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For Natalie and Matt

Thanks for celebrating with us in Central Park.
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All the books in the Canadian Werewolf series following Michael Andrews—an ex-pat Canadian trying to make his way in the Big Apple while living with the side-effects of lycanthropy—are meant to be read as stand-alone novels.

However, they do follow a sequential timeline.

If this is your first exposure to the series and you’d like to “get caught up” there is a brief “the story so far” landing page for your convenience.

Please note that this summary page contains spoilers. Plenty of spoilers.

markleslie.ca/canadianwerewolfthestorysofar/
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“You’ve always been a werewolf, Michael. You were born a werewolf.”

Dr. Laurier’s words echoed repeatedly through my skull like a song lyric that you just can’t shake—an earworm burrowing deeper with every single repetition.

I sat on the worn leather couch in my apartment at the Algonquin Hotel, staring at the wall without really seeing it.

The late afternoon sun slanted through the window, casting long shadows across the floor. I found myself staring at them with an acute awareness I had possessed since my first days in this city back in 2003. During this time of the month of the moon’s phase—tonight the Waning Gibbous moon would be at 98% intensity—I needed to be vigilant about how many hours remained until sunset. And today, I knew, the sunset would come at 7:16 pm, giving me roughly two and a half hours before I lost control.

Or would I?

I’d only recently found out, thanks to a therapist I’d spent the past week with, that the moon wasn’t in control of my changes, like I’d believed since I first metamorphosed into a six-foot-long gray wolf.

No, I was in charge.

I was in control of it.

Supposedly.

According to Dr. Laurier, I could change at will. The moon had never controlled me—not really. It was all in my head. The psychosomatic effect of all these years of my misunderstanding and my conditioning, my believing the lie that some external force dictated when the wolf emerged, was what caused that to happen.

But knowing something intellectually and being able to change your long-held beliefs were two very different things.

And ever since I first changed into a wolf—at least since I could remember transforming into a wolf—I’ve believed that the moon controlled my changes.

I’d learned a lot more about myself in the past week than I had for these past...fourteen years. Wow. It had been fourteen years since I had moved to New York City. And fourteen years since I’d started turning into a wolf during every phase of the moon that surpassed 80%.

Normally, my human consciousness would recede into the darkness when I went into wolf form. And I’d have virtually no memory of my time running around on all fours and howling at the moon; except, perhaps, for teasing glimpses, scents, sounds that occasionally infiltrated my hominid mind.

I’d believed for all these years that the pain of my flesh and bones undergoing such a dramatic biological and physiological change would have been excruciatingly painful. And perhaps that was why my mind had blocked the whole thing out.

Typically, I’d black out and have no memory of the roughly fifteen minutes or so before I transformed into wolf form.

I’d often wondered if the wolf himself experienced a similar blankness and confusion before he changed back into my human form. If he even knew that there were times of the day when he wasn’t a wolf—when he himself turned into a human.

Except, just the other day I’d been him, and he’d been me. We’d been the same—almost—in mind and body. Our consciousnesses had been operating together.

Unlike other transformations over the years, I remembered the encounter and chase with Vlad, the vampire. I remembered it all, both from my human and wolf form.

That had been a first for me.

Or had it?

What was it from my past that I’d blocked out?

At least until that wolf attack in upstate New York back in the summer of 2003. 

“Yer brooding again,” Ellie said from beside me, startling me back out of my ruminating. She was sitting so close that her shoulder was touching mine. I’d only just met her about a week earlier. And yet I felt an uncanny connection to her that went beyond mere friendship, beyond something as foundational as love. We’d bonded, we’d connected, and I trusted her completely and fully.

In fact, she was such a comforting presence that it was easy for me to slip into my meandering musings. Like that comfortable silence you can enjoy with someone with whom you have the longest-term intimate relationships.

Ellie and I had arrived in New York City a little over an hour ago. We decided, in an almost unspoken way, that we’d be doing this introspective past-searching journey together, so when we arrived in Manhattan at the front of the Algonquin Hotel where I lived, she got out of the car with me without saying a word, and we hauled our bags up to my place.

Sure, she’d likely need to return to her home in New Jersey to collect some belongings; but it was decided, almost subconsciously, that we’d remain together. That we’d look into our separate pasts together.

I needed her. And she sensed that. We’d shared so much with one another this past week, and we weren’t done further strengthening that special connection. I suspect, also, that she needed me; even though it truly felt as if I hadn’t provided her with nearly as many of the benefits that she offered to me. I suppose good friendships, powerful relationships always felt something like that.

