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Lana sliced through the dense undergrowth
with her fifteen-inch blade, chopping off the wide leaves and
prickly plants that impeded the path ahead. Her machete had seen
about as many exotic environments as the owner who wielded it, and
even its dulled edge and faded steel did not hinder its
effectiveness in clearing a suitable walkway through the muddy
soil.

At a clearing in the canopy, Lana paused and
held the blade at her side, letting the afternoon sunrays wash over
her sweat-covered body. The journey into the rainforest had began
more than an hour ago, and now she stood still, exhaling deeply as
her arm tired from all the swinging. Her legs ached from climbing
rocky hills and trudging through knee-deep swaths of mud, but there
wasn't any time to sit down and rest.

Lana's outfit had taken a beating on the
journey, and the filthy blue tank top clung to her torso with the
adhesive of sweat and dirt that littered the fabric. Much like the
machete, it had been with her through the best and worst of times,
and going out into the wilderness without it never crossed her
mind. It was a part of her, just like the shortly cropped cargo
shorts and the Heckler & Koch USP Match pistol that was
holstered on her belt. Guns weren't usually needed on treks into
the rainforests, but she never knew when she might need a firearm.
Sometimes, it wasn't just the animals or poisonous plants out here
to disrupt her survival chances.

"Stopping to take in the view?" Greg asked,
following the female adventurer's tracks and standing by her side.
"Or are you just getting old?"

"Just relaxing," Lana assured the man.

Greg was an old friend of her late father,
and a frequent companion on his adventures around the globe. He
didn't normally go out with Lana on such expeditions, especially
when they were more centered around uncovering ancient tombs and
searching for old relics of long lost civilizations. He just wasn't
into that stuff anymore. Today's adventure had a different tone
altogether.

"Why must you wear shorts like that?
Mosquitoes will have at you before the sun is even close to going
down. You'll be mistaken for having chickenpox after they're done
with you."

Lana batted away a flying insect from her
face. "Let them. Little buggers like those are the least of my
worries."

Greg knelt down amidst a groan and looked
over the soil, searching for the foot tracks that had apparently
stopped a few yards before where the two were standing. "I don't
see any more of them."

"Rains. Animals. It could be anything as to
why they suddenly disappeared. Come on." She urged the man to
follow her deeper into the jungle. "Let's keep a move on and see if
we can find any more."

Greg adjusted his spectacles and followed the
woman, although the mysterious disappearance of the trail still had
his thoughts in a pretzel. It didn't make sense how they abruptly
ended; it was like the women had suddenly been yanked up from the
earth and carried away by something that didn't leave a trail.
Either that, or that something was diligent on hiding its
tracks.

"How many so far?"

"Seven," Lana replied, recollecting the
missing women that the tribe leader had mentioned. "As far as they
know. Could have been more. The population isn't really tallied all
that well around here." She violently lashed out at a plant in
front of her.

"No sign? Just vanished?"

"You saw the tracks." Lana grunted with
another swing. "They tell the same story. Those footprints won't
tell us the answers, though."

"All seven of them came to this same
area."

Lana lifted the hem of her top and wiped her
forehead before continuing onward. "That's right."

"Just making sure I got my story straight.
All of them came here looking for a particular kind of plant."

"Pentadiplandra brazzeana." Lana's
experienced tongue pronounced the words to perfection. She then
pulled out her phone and showed her companion an example picture.
"It's not the plant itself, but the berries that grow on the plant.
The fruit is a popular item among the tribes, not only of the
humans but the local apes as well."

"You know, when I came to meet you down here,
I thought we'd be having a nice meal in a fancy hotel, or drinking
that wine I brought all the way from England. Don't tell me you
plan on wasting it."

Lana turned on her boots and grinned with a
glimmer in her eye. "I won't pass up the opportunity for a nice
beverage every now and then. Besides, I didn't intend to drag you
out here. You insisted on coming out here with me."

"Of course. I couldn't imagine you being out
here by yourself."

"I've been all over the world," Lana's voice
strained. "This is hardly the worst thing I've gone through. In
fact, I feel at home in the jungle. It's not a problem for me at
all."

Greg readjusted his perspective. "Well, maybe
I just wanted some exercise. It's been a while since I've been out
and about like this. A good hike does the old soul well, as I
always like to say."

"The young soul likes it, too, you know."

"Is that what you say when you strap that gun
around your waist and stock up on long blades? I think you're out
here looking for more than a walk."

