangement

	
		Each country has its own werewolf ruler. Once a year, each country’s ruler hosts the leaders of every pack, and every region if applicable, in the country.

		Geographically larger countries, such as the United States and Canada, are broken into regions that encompass the territories of multiple packs. In addition to the national ruler, each region has a leader. Twice a year, regional leaders host the leaders of every pack in the region.

		In the United States, Alaska and Hawaii are each their own region. All U.S. territories are encompassed by a single region. There are ten additional U.S. regions, each of which encompasses several states.

		In Canada, the provinces of New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Prince Edward Island form the Maritimes Region. Each of the other provinces, and each of the Canadian territories, is its own region due to geographic size.



	 

	Honorifics

	In my universe, there are five titled ranks among werewolves, along with two pack roles that aren’t titled but are held in high esteem in most packs and one honorific that can apply to any other werewolf. They are:

	Anax: The ruler of all werewolves within a given country

	Arkhon: The ruler of a region within a country

	Alpha: The leader of an individual pack

	Beta: Second-in-command of an individual pack; takes over if the Alpha is away or incapacitated

	Peacekeeper: Third-in-command of an individual pack; their job is to maintain peace within the pack and peace between their pack and others.

	Healer: A healer is a werewolf who is able to use their innate healing ability to heal others as well as themself. A healer might hold any rank within their pack, and some alphas declare their healer to be outside of pack hierarchy to ensure that the healer isn’t injured or killed in a challenge fight.

	Tracker: Trackers are essentially a pack’s police force. Any member of a pack can become a tracker by choice or by being asked by pack leadership to assume the role. The tracker with the highest pack rank becomes head tracker.

	“Old friend”: This is an honorific primarily used by the highest-ranked werewolves when speaking to another leader or someone from another pack to indicate that they consider the other person an ally and are willing to work in cooperation with them. It is used regardless of how long the werewolves in question have actually known each other.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	1: YVES

	Pack meetings were always too long, and this one, at our Alpha’s property in central Manitoba, was no exception. Two hours and counting so far. As one of the pack’s trackers, responsible for helping the Alpha maintain law and order, I had to stick around until everyone besides the Alpha and the other trackers were gone. Unfortunately, werewolves tended to be extremely social beings, and some of my packmates lingered to chat after Dane, our alpha, dismissed us.

	Finally, Dane commanded the few who remained to get out of his house. Looking surprised, everyone filtered out through the door to their cars and snowmobiles. Dane faced the three of us trackers who were still there. “You’re dismissed. Safe travel.”

	“Thank you, Alpha,” Barnabas, the head tracker, said. Vencel and I echoed him.

	Relieved, as soon as Barnabas led us outside, I bolted for my car. I had one of the longest trips to get home from here, and while we were inside, precipitation had begun to fall. A rotten mixture of rain, snow, and heavens knew what else given that the temperature hovered near freezing. At this time of year, with a month to go before spring, the weather here in central Manitoba could do just about anything.

	As I rolled down the long dirt drive leading to Dane’s, I kept an eye on the sky. I would have to balance my desire to get home quickly with minimizing risk on potentially icy roads. I skidded a bit turning from Dane’s road onto pavement, so from there, on the back road and even when I reached the highway, I kept my speed down and watched for other drivers who might not be as invested in their safety or that of others.

	Traffic on the route between Dane’s house and mine was rarely heavy, but about an hour into the drive, I came up on a line of several cars barely creeping along. At first I assumed it was because of the weather, but as we continued forward, I realized the traffic snarl was due to something far more serious.

	Up ahead, on the opposite side of the highway, lay a tangled mass of metal. A tractor-trailer. Multiple cars, at least three that I could see as I neared the scene. One of them, a small SUV, was wedged partly underneath the truck, with an older model sedan crushed against its side. People stood near the wreckage, some rubbing their heads or limbs, some appearing to try to help. One lay on the ground, not moving.

	As I drew even with the beginning of the wreckage, I saw smoke rising from the older car. And then a lick of flame flickered from its undercarriage.

	Without thinking, I yanked my steering wheel to the right and skidded to a stop on the slushy shoulder of the road. Not bothering to cut the engine, I jumped out and ran toward the vehicles.

	“The kids!” The shout came from the SUV. “Get the kids out of the car!”

	Soft whimpers floated out of the sedan, and then a long wail. “Daddy! Help!”

	Horrified, I sped up. Being a werewolf, I could move faster than humans, even when I was in human form. I wouldn’t usually have risked it with anyone around, but the bystanders were too preoccupied with the accident to notice. Or so I hoped.

	Other people, spurred by the shouts and cries, ran to the sedan and started pulling two small kids from the backseat while a man with messy hair and blood trickling down his cheek ran back and forth near the front of the semi, shouting something that didn’t quite sound like words. I guessed he was the “daddy” the kids had been crying for. He had to be in shock. Otherwise, why wasn’t he trying to save his children?

	“The kids!” The man yelling from the SUV coughed. With a loud gasp, he slumped against the window.

	The flames were higher now, the heat almost unbearable. The flames would reach the man’s car in moments. Most everyone else was occupied with the children and those who had already managed to exit their cars. One looked toward the SUV but shook his head.

	I couldn’t leave the guy there. Praying no one would see, I raced to his car. Ignoring the burning of my own skin from the heated metal, I yanked the driver’s side door. It was crumpled, stuck, but I kept pulling. Heat began to get to me. Smoke filled my lungs, and I coughed, my vision graying, my heart racing. I was running out of time. Any injuries I received would heal quickly—but only if I didn’t die from smoke inhalation first.

	Finally, somehow, I bent and pulled the right way, creating an opening large enough to reach through. I gripped the man and carefully pulled him toward me, trying to prevent any contact between his body and the scorching metal. He was already severely injured, as best I could tell. He didn’t need more burns on top of it all. “It’s all right,” I said softly. “I’ve got you.”

	No response, but he was breathing. I dragged him out of the car. No longer caring what anyone saw, I carried him away from the flames and smoke and lowered him to the ground beside an older woman whose blouse beneath her open parka was stained with blood.

	“How…” A broad man in flannel and a toque blinked. I looked back at him, and he turned away, evidently deciding his question was best left unasked.

	Lucky for me. Werewolves were forbidden to reveal our existence to humans. I might have been able to brush off how fast I’d run by blaming adrenaline, but there was no easy explanation for how I had torn apart an SUV. A werewolf who told a human we existed, or even caused a human to suspect werewolves were real, was subject to penalty of death.

	Sirens sounded in the distance, and after a minute, lights flashed against the clouds and the falling droplets. I sat on the ground beside the man I’d rescued, ignoring the wetness that seeped through my jeans. Just now, I only cared that he survived.

	I studied him. His eyes were closed in his narrow, pallid face with its slightly pointed chin. A small mole sat just above the right corner of his mouth. His short-cropped hair was a light, sandy color. Something about him seemed familiar. Something about him called to me in a way that felt both comforting and disconcerting.

	If he survived this, I might have the chance to learn more about him. At the moment, all I could do was sit, watch him breathe, and pray.

	First responders arrived. I stood and moved back to give them room to work, hoping no one would bring up the fact that I’d pulled the guy out of his car. No one did. No one even acknowledged my presence. Which was for the best.

	I eavesdropped on the urgent discussions among the responders. It appeared that other than the man I’d rescued, most of the accident victims required minimal treatment. Ambulances arrived to take them to the nearest health centre. The man’s injuries were too severe to be treated at the local centre; as dusk began to fall, a helicopter landed nearby to transport
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