So, she’d come up, and after we dropped off our bags, she announced that she needed to shower to wake up and also freshen up from the trip. I’d shown her the facilities and left her to it.

While she was finishing getting dressed, I’d put on some tea for us—I somehow knew, without asking, that she would rather have chamomile tea instead of coffee—and, cradling our mugs, we’d sat beside one another on the couch.

Though she had showered, I could still catch the cinnamon-like base note that seemed to be part of her faerie nature. And layered over it was something else—something I had noticed during our week at the retreat but perhaps didn’t fully understand until now.

With most people I didn’t know, reading their emotional scents was akin to catching a whiff of perfume from across a room. It was slightly distant and impersonal. It was information without intimacy. But with Ellie, it was different. Her emotions came through with a clarity and depth I’d never experienced with anyone else—not even Gail, the woman I loved more than anyone in my entire life.

But Gail was gone from my life. Again. And though the loss still burned a deep hole in my heart, I was beginning to come to terms with the fact that she might be gone for a really long time.

I could sense the warm amber notes of Ellie’s concern for me, threaded through with something softer, almost familial. A protectiveness that felt less like friendship and more like...I struggled in trying to come up with a word for it. Something older. Something deeper.

Sure, I loved Ellie. But not in the same way I loved Gail. Love was not...I remembered the way Del Griffith had put it in the movie Planes, Trains and Automobiles when talking about his wife...love was not a big enough word.

Her heartbeat was so comforting, too. And as natural to me as the beat of my own heart. I could hear it now, steady and calm, and it resonated with something in my own chest in a way I couldn’t explain. Like two instruments tuned to the same key.

“I am?” I responded.

“Aye. Yer brooding alright.” Her voice carried that soft Irish lilt that I’d grown so fond of over the past week. “I can practically hear the gears grinding away in that noggin of yours, so I can.”

“I’m not brooding. I’m...processing.”

“Ah sure, that’s a fancy word for brooding if I ever heard one, don’t ya know.” She pointed toward the window. “And for watching the sun like it owes you money.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.

“The sunset is in less than three hours.”

“I know.” She put down her mug of tea and shifted on the couch to face me. Her face scrunched in that adorable fashion I so admired—the concern wasn’t just in her scent, it was right there on her face—and she focused on me with those beautiful dark eyes I’d stared at so often in the past week.

She was gorgeous. Her still-damp pixie cut hair, and facial structure again reminded me of Halle Berry at the Oscars a few years back when she won Best Actress. It still surprised me that though I took great pleasure in just looking at her, the admiration never came with anything as base as lust or desire.

Like I’d said, there was something deeper there between us; and I couldn’t figure out what it was. But I was still drawn to it, and to her, in such a profound way.

Ellie took my right hand in her own, our fingers interlocking in the way we’d done so many times in the past week. Slowly, her thumb began to rotate around mine. It was the mystical dance of our fingers; or at least that’s what we’d jokingly started calling it.

“Listen to me,” Ellie said as my eyes fell from her captivating eyes and to the rhythmic path of our orbiting digits. “You heard what Dr. Laurier said, ya? The moon doesn’t control you. And it never did.”

“I know what he said. But knowing and doing are completely different things. I’ve spent the past fourteen years believing the moon controlled me. That the moon owned me. I can’t just switch that off.”

“You controlled it at the retreat, didn’t ya?”

“But I’m not there any longer. I’m back here, in the city where I first turned into a wolf. Where I first lost control of my humanity.”

“That scares you, ya?”

“I’m terrified, Ellie.”

Her emotional scent shifted—the concern deepening, but warming too, like honey stirred into tea. I caught hints of her own uncertainty beneath it, her own questions about what came next. But over all of it was a fierce, unwavering current of loyalty. Of I’m not going anywhere.

And I believed that unspoken statement. Right through to my very bones.

“I’m with you,” she said.

“I know.”

“C’mere to me,” she said, lacing the fingers of her left hand into mine, then began twirling her thumb around mine. “Tell me about when it first happened.”

It was an odd, deeper intimacy. We’d never performed our finger dance with both hands before. I felt myself being pulled tighter into the warm embrace of Ellie’s orbit.

“You know the way I tell stories,” I said, laughing slightly. “I go on and on. I meander.”

“You do,” she grinned. “And that’s okay. It’s me.”

I let out another long breath. 

“C’mon Michael. Tell me about it. About the attack. About the beginning. Tell me how you knew, how you learned. Tell me all of it.”

“It’s a hell of a long story.”