He was right, although Lana never explicitly
said that to anyone. The unexplored deserts and wildernesses would
have been enough to excite the average adventurer, but Lana could
hardly be categorized as such. She did enjoy searching for
undiscovered treasure and seeking for ruins left behind from
centuries of weathering and neglect, but there was more than just
that. Something that she couldn't quite put into words, other than
the fact that it was liberating. Being out here offered her a
freedom that nothing else could, and barely anyone else understood
her. She was part-explorer, just like her father, but also an
thrill-seeker looking for new mountains to climb and claustrophobic
caves to get herself stuck in.

"I just want to be prepared."

"Prepared for what? You're the strangest
person I've ever known, and also the one I know the most."

Greg's speculative conversation wasn't
helping Lana focus on the mystery of the missing tribe women, and
her urgency to continue forward into the jungle ended the talk for
the time being. She knew it'd start up again later if nothing of
interest had happened.

After the short clearing, the forest became
so crowded that the two could barely squeeze through the tightly
packed tree trunks and overabundant shrubs that were too thick for
the machete to cut through. Nevertheless, the two pushed forward
towards the area where the sweet berries were marked on the
map.

Once through the dense undergrowth, Lana
fanned her shirt to relieve herself of the humidity and took a sip
from her canteen. The water wasn't as cold as it had been to start
the trek, but the liquid was still equally refreshing. She offered
the refreshment to Greg, but he was busy sipping from his own.

"Strange," he mumbled after a pause and rest
against a large trunk.

"What is it?"

"You know, I haven't seen any apes around
these parts, or any monkeys at all."

"You're probably scaring them away," Lana
grinned mischievously.

"Listen. Do you hear any of them?"

She did as the man asked, but only the sounds
of squawking birds and the buzzing of annoying mosquitoes entered
her ears. It was such a minor observation, but Lana did have to
admit that it was rather odd not to be hearing the noises of their
primate cousins.

"Usually they're out here yelling up a
storm," Greg said.

Lana's eyes scoured the surroundings for the
black hairy shapes but saw no trace. Likewise, the tree branches
and limbs were devoid of the smaller chimpanzees, which were
usually quite vocal about the presence of two humans walking
through a strange environment.

"You know, now that you mention it, I haven't
seen a single one at all. Nor have I heard them. I mean, I wasn't
thinking about it at the time, so there might have been some
earlier on. Could it mean something?"

Greg grabbed his walking stick and placed it
forward, continuing onward. "Just an observation. Probably
nothing."

Her companion may have been a couple of
decades older, but Lana had never known him to be senile. He was
still an able explorer and a man of much more knowledge than she
was, even if the grays of old age had started to creep in along his
hair and that wispy, unkempt beard of his. She had thought about
slicing it off with her machete when he wasn't looking, but he'd
probably be more upset with the lack of restrain with using her
blade more than the loss of facial hair. That thought made her
chuckle before returning to the northward objective.

Another mile came and went before the two
stopped and compared their global positioning on the phone to the
rudimentary map that the tribe leader had supplied. Based on the
proximity of a nearby river that crossed from west to east not but
a few more miles ahead, Lana guessed that they were nearing the
primary source for the sweet berries desired by the tribesmen.
Though never tasting the fruit for herself, she had to guess that
they were quite savory based on how far away they grew from the
village; maybe she'd have some for herself after solving whatever
mystery abduction was happening to the women.

At the conclusion of a few more yards, Greg
suddenly threw his hand out and caused Lana to stop in her tracks.
"Wait. Do you see that?"

The female adventurer looked ahead, unsure of
what the man was referring to. "What?"

"Up there."

Lana's gaze followed the man's finger to a
grey figure obscured by plants and vines in the distance. At first
she thought it was just some rocky cliff exposed in the greenery,
but more careful observation revealed it to be something not
constructed by the winds and rain. It was a statue.

"Do you know of any ruins in this area?"

Lana thought for a moment and then shook her
head. "Tribes have been living around here for centuries, but there
isn't much from ancient civilizations. Much of the locals still
live in the same way that they did hundreds of years ago, with
slight technological advances. Unless you're going far enough back
to talk about the Kingdom of Kongo. I don't really know much about
them."

Greg wiped his glasses and looked ahead,
focusing on the strange construction that appeared to be a few
stories tall. "Did they build statues?"

"You know, I'm not a walking encyclopedia. I
know a lot, but not that much." Lana put her hands on her
hips. "Frankly, it beats the hell out of me."

"Come on. Let's check it out." Greg motioned
forward, and the two removed themselves from the obstruction of
shadows and tall trees and neared the weird sight up ahead.

