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Chapter One: 
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Fascination
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Eyann crouched behind the thick trunk of an ancient oak, his heart pounding in his chest. The dense forest canopy above casted dappled shadows on the forest floor, creating a perfect cover for his clandestine observations. As a Humanologist, Eyann had spent years studying the enigmatic endangered species known as humans, but never had he been so close to one as he was now.

He peered through the foliage, his keen eyes locking onto the figure by the river. 

She was unlike any human he had ever seen. Her thick, curly hair cascaded down her back, and her body, curvy and robust, exuded a primal beauty that captivated him. 

She only wore a tiny triangle of white fabric to cover her exterior mating organs and—oddly—another even smaller tiny triangle above the crevice between her wide, round gluteus muscles; the two pieces of fabric were held together and to her form by minuscule strings. Unlike most human females he’d observed, this particular one wore no garments on the top half of her body. Her breasts, paler than the rest of her skin, were on full display to the midday sun above, as well as to Eyann or anyone else who might happen to pass by on a hike. 

This was the most... free he’d ever witnessed a human... The puzzling species normally were too encumbered by their societal expectations and something they called ‘modesty’. 

Eyann knew he was breaking protocol by getting so close, but he couldn’t help himself. There was something about her that drew him in, something he couldn’t quite explain...

For generations, his people—the Yetis—had visited Earth, a protected preserve for endangered species such as humans. Their mission was to study and understand these perplexing creatures without interfering in their lives. Eyann had always been meticulous in his work, ensuring he remained unseen. But today, his curiosity had gotten the better of him.

As he watched her, the human woman sat by the river, her fingers trailing through the cool water. She seemed lost in thought, a serene expression on her face. 

Eyann’s heart ached with a strange longing. He yearned to understand her, to know what thoughts occupied her primitive mind...

Suddenly, the woman looked up, her bright blue eyes scanning the forest. 

Eyann froze, his breath catching in his throat. 

Had she seen him? 

He remained perfectly still, hoping the shadows would conceal him. 

But then, to his horror, she reached into her hefty bag resting next to her and pulled out a small device—an iPhone, he recognized it from his studies.

The human woman pointed the device in his direction, and Eyann knew he had been caught. 

Panic surged through him. He couldn’t let her capture evidence of his presence. His career—his life’s work—depended on his ability to remain unseen. 

Desperation drove him to step out from behind the tree, his hands raised in a gesture of peace.

“Please,” he said, his voice trembling, speaking the human language known as English, one of many he’d mastered years ago. “Please, you must delete that footage. I-I’m begging. I’ll do anything...”
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Chapter Two: 
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Footage 
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Kelsi’s heart raced as she stared at the creature before her. 

She had obviously heard stories of Yetis, Bigfoot, Sasquatch, the Wood Booger of the Appalachian Regions, where she was from... The Swamp Ape of Florida, where she happened to be vacationing, currently... 

But, like most rational individuals, she had never believed the urban legend to be true. Neither had she ever believed in anything as outlandish as UFO’s, aliens, or little green men... Yet, here standing before her, pleading with her in perfect English, was a creature undeniably all of the above. 

Her mind struggled to process what she was seeing.

The Creature was unlike anything she had ever imagined. His fur was a deep shade of brown, covering his entire body—head to toe—excluding his face and ears, and hands and feet. The fur was extremely thick and long. Kelsi couldn’t imagine he was comfortable in the hot, humid Florida climate. 

He stood more than seven feet tall. Kelsi was not a short woman, by any means—at nearly six feet herself—but, her eyes were at chest level to the creature. 

His feet and hands were disproportionally large compared to even the rest of his hulking body, and his arms slightly too long compared to his legs. His torso was long and thick, plump and robust.  

His face was something between human and ape, but also not of this Earth... Kelsi wasn’t sure what aspect of him, exactly, lent itself to
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