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	Chapter 1

	 

	Nick

	 

	The last stretch of the climb was over a jumble of boulders. I could see the fire lookout above—a small wooden building perched on the boulders at the summit of Mount Pilchuck. That was my destination.

	The hike was short but steep, and my pack was heavy with overnight gear. I liked hikes to be hard—steep enough to make my calves burn and drive all thoughts out of my head. I have ADHD, and my brain is constantly racing, but strenuous exercise and the quiet of nature help. The sun hung low on the horizon; night was not far off. I wanted to watch tomorrow’s sunrise from the fire lookout. I’d even packed a bottle of lube so I could really enjoy myself—something about the fresh air and sweat on my skin always got me horny, and jacking off in the fire lookout sounded like a great way to spend the night.

	There was a short ladder leading from the boulders to the deck that rings the lookout; I climbed it and went through the door into the one-room building. I immediately saw I was not alone in the shelter; not a surprise since it’s a popular destination. A pack sat on the floor, and through the wide windows I saw a redheaded woman on the other side of the deck. What did surprise me was that a sleeping bag was spread out next to the pack. Apparently, I wasn’t the only one with the idea to spend the night.

	The woman turned to look at me and I gave a friendly wave, then set down my pack, instantly feeling lighter. I stretched my arms into the air with a yawn. My shirt rode up over my abs. Although steep, the climb hadn’t been too bad since I went hiking in the Cascades most every weekend. My calves were muscular and my shoulders strong from my favorite hobby. I pulled the hair band that kept my hair in a manbun and shook out my long toffee-colored hair. I noticed the redhead was still looking at me through the window.

	I went out to the balcony to take in the amazing view–mountains in every direction under a denim blue sky. The wind whipped my hair around.

	“See any bigfoots on your way up here?” said the woman.

	I laughed. “I wish. Did you?”

	She was probably only a little older than me–I’m twenty-eight–and her orange hair was braided down her back. She was covered in cute freckles, and the sun caught in her hazel eyes. She was wearing khaki shorts and a short-sleeved button-up shirt, nothing like the moisture-wicking polyester activewear I had on. She looked like an explorer on safari.

	“No. I saw a trail report claiming bigfoot was seen here last weekend,” she said. “I had to come to see for myself.”

	“I’ve been up and down the Cascades, both on foot and on bike,” I said. “But I can’t say I’ve met the big guy personally.” I’d heard these reports now and then–if you live in the Pacific Northwest, you know at least one person who swears they’ve seen bigfoot–but I always figured it was just people jumping at shadows. Sometimes, though, when I was out in the woods by myself, I felt like there were eyes watching me. Honestly, the idea of a giant ape-man spying on me while I set up camp or skinny-dipped in a mountain lake was kind of exciting.
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