The stone structure was more than twenty feet
tall by Lana's estimation, although much of it had been worn away
from hundreds of years of natural abuse. Initially, she predicted
the thing to be in the shape of a man from its humanoid appearance
several yards away, but up close she realized it wasn't a person at
all. It was formed in the shape of an ape. Not just an ape, but an
anatomically correct one at that. Just like the rest of its
body, the stone genitals were enlarged to be proportional, a few
feet long and nearly a foot thick. They were quite detailed too,
enough to arouse the suspicion of both pairs of eyes.

Greg opened his mouth to share some insight.
"Looks like whoever built this worshipped King Kong, or just
some special ape that deserved recognition over the rest."

"More like King Dong," Lana smirked.
Though an ape statue was unusual on its own, the fact that it had
such a meticulously crafted penis and testicles was by far the
strangest thing. She couldn't think of any native tribe that looked
to primates as a sort of deity race. Maybe there was more to it
than that. Perhaps some more research later would provide better
understanding.

"It has to be several hundred years old,"
Greg affirmed, holding his hand over his brow as he looked up
towards the face of the stone creature. A large chunk of the jaw
was missing, and diligent vines had surrounded most of the right
upper arm and elbow. Several smaller ruts had developed all along
the torso as well, giving the statuesque ape a well-worn
appearance. The stone itself was still in fair condition, save for
the intermittent cracks that adorned the entire body. There was no
telling how heavy the whole thing was, or if the entirety of it was
made from one piece.

At the bottom, the ape sat cross-legged atop
a rectangular base that was a couple of feet high and made out of
the same type of rock. Lana searched around it looking for any type
of scriptures or carvings to hint at the history of the thing, but
she found nothing along the slab. The only thing she did find was a
large centipede crawling from underneath one of the legs, startling
her.

Meanwhile, Greg had his phone out and was
taking pictures from all sides. "Might as well while we're here,"
he said. "No idea when we'll get to come back to this place again,
or if anyone else has seen anything like this. Maybe someone back
at the institute knows something about it."

Lana nodded silently, understanding that the
London Archaeological Research Association always had a curiosity
for things like this, as well as the discoveries made by her
father. She had avoided them after his death and preferred to do
things on her own, but Greg still had ties with some of the
personnel. It would make for an interesting find for sure, although
she'd be long gone before the geeky men in lab coats came to
inspect this place.

"Are you going to take a picture of his
genitals, too?"

Greg removed his stare from the display
screen on the phone and turned to his companion. "Okay. I know that
look in your eye when I see it. Something's trying to work itself
into that brain of yours."

Lana crossed her arms and cocked her hip to
the side, not taking her gaze from the ape's exceptionally carved
sexual organs. "The way I see it, his genitals must have been very
important if they spent the time and care to cut them in such
detail." She poked the tip of the stone cock with her fingertip,
marveling at the intricacy of the foreskin and helmet-shaped
head.

"Primates have penises, too, you know."

"But look at the veins and everything. The
rest of him doesn't have this much detail."

Greg peered in closer until he could see what
the lady was talking about. The rest of the ape was only
generalized in shape and contour, but the cock and balls obviously
had way more time devoted to it. It was only rivaled in complexity
by the face and its intricate grooves of wrinkles in the skin.

"So, whoever made this had more than just a
fancy for the hairy apes."

"Not just apes. A specific ape."

"What makes you say that?"

Lana shrugged. "Nothing, really. But my hunch
is telling me that this was done for a not-so-typical gorilla. It's
one who the creator thought was more special that the rest."

"What do you mean by more special?"

"I don't know. Smart. Intelligent. God-like.
It could be any number of things, really. Some ancient
civilizations worshipped animals, and some prayed to particular
animals for certain things. Maybe someone viewed this ape as a
pinnacle of strength and courage, as well as male fertility."

Greg put away his camera phone after snapping
around fifty pictures. The giant ape was certainly a marvel of
construction and mystery, but it wasn't the primary focus of their
little expedition into the heart of the jungle. They still had the
group of women to find, if they were anywhere to be found out
here.

When they turned to leave, Lana noticed
something that she hadn't seen before nearing the tall statue.
Around the stone ape was a basic fence made out of stacked stones,
which were almost nearly invisible due to the heavy undergrowth and
thick greenery that had exploded in density and volume. To someone,
this was a sacred place, cut off from the rest of the world. She
suddenly felt a nervous shiver pass through her body.

Greg noticed the uncertainty in the woman's
eyes and the paleness in her face. "Is everything alright?"

Lana tenderly held her forehead and closed
her eyes, forcing herself to focus on the real reason they had come
out here in the first place. Nevertheless, her stomach had turned
into a knot, and her entire body started to feel strangely
warm.

"I'm okay," she said quietly.

"Are you sure?"