“We’ve got time, ya?” Her thumbs continued their mesmerizing circular route as she nodded her head toward the window where I’d been tracking the sun. “Well, a few hours anyway.”

There was something mischievous in the way she said it. Gallows humor? I appreciated that about her. She didn’t pretend the situation wasn’t what it was.

I thought about all the times I’d almost told this story to Gail in those quiet moments when the weight of my secrets felt crushing. I’d wanted to tell Gail this when we’d first met. And even years later, after she admitted that she knew about my wolf nature and was someone I’d trusted completely with knowing who and what I was, I’d never shared the details of this.

Even with Lex, whom I’d connected with and fallen in love with so quickly, so easily, so comfortably; I hadn’t told her any of this, either.

I hadn’t told anyone. Sure, Gail had heard snippets of it over the years. She’d heard more than anyone.

But she hadn’t heard all of it. Not from the beginning.

“I’ve never told anyone this,” I admitted. “The complete story, I mean. Not even Gail.”

Ellie’s thumbs paused in their orbiting for the briefest of moments before resuming. Her scent shifted again. It was the flicker of something bittersweet, like she understood exactly what it meant to carry secrets that were too heavy to share. “Then maybe it’s time you did, boyo. Before...” She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to.

Outside, the sounds of my adopted home of Manhattan provided a comforting and familiar backdrop. Taxis honked, sirens wailed in the distance, and animated voices filled the endless concrete and steel canyons. It was the endless heartbeat of the city that never sleeps. A city I’d dreamed about since I was a kid reading Spider-Man comics in my bedroom in that small town in mid-Northern Ontario.

The city I now called home.

The city that had both made me and broken me.

“It was June 2003,” I began, and the words felt strange in my mouth—like finally something was being released that had been locked away for much longer than a mere fourteen years. “I was twenty-two years old, fresh out of university—Carleton University in Ottawa  — and I was hitchhiking to New York City to continue my journey as a writer. To finally become the independent person I’d always wanted to be.”

Ellie squeezed both of my hands gently, and I caught the scent of her encouragement. It was bright and clear, like the morning sunshine coming through the leaves that I sometimes experienced when I woke in Central Park in human form.

It was also the strangest thing. I’d spent the past fourteen years learning to read people through their emotive scents. But never once had it felt like this—like coming home.

And so, for the first time in my life—with the afternoon sun slowly making its way toward the horizon, and the heart of the wolf stirring in anticipation in my chest—I told another person the whole story. 
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A number of things happened almost instantaneously as the wolf lunged at me from out of nowhere.

Well, not nowhere, exactly. I saw where it had come from. But it shot out of the woods to my right so fast that it felt as if it had materialized out of thin air.

This predator was a stealthy stalker.

The forested area on the side of the highway inclined several feet, giving the attacking creature a higher ground launching pad advantage—not that it needed any more of an advantage than it already had.

As I screeched in alarm, time seemed to slow to a crawl, allowing me what felt like an eternity to admire the sleek, lean, yet muscular build of the beautiful and deadly predator as it sailed through the air. I had never seen a wolf up close before and was awestruck by its powerful build.

Interestingly enough, none of the aforementioned things that happened was my life flashing before my eyes—despite the visual evidence that was presented.

Instead, internally, an odd layer of three thoughts struck me simultaneously as I was admiring the magnificent deadly beauty of the attacking wolf.

They were:

Now I’ll never get to see New York.

Was that the sound of my laptop crunching as I hit the ground?

This is the end.

That third layer of thought was the most powerful of the three, of course, and it was punctuated by a bright light that hit my eyes before the wolf reached me.

Like I mentioned, time seemed to stand still, allowing me the opportunity to layer several additional rapid-fire questions as to what was happening.

How could the “light at the end” be coming before I even felt the wolf hit me?

Was I already dead? Had I died from fear and shock the second I spotted the wolf lunging at me?

Was that annoying high-pitched scream echoing through the night air actually coming from me?

Could the warmth I felt spreading through my crotch mean that I’d just wet myself?

How embarrassing would that be when they discovered my half-eaten body on the side of this lonely stretch of highway?

The flash of light, of course, wasn’t the proverbial light at the end of the tunnel signaling the shucking off of my mortal coil. It was the headlights of an approaching car that came barreling around the corner.

And those lights must also have distracted the wolf in mid-leap. Heck, maybe my dog-whistle-pitched cry of fear played a small role in it too.

Because as I was turning hopelessly away and raising my left arm up as if that might actually do any good in protecting me, the wolf also seemed to twist at the last second, attempting to abort the attack.

Its paws hit me high on the chest, and the wolf’s fangs penetrated the skin of my forearm, easily slicing through the fabric of my sleeve.

As I fell backwards onto the blacktop of the highway, the wolf unclamped its mouth from the hold it had on my arm and bounded off across the highway to the sound of squealing brakes.

I lay on the asphalt unmoving, my backpack making me feel like an overturned turtle. The only things coming to me were my breathing—I was hyperventilating—and the clunking sound of the engine of the car that had stopped just a few feet in front of me.

The next thing I knew, there was a man standing over me who looked like little pieces of Lou Costello, Buddy Hackett and John Candy all rolled into one. Since I’d believed that all three of those actors/comedians were dead—Hackett actually died a little later that same month—I absurdly wondered if he was here to welcome me to the afterlife.

“What in tarnation are you doing laying across the middle of the highway in the dead of the night? I almost crushed your head like a melon.”

Tarnation? I thought. Who the heck uses the word tarnation anymore? Maybe I was dead, and this guy was some absurd compilation of three dead comedians I had admired come to welcome me through the pearly gates.

“Hey,” the man said, snapping the fingers on his right hand a few inches in front of my face. “Can you hear me? I mean, your eyes are moving, you seem to be looking at me, but it’s like you’re not all there. I can’t smell any alcohol on you, so you’re not drunk. And you’re not dressed like a homeless person. Are you perhaps drugged out of your mind?”

My breathing was starting to slow down, but I still wasn’t able to say anything.

He raised three digits a few inches away from my face. “How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Wolf,” I said, between rapid breaths.

A strange look came over his face. “That’s not even a number. Oh geez, you must be strung out on LSD or something.” He leaned down and grabbed the top of my shoulder with his right hand and grabbed my right forearm with his left. “Let’s try to get you up. Get some water into you.”

He pulled me up into a sitting position, and from there helped me get to my feet. I bent over, my hands on my legs above my knees. My breathing was still rapid, but I managed to get it under control enough to say a few words.

“Wolf,” I said. “Did you see the wolf?”

“Son,” the man said. “Just take another deep breath. There’s no wolf here. Just me, you, my car, and that full moon.” There was a bit of a pause, and he let out a long breath. “Ah, the full moon. That’s it.

“It is the very error of the moon,” he said, putting on a slight British accent. “She comes more nearer earth than she was wont and makes men mad. Shakespeare wrote that. It’s from Othello. And he’s not the first or last to share the effect that the moon can have on stirring up emotions, provoking bizarre actions and behavior, or even causing physical illness.

“The term ‘lunatic’ after all, which is derived from the Latin term ‘luna’ which means moon, was used to describe a type of insanity that was supposedly dependent upon the phases of the moon.

“Not that I’m saying you are a lunatic, my friend. Heck, I don’t even know anything about you, apart from your penchant for laying on the highway in the middle of the night. And scientists have disproven the belief that the full moon causes mini gravitational tide-like disturbances in the water content of our brains, but that’s not to discredit the power of suggestion and long-held superstitions. Just sayin’ maybe the moon is having a bit of an effect on you.”

As my breath was starting to come back to me, I was trying to figure out how it was even possible for a person to talk so much. This guy was a non-stop stream of verbal diarrhea. Why wasn’t he out of breath?

I lifted my left arm to show him where the wolf’s teeth had torn through the sleeve of my thin jacket. There was minimal blood—the predator’s teeth had only just broken the skin enough to leave two lines of six parallel blood-laced dimples on the top and bottom of my forearm—but it helped pause his monologue long enough for me to get a few words in.

“Just before your car appeared around the corner,” I said, “a wolf leaped out from the forest on the side of the highway, attacking me. Your vehicle must have scared him off, because this is all he did to me.”

“Pretty scary,” he said, and there was a long pause before he spoke again. “I’m Buddy.” He offered his right hand.

I stuck out my own right hand, and we shook.

“I’m Michael.”

“Which way were you heading before the attack?”

“New York City.”

Buddy walked around to the passenger side of the car, an early 1990s silver four-door Chrysler LeBaron, opened the door to remove a briefcase from the seat and tossed it into the back.

“Hop in, Michael,” he said, gesturing for me to step into the car. “Sounds like I came along just in the nick of time for you.”

I slipped my backpack off and placed it in the back seat beside the briefcase, and before getting into the front, took a deep breath and looked out towards the blackness of the woods that lined the side of the highway. I wondered where that wolf had gone and where it had come from. And also, why had it decided to attack me?
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