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Chapter 1

	Elijah Harrow hadn't seen the Hollow since he was sixteen. Now, at twenty-six, the town loomed like a bruise on the map of his memory--faded, aching, and still tender to the touch. He remembered the stench of the hollow. A burning sensation that can only be described as a musky smell. Virile.

	His car groaned beneath him as he climbed the winding mountain road, surrounded by dense pine forest that seemed to close in the higher he drove. Dark skies enveloped his beaten down sedan. The sun had already sunk behind the trees, casting the world in twilight blue. He hadn't planned to arrive so late, but part of him had been dragging his feet since he left the city that morning.

	His uncle's death had brought him back--if you could call a terse email with two lines a summons.

	Ezekiel Harrow is gone. The cabin is yours now. Someone needs to settle things.

	You should come back.

	The missive hadn't been signed, but Elijah knew who had sent it.

	* * * *

	It had been years since he last visited the hollow. Many, many, many painful memories stayed in that remote part of Oregon. Memories which he wanted to keep buried.

	Lupin Hollow was a place people left but rarely returned to. He was one of the few who had done both. His stomach knotted as he pulled off the narrow highway and onto a dirt road hemmed in by old-growth trees. The forest was quiet. Too quiet.

	He parked in front of the cabin--Ezekiel's cabin, now his--and turned off the engine. The headlights cut, and the world became shadows. Elijah stepped out. The air smelled like pine needles, cold stone, and something more feral underneath. A sound stirred the silence--a howl in the distance.

	Low. Lonesome. Familiar. Wolves.

	He stood still for a long moment, listening. In Lupin Hollow, wolves weren't just wolves. Everyone knew that. Or, at least, everyone who'd grown up here.

	He reached in his pocket and pulled out a pack of cheap cigars. Like the ones his uncles used to smoke. Not expensive Bolivian donkey-dick cigars for the big city politicians down in Portland--the ones for the working man.

	He could feel the cold autumn air flow over his stubbled cheeks. Taking a drag on the cheap cigar filled him with a sense of home he hadn't felt in a long time. Ten years later he still felt that sick sense of dread as he drifted into the town's limits.

	He took a shaky breath and walked up the creaking steps to the porch. His hand trembled as he reached for the key under the loose floorboard. It was still there.

	Of course it was.

	Inside, the cabin was thick with dust and memories. Moonlight filtered in through the windows, casting beams across a living room frozen in time. An old stone fireplace, a faded armchair, a shelf stacked with books on folklore and lycanthropy.

	Uncle Zeke had always been...intense. Tales of werewolves had infested these parts of the pacific northwest like termites. Hard to get rid of.

	Uncle Zeke took it to another level. When he was a kid, Zeke took him deep into the woods almost every weekend. Teaching him about the ancient blood rituals of the lycanthrope. All the rituals which were a part of their culture...until his dad caught wind of this. That's when all of it stopped.

	He shook that pesky memory away with a smirk. That was why he had left. Now he was back. Who would have thought?

	Elijah dropped his bag by the door and ran his fingers through his hair. "Three days," he told the empty cabin. "I'll clean up, sign whatever paperwork needs signing, and go."

	But even as he said it, a part of him knew he was lying.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 2

	By the second hour after he'd gone to bed, Elijah needed a drink. Not just because of the dust in the cabin, or the ever-present cold in the mountain air--but because of what that air carried. Something was off in Lupin Hollow. The trees whispered at night, the animals moved too quietly, and he kept waking up in a cold sweat with the strange feeling that he wasn't alone. Even when he'd locked every door.

	He told himself it was grief. Or nostalgia. Or maybe just the ghosts of memory. But deep down, he knew better.

	Lupin Hollow had always been strange. And Elijah had once been a part of it--until he ran.

	* * * *

	Downtown was quiet, almost eerily so. The wooden buildings leaned with age. The wind carried a strange stillness, like the town was holding its breath. He passed the diner, the post office, and the little church that had probably never seen more than twenty people at once. Then he saw it.

	The Den.

	It hadn't been here when he left. The bar looked newer than everything else around it--warm lamplight glowing from the inside, condensation on the windows, a wooden sign with a carved wolf's head over the door. It was quiet, alive in a way the rest of the town wasn't. New wasn't an adjective often used to describe the hollow. The coal miner's haven which turned sour when the mine was condemned in 1989 had quickly become abandoned.

	Elijah hesitated, then stepped in.

	The scent hit him immediately--woodsmoke, sweat, whiskey, and something beneath all that. Something animal. Not unpleasant. Familiar in a way that made his skin prickle. Something like aftershave mixed with raw passion.

	The interior was all exposed beams and antler chandeliers. Redneck chic. A couple sat near the fire, whispering. A man at the bar sipped something dark, his back turned. A guitar player strummed a soft, sad tune from a stool in the corner.

	Elijah took a seat at the bar. The bartender, a redheaded woman with a leather vest and tattoos of thorned vines spiraling down both arms, gave him a once-over.

	"Outsider?" she said, not unkindly.

	"I used to live here," Elijah replied, trying to keep his voice even.

	She gave a dry smile. "That's what they all say."

	"Elijah Harrow," he added.

	The smile vanished. "Zeke's nephew?"

	He nodded. The guitar singer continued to croon.

	"I'm Dana," she said, pouring him a bourbon without asking what he wanted. "On the house. Sorry about Zeke."

	"Thanks." He took a sip. It burned perfectly on the way down. A rye, he thought with nothing but bitterness. Something only he drank.

	"He and I weren't exactly close."

	Dana raised an eyebrow. "No one was close to Zeke. But he had his reasons."

	Elijah leaned forward, lowering his voice. "Do you know what he was into?"

	Dana shrugged, polishing a glass. "Zeke read too many old books and talked to too many dogs. That's all I'll say."

	Elijah blinked. "Dogs?"

	She smiled like she knew a joke he didn't. "Something like that."

	Before Elijah could press further, the door creaked open behind him. Cold air slipped into the bar--and with it, a presence that made his spine stiffen.

	He turned.

	A man stepped in, tall and solid, wrapped in a black jacket and dusk-colored jeans. His boots were mud-caked. His hair was wild, falling just past his brow, and his jaw was rough with stubble. He moved like a threat--calm, steady, powerful. The way wolves moved when they knew exactly where they were in the pack.

	And he looked right at Elijah.

	It was like being punched through the chest by memory.
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