"Just a little queasy." She took a drink of
water from the canteen and hurriedly gulped it down. "Maybe I'm
starting to come down with something."

Greg snickered. "There's no telling out here.
Probably some disease that modern science hasn't even discovered
yet."

"Yeah, that really makes me feel better."
Lana shot him a glance before slapping a mosquito against her
neck.

Greg started to walk forward with his walking
stick but then stopped. "You don't think this is connected to the
missing women, do you?"

Lana turned back towards the statue. "That
thing? We're kind of far from where the tracks stopped. You haven't
picked up anything in an hour or so."

"We're not that far, and it seems
strange to be a coincidence. The girls happened to be heading in
the direction of some weird monkey statue that no one has ever seen
before. Might be some rival tribe living out here."

"One that leaves no footprints," she
added.

Greg paused and looked up at the sun. It had
taken longer than he expected to reach the end of the trail, and
the excursion to the statue meant that the estimated time of
arrival to get back to the truck would be well after sundown. Only
foolish people trekked through the jungle in the pitch black.

"I don't think we'll be making it back before
dark. Might as well set up camp here," he said, removing his
backpack in the process.

Lana looked around. The patch in front of the
statue was relatively flat and devoid of any ruts, and there were
only a few trees within a hundred yards. She couldn't argue against
the notion of this being a good enough camping spot.

"River is just up another mile or so. Fresh
water and snacks to last through the night. We can head back at the
crack of dawn."

Lana agreed as the man began to set up the
tent, but it still didn't stop a nagging feeling from infecting her
thoughts. She felt intimated in the presence of the ape statue, and
only more so every time she gazed up towards that stone face that
looked out across the rainforest. It was nothing more than a
manmade offering from an ancient tribe, surely. Or was something
else going on around here?

 


****

 


It was nearly dusk when Lana returned with
four full canteens of fresh water from the river to the north. By
the time her eyes had set on the temporary camp, Greg already had a
fire burning, centered in a cleared-out patch of bare soil. Lana
handed the man a pair of canteens and took one for herself,
stashing the last one safely inside the tent.

"Think we need a fire?"

"Don't let the humidity fool you. It can get
quite cool in the middle of the night out here. If I'm going to be
sleeping in the center of a jungle, then I want a little luxury,"
he grinned.

"It's not quite a five-star hotel, but it'll
do." Lana plopped herself on the opposite end of the fire and
crossed her legs. "Just be sure and put that thing out before we go
to sleep, or you'll have the whole jungle coming over here to check
out what's burning."

"I wasn't born yesterday," Greg laughed. "It
may have been a long time ago, but your father and I went out on
adventures like this almost all the time." He patted his belly. "I
used to be fit back in the day."

Lana unstrapped her belt and laid her gun to
the side before doing up her hair into a ponytail. A nice hot
shower was to be in order once she returned to a place with running
water. Hell, a dip in the river was sounding quite nice at the
moment, even if the African waters were notoriously dangerous to
wade into. There was no telling what lurked underneath the
surface.

"Did you ever come to Africa?" she asked once
the crackling of fire had grown dull.

"Once, but never to the jungle. Your father
and I went through the Sahara in search of a great ancient treasure
buried in the sands. Damn neared killed us. We were young and
stupid at the time. I tried to tell him to turn around after going
a day without water, but he was convinced that an entire city of
riches waited for him. A legendary mirage, as he described it,
where the sun's heat is so great that you can't tell what's real
and what isn't."

Lana recalled the story from when she was a
child, although her father's rendition of the tale had a different
happier ending. His telling of the adventures were a big reason as
to why she got into the hobby in the first place. Finding lost
cities made out of gold, however, didn't really happen as often as
she was led to believe.

"What are we going to tell the tribe leader
when we return? We haven't found anything."

Greg scratched his beard. "All that we can, I
suppose. With the end of the trail, there's nothing we can do.
Unless he wants to order an entire group of people to search every
nook and cranny out here, we're finished. Not much two people can
do in an entire rainforest."

Lana hunched forward and watched as the
flames danced over the pile of branches. She idly scratched at her
forearm, something which had become quite common over the last hour
or so. Perhaps she had accidentally bumped into a poisonous plant
or some bundle of poison ivy. One of those mosquitoes could have
been carrying something as well; there were a dozen possibilities
for the onset of a rash.

"Itchy skin?" Greg asked, noticing that his
companion was frequently rubbing her forearms.

Lana nodded.

"I have some cream to do away with that if
you want it." He prepared to get up and fetch it from his
backpack.

"I'm fine."

"Are you sure?"

She nodded. "It's nothing serious."

