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        "This dark, contemporary fairy tale weaves together Hansel and Gretel, The Blair Witch Project, and Get Out, and to create an unsettling, moving, and haunting story."

        RICHARD THOMAS, AUTHOR OF DISINTEGRATION, AND BREAKER (THRILLER NOMINEE)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Cats of the Pacific Northwest is a surreal journey that'll captivate you and make you follow its every word—until it's fully under your skin."

        EVE HARMS, AUTHOR OF TRANSMUTED

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Lean without sacrificing gravity and as deftly written as any King thriller, Joe's concocted a taut little neo-fairy tale that had me jealous about the creatures in my own work. I could feel the rain and hear the screams."

        S. A. HUNT AUTHOR OF BURN THE DARK

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Donley gives us a surreal, nightmarish modern fairy-tale with claws and teeth and horrific bite where no one lives happily ever after."

        BOB PASTORELLA, CO-HOST OF THIS IS HORROR PODCAST, AUTHOR OF MOJO RISING AND THEY'RE WATCHING (WITH MICHAEL DAVID WILSON)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “’Hansel and Gretel’ meets Lovecraft’s ‘The Cats of Ulthar’ in backwoods Washington.”

        SOLOMON FORSE, FOUNDER OF THE HOWL SOCIETY

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "Thanks to Donley, I'll have to look at my cats with a raised eyebrow from now on. Cats of the Pacific Northwest is unnerving and has visuals that will creep up your brain stem in the dead of night."

        SHANE HAWK, AUTHOR OF ANOKA

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “J.W. Donley coaxes you to the edge of the dark forest, through ravenous brambles and under the low brush to the black heart of the woods; the ever-hungry place that was never meant for men to see. Then he sods off and leaves you to fend for yourself.”

        MYK PILGRIM, AUTHOR OF A FISH DOESN’T KNOW, AND CO-HOST OF DEADFLICKS HORROR PODCAST

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Creepy and disquieting, CATS OF THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST is written with a sinister lyricism that seeps the story in a compelling atmosphere of horror and magic. I won't be forgetting this one soon!”

        CASSIE DALEY, ILLUSTRATOR, WRITER, PODCASTER AT LET’S GET GALACTIC
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      For my wife Melissa, who supports me through all of my crazy endeavors.
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      Daniel fails to find a stream after a fifth morning searching the dense forest surrounding their leaky tent. Running water leads away from the center of the Olympic Rainforest; Highway 101 and civilization waits somewhere between the mountains and the Pacific Ocean.

      Emma stayed behind to conserve energy and listen for others traipsing through the backcountry. Hopefully, anyone else daring enough to trek out here during the winter season would have a functioning GPS or could at least point them back to the trail.

      Daniel returns to camp, his growling stomach announcing his arrival. Emma holds a plate-sized leaf with frilled edges from the nearby undergrowth.

      “Don’t eat that,” says Daniel. “We don’t know if it’s safe.”

      She shrugs and takes a large bite and swallows before Daniel tears the rest from her hands.

      She grimaces against the taste.

      “I need to eat,” she says with the half-chewed leaf littering her tongue and teeth like a decade’s worth of stuck spinach. “The food’s been gone for four days.”

      “What if it’s poisonous?”

      Emma shrugs again, this time staring at him in defiance as he tosses the remnants of her leaf behind the tent.

      Daniel worries about her thinning appearance. She was petite to begin with, eating mostly vegetarian fare and well-practiced in yoga. But now her damp clothing hangs like the Spanish moss of the surrounding forest. Her small collection of piercings and tattoos look somewhat out of place out here in the wild. After almost two weeks lost in the forest, her musculature is losing definition and she can hardly lift her hiking pack.

      “Get some rest, I’ll go look again for any sign of a trail or stream.”

      “Yes, Mr. Woodsman.” Her voice is scathing. “Use those backcountry skills of yours and get us out of here.” She crawls back into the tent and pulls a sleeping bag around her neck.

      “You know what? We wouldn’t be in this mess if you hadn’t insisted we continue this little adventure without the GPS.”

      With a surprise surge of energy, she throws the sleeping bag aside and sits up. She jabs an accusatory finger into his chest.

      “We wouldn’t be in this mess if you hadn’t dropped the fucking GPS! Don’t you dare try and blame this on me.”

      She glares into his eyes, her finger still pressed into his sternum.

      Daniel tries to meet her hard stare but fails. He turns away to scout the surrounding area.
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      The week before the trip, Daniel spent an evening bar hopping with Emma in the U-District. Daniel, a well-groomed third-year computer science major from the upper Midwest, had been dating Emma for a few months. They were celebrating another completed semester and had already developed a comfortable buzz after a few drinks at The Kraken Lounge. Emma wore her skull-patterned purple and black yoga pants and her red rain jacket over the t-shirt for one of the multitudes of local punk bands. Daniel had on his UW pullover hoodie and the pair of jeans that always seemed to get Emma pinching his butt.

      En route to the next watering hole, Daniel and Emma trekked along the night streets beneath a crack wending between the tops of the U-District buildings. The neons and yellows from provocative signs and streetlights illuminated the low-hanging clouds. Scraps of fliers shorn from overcrowded lampposts littered the sidewalks. Some advertised car insurance, others, local bands playing at dives, and still others showcased a myriad of scantily clad escorts. The winter rainy season doesn’t surfeit Seattle’s hunger for vice.

      As they approached Benny’s Brewhaus, a bar hidden in a recessed storefront beneath a pile of office space and pricey condos, a pair of feral black cats darted across the sidewalk in front of them. Daniel’s foot came down on one of their paws with a crunch.

      The cat yowled.

      “Oh, shit!” Daniel yelled. The cat turned and hissed, then swiped its claws at Daniel, hooking into his pant leg. Another growl emanated from the little black beast. It only had one eye, the empty socket weeping viscous tears down its face.

      Daniel kicked his leg, attempting to fling the ferocious feline from his pant leg, then steadied himself in Emma’s grasp. Finally, the cat retracted its claws and limped after its companion into a nearby alley. Hisses and spits faded as they continued to fight deep into the night.

      “Poor cat. You broke its paw,” said Emma, though her worry didn’t seem sincere.

      “Yeah. I think so. Thing just jumped out in front of me. Should we track it down and see if it’s okay?”

      Emma yanked on his arm to help him get away from the cat. “This town’s full of feral cats. What’s one less?”

      This rankled Daniel, but he didn’t think much of it before a raspy voice broke out from the alley.

      “Nice ass.” The cherry end of a burning cigarette flared in the shadows. A man, a full head taller than Daniel, stepped into the light, ogling Emma. He wore a denim jacket over a dingy white button up. His hair was thin and patchy in places, like chunks had been torn out in the past. “I can show you a good time, just gotta ditch that dud of a boy ya got there.”

      Emma weakly pulled on Daniel. Did she want him to stand up for her honor? Or does she
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