Greg was convinced, but removed himself from
the sitting position anyway. Without saying a word, he trudged off
towards a tree to relieve his bladder.

With her partner out of sight, Lana continued
to rub her arms. It had taken every ounce of willpower to not look
like a lunatic in front of Greg, and now even the swiftest of
scratches wouldn't alleviate the itching. In fact, the more her
fingertips dug into the skin, the irritation increased.

When she looked down at her arm, Lana noticed
something peculiar. All along the skin from the wrist to the
shoulder were fine little black hairs. Each one had at least an
inch of separation from the next closest one, but that didn't make
the observation any easier to understand. With a quick tug, she
confirmed that the follicles of all of them were firmly planted
into her skin.

As the youngest member in a long family line
of brown-haired individuals, it was quite a contrast to what was
normally on her arm. The fine fuzz was still there, but now a few
black strands dotted the landscape on her limb, only adding to the
sense that something was truly wrong.

"Still itchy?"

Lana quickly turned her attention elsewhere
and put her arms at her side. "A little bit. It's calmed down some,
though."

"Scratching only makes it worse." Greg tended
to the fire and returned to his sitting position.

Lana only mustered a short-lived smile.
Though her partner was only a few feet away, she couldn't help but
feel a pair of eyes burning into the back side of her scalp. Those
new hairs on her arms began to stand straight out and erect.
Slowly, she turned her head and looked up at the ape statue
towering over her. Darkness and shadows hid much of the details,
but her eyes could barely look at the thing. She felt vulnerable
and defenseless, out in the open with nothing to protect
herself.

"I think I'm going to hit the pillow."

Greg looked up from the flames. "So soon? For
as long as I've known you, you've always been a night owl."

Lana faked a yawn and stretched her arms over
her head. "I'm just so tired. I can barely think straight."

Greg watched in silence as his younger
colleague stood up and headed for the entrance to the tent. Though
he didn't quite believe her exhaustion story, he didn't say a word
as she disappeared inside the tent and rustled around underneath
the sheets.

After the camp was completely still, Greg
took out a cigar and lit the end of it from the flames. The jungle
night was eerily silent.

 


****

 


Though Lana's eyes were halfway open, she
could not force sleep to come upon her mind. Even though she
frequently looked at the time on her phone, only a few minutes
would pass after what seemed like eternities staring up at the top
of the tent and watching the slow-moving winds buffering over the
flimsy dome. The clock was not on her side at the moment, and
neither were the sensations coming from her warm body.

As Greg's snores drowned out most of the
nightly sounds of the jungle, Lana couldn't fight the building
desire in her loins, and the yearning for attention down in
her nether regions. It was such a strange time to feel such urges,
especially out so far away from civilization and in the close
proximity of a man who was more of a family friend than anything
else. Yet, she reasoned right away that the tingles down below
weren't a result from being so close to a man. Something else was
causing them.

Whatever the reason, her fingertips made the
short journey down her abdomen and slipped underneath the waistband
of her cargo shorts. From there, it was a short leap until her hand
had found what it had been looking for. Lana's eyes fluttered and
her torso twisted inside the covers, reacting to a building warmth
that was only increasing with physical stimulation.

Her breaths were short and quick, much like
the beating of her heart which just wouldn't relax. Though she had
been questioning the source for her body's sudden change in tempo,
a quick dabble around her naughty parts put all of that to rest.
Her lower folds were thoroughly slickened and sensitive, responding
right away to her exploring fingers.

Not long after, gentle massaging just wasn't
enough, and Lana had her legs spread with her hand furiously
rubbing her soaked snatch. Luckily, she was still able to keep her
vocal cries in check, and Greg's snores hadn't ceased since her
hand had performed its first devious action. Now, with her palm
completely coated in juices, and the heat in her loins refusing to
simmer down, Lana inserted two fingers into her pussy to help ease
whatever carnal influence had taken over her young, sweating
body.

Each flick of the wrist was strong,
motivated, and encouraged to repeat itself. She couldn't control
herself; every muscle was operating on the most primal of human
urges and not from the rationalizing thoughts of her intellectual
mind. The real Lana would have never dared to do something naughty
like this, especially in the presence of another man who valued her
for her decency and morality out in the real world. The pair of
fingers moving feverishly inside of her pussy walls were anything
but prudent.

As the night dragged on, and the horny
adventurer continued to finger-fuck her lonely lower hole, it soon
became apparent that just one hand wasn't enough. The sexual urges
had done everything but dissipate, and now the other hand was
crawling underneath her stained tank top and working itself towards
her bra-encased breasts. With the first hand still on automation,
she pinched her sensitive flesh and tweaked her nipples to that
fine edge between absolute pleasure and sharp pain. Those pinkish
tips responded accordingly, erecting into tender little bundles of
tissue that she just couldn't get enough of.

Lana lost count of how many times her fingers
penetrated her lovely mound, or how often she had fought back a
loud moan that would have surely woken her partner. The night
dragged on just as it had been, and now she was as far away from
sleep as she had been the whole evening. The need for release
overruled anything else, and that impending explosion in her lower
abdomen just had to come out no matter what the cost.

Amidst the wicked actions of Lana on her own
body, there were other strange oddities that her senses picked up,
although she was powerless to halt her masturbation and inspect
further. In addition to her privates being hungry for attention, it
hadn't gone unnoticed to her that she seemed more hairy down below.
Lana was strict on keeping her pubic hair trimmed to a bare
minimum; sometimes it was completely shaved, and other times it was
hardly anything more than a landing strip. An unkempt mess down
there was something that she considered dirty and unsanitary.

On this night, in the middle of a
never-ending jungle, Lana's pubic hair wasn't the same as it had
been just twelve hours ago. For some unknown reason, it had grown,
not only in spatial area, but also density. Lana's conservative
style was now a shaggy mess that covered not only the very top of
her pubic region, but also most of her sensitive pussy. The tangle
of fibers hindered the progress towards orgasm, but they did not
completely deter the fingers from achieving what they sought out to
accomplish. She continued to pump herself, even with the irregular
thoughts of what the observation could possibly mean.

Lana's inhales and exhales came in rapid
succession, following one another without a moment's pause in
between. The warmth in her loins burned her insides to a crisp, but
the release still had not yet come. Her fingers and hands were
growing tired, but she never once considering stopping. She
had to reach that peak.

Lost in this newfound bliss, Lana barely
recognized that her shorts had suddenly grown tight. Even with the
button undone and the zipper almost all the way down, the waistband
dug into the upper portion of her hips so much it was as if the
clothing item was a size or two too small. The rest of the garment
was equally ill-fitted, with the stitching around the crotch
digging even tighter into her groin and pinning itself deep into
her ass. All of this was only of minor concern to the woman who
only cared for that building pressure inside of her loins.

As the peak was nearing, the region of
discomfort evolved from being centralized around her clothing to
the entirety of her shuddering human body. All of her bones and
muscles ached, particular those in her thighs and upper arms. Even
her head had a dull pain that just wouldn't go away. Everything
from her teeth to the farthest points of her skull did not avoid
the soreness of cramping and weird spasms.

In the middle of the haze, Lana felt all of
it, from the bottom of her soles to the top of her scalp, but her
fingers just wouldn't stop. Her pussy was raw and tender, as well
as her breasts, but there was no time to cease at the moment. Not
when it was so close.

As her back arched on the onset of climax,
and her eyes pinched tightly together, a shadow moved swiftly along
the outside of the tent. Lana braced for the ultimate release, the
mother of all orgasms. There was no way to keep it silent anymore.
She had to cry out. She had to squeal in delight.

In a matter of seconds, the tent's zipper was
undone, and Lana was being dragged outside the tent by something
grabbing her ankle. Though her orgasm had dulled her senses, she
still recognized what was happening and frantically reached for
anything to hold off from being dragged away. Her fingers dug into
the tent itself, and then the loose soil as a confused man screamed
after her.

"Lana!" the male voice called out. By
the time her partner had retrieved a flashlight and aimed it into
the wilderness, she saw nothing but a faint speck off in the
distance.

With her ankle in a tight lock, Lana turned
as best as she could to get a look up at whatever was hauling her
off into the darkness. In the dim light, she saw nothing but a
vague outline in the shadows; it was a beast as black as the night
itself, blending in with its surroundings and only appearing
slightly visible when the moon shown down on it.

It was humanoid in shape, but that's where
the similarities stopped. The creature was covered in black fur,
and his arms bulged with muscle. His hand was large, easily able to
wrap around her bare ankle and carry her off.

Lana only once saw its eyes. They were dark,
oblong voids filled with evil intentions. She reached for a blade
in her back pocket, but a large stump slammed against her head
before her hand ever reached the handle.

The jungle around her dragged on, as her
consciousness faded into a untimely lull of operation.

 

 


****

 


The sun was just over the horizon by the time
Lana awoke, and its rays cast long, ominous shadows throughout the
jungle floor. A heavy mist lingered in between the trees, limiting
the viewing distance in all directions.

Immediately she sat up against the fallen log
she was laying against. Her eyes searched in every direction for
the creature that had dragged her away, and for the camp itself.
Neither of which she saw.

Aside from a few aches and bruises, Lana felt
uninjured, although her clothes had taken a brutal bashing from all
the debris that scraped against her while being pulled along the
rough jungle floor. Her shorts had numerous small tears, and her
tank top had one large one running along the center just underneath
her bosom. Luckily, the neckline had stayed undamaged, so the
fabric still clung to her, although with less coverage to offer.
The dirtied white bra underneath was plainly visible, but that was
the least of her worries at the moment.

While she was inspecting her clothes and
feeling around in her pockets for things that she could possibly
use, Lana's eyes finally came into focus and found something truly
astonishing. The hair that she had felt on her body wasn't just a
figment of her imagination, nor was it just confined to her groin
and arms. It now covered everything, from the tops of her
toes and legs, to her bare abdomen and the tops of her breasts.
There were even whiskers on her chin and along the sides of her
face, where it blended in seamlessly with the long tresses on her
scalp.

Though the observation was enough to frighten
any young woman, Lana kept her cool and collected her thoughts. The
hair's length and texture reminded her of an animal's fur. It
wasn't long like some men she had been with, but it was more
densely packed. She curiously ran her palms along her limbs,
disbelieving the existence, but not denying what she felt. Body
hair by itself would have been strange enough, but that wasn't the
only change she noticed.

The skin beneath the hair was rougher to the
point of feeling leathery. It was most noticeable on her chest,
where the hair was the least dense. On top of that, it was darker
in hue, but not as if it had been inside of a tanning bed. Instead
of being a rich brown from being under the sun too long, the skin
had lost color all while appearing darker. The result was a
grey-tinted hazel that left no piece of her body untouched. Her
toes, on the other hand, were the darkest of all, almost appearing
jet black.

Lana had no clue on what to make of this. The
hair had shown up last night, and she had no reason to believe that
more changes would be coming after it. Though her mind still
pondered on what happened to the beast that had dragged her off,
she couldn't take her eyes away from her strange body. Even with
the animalistic qualities, it was still undeniably human, and
Lana's female curves were still intact, even if her gut did look
larger in size, along with the rest of her bloated torso. It was as
if the humanity was being drained from her body, leaving behind a
creature she didn't quite recognize.

In her back pocket, she retrieved a six-inch
cutting knife. The surface of the steel was relatively unused and
clean, still offering a clear reflection. While trying to avoid the
appearance of her darkened, chipped nails, she gazed into the image
of the blade and gasped.

The first thing that she noticed were her
nostrils; they were huge! Each opening had doubled in size
and flattened out, connecting to her mouth to give a strange
muzzle-like appearance. Her lips were bloated and wider as well,
darkened to the point that it appeared she was wearing black
lipstick.

Up top, her brow had taken on a more
dominating appearance on her face and now jutted out at least an
inch, hiding her dark eyes in the shadow of her forehead. Lana put
the blade aside, not wishing to look at the image any longer than
she had to. Whatever was causing the changes was still in the
process of working itself through her body, for better or
worse.

She'd heard of ancient civilizations having
the power to turn man into animal, but the very feat had not been
seen by her own eyes. As far as she was concerned, it was just
folklore passed down from generation to generation. No living being
possessed that kind of ability, or they shouldn't have. What
Lana was seeing with her own eyes didn't agree with this idea,
however.

With a shaky sigh, Lana put the blade back
into her pocket and prepared to stand up to find a way back to the
camp, but a noise in the bushes caused her to freeze. Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw a black creature trotting along the
clearing in front of her. She immediately recognized it as a female
gorilla walking on two legs, using its left arm to support each
step. In the other arm, it was carrying a younger one which was
nursing from its bare tit.

Lana made eye contact with the beast as it
stopped and returned her gaze. A second later, it grunted at her
and continued on its path, showing the least bit of interest. She
watched until it had disappeared into the wilderness
completely.

Whatever, she thought to herself, and
pushed herself to two feet. Immediately after standing up, she
nearly tumbled over, and had to brace herself against the fallen
stump just to maintain balance. A quick look to her feet revealed
why.

The cargo shorts, which had previously come
down to only mid-thigh, were almost down to her knees! They were
still skintight, but the drastic difference in coverage shocked
her. She had to be at least a foot shorter, mostly in the legs!
While they looked normal when she was down on the ground, they were
obviously missing their normal shapeliness. Now, they were shorter
and stockier, angled even farther apart at the hip. The result
meant that Lana walked with a goofy waddle which felt increasingly
uncomfortable the further her feet carried her. After only a few
yards, she had to rest against a tree and consider some other
option to reach help. She sure as hell wasn't walking there on two
feet, and the shorter legs meant that each stride was decidedly
less productive.

Seeing that female gorilla gave her an idea,
even if she felt foolish for even trying it. Luckily, no pair of
human eyes were around to see her.

Taking a deep breath, Lana leaned forward
until her palms touched the soil. Just as she thought, her arms
were nearly the same length as her legs now, meaning she could walk
on her feet and hands. The idea sounded so silly, but she found it
much more comfortable than trying to walk like normal.

For once, Lana's fears took a backseat to the
novel amusement of trotting around like a wild animal. The
coordination wasn't quite there, and she nearly fell over a couple
of times trying to surpass small obstacles, but Lana exceeded her
own expectations by taking a successful gallop around the jungle
floor, using her knuckles as her front feet and her normal soles to
propel her forward. She was surprisingly agile for her unnatural
posture, considering she had been taught to walk on two feet all of
her life.

While Lana had just gained a new confidence
with her furry limbs, a sudden monstrous roar caused her to stop in
her tracks and seek shelter behind one of the larger trees. Her
ears worked on autopilot, pinpointing the exact direction from
which the noise had come from. With her entire body hidden, she
peaked out from the trunk, watching for whatever beast had made
that sound.

For several minutes, the jungle was quiet;
even the birds were silenced by the call of some unknown creature.
Lana's heart was pounding the more she waited, and it didn't help
that her loins were still on overdrive. She kept her hands to
herself for the moment, but not much longer and she didn't think
she could keep from touching herself.

Up ahead through the undergrowth, a dark,
humanoid shape moved in between the trees. It was a beast of
enormous proportion, at least seven or eight feet tall. Its body
was that of a gorilla, with a massive snout and an incredible mane
of black hair that covered most of his body. He walked upright on
two legs that were much too long to be a normal ape's.

Lana's altered body tensed up at the sight of
such a creature. But even without her eyes gazing upon the beast,
she could still smell him, a product of what must have been
improved olfactory reception or one hell of a scent that travelled
far and ahead of wherever he walked.

Everything was slowly starting to come
together. It was obvious to her that this was the creature that had
dragged her away from the camp, and most likely the animal whose
likeness had been used to carve that mammoth statue. He was
probably coming back to see if she was awake!

Peering around the other side of the tree,
she watched on as the tall ape stopped by the fallen log and
kneeled down. Then, he raised his head into the air, sniffing the
environment for her whereabouts. His head turned, focusing in her
general direction.

Lana quickly pulled herself out of sight. Her
odor would surely give away her position. Beneath her leathery
soles, the ground quaked as the monstrous ape walked in her
direction. She squinted her eyes together, hoping that he'd walk
past or go away, but the vibrations only increased in amplitude
until she sensed that he was almost on top of her.

She made a split-second decision and lunged
from cover, running as fast as her two legs and arms would carry
her transformed and worn body. The ape wasted no time in following
her. Before Lana had made it twenty feet, she was scooped up and
carried towards the other direction.

"Let me go!" Her voice was raspy and deep.
"What have you done to me?"

The walking ape threw the half-human,
half-animal girl over his shoulder and returned to the clearing,
all while his captive pounded at his shoulder blade and screamed
out to anyone that would hear her cries for help.

Once back at the fallen log, Lana was dropped
to the soil. She scampered back until the tree was against her
spine. There was nowhere to run or hide.

"Why are you doing this? What's happening to
me?"

The large ape man showed no signs of verbal
communication as he towered over her. Lana's eyes searched every
inch of his body, stopping when they fell upon his groin and his
bare genitals. They were so massive and swollen! She
couldn't even look away! His cock, although limp, hung down at
least a foot. It was as black as the rest of him, with a heavy,
tight scrotum dangling underneath.

There was that feeling again, that
fire in her loins begging for attention. Even after
being dragged into the wilderness away from camp, it hadn't ceased,
and now it was stronger than ever.

Behind the standing ape, she noticed more
company out of the corner of her eye. Several other gorillas came
out of the jungle. There were at least seven of them by her guess,
all of them female. On some of them, a little one was nursing from
a tit or riding along a mother's back. Seven mates for this
beast's harem.

Lana's eyes slowly returned to the dark
pupils that stared down at her motionless body. Was this her fate?
Was she to be some ape queen of a monstrous gorilla that preyed the
jungles of the Congo? Her body was already halfway from being
completely inhuman, and her feet were nearly finished. The toes
were black and thick, and her big toe had turned into an oversized
opposable thumb-like appendage. A thick coat of fur hid most of the
skin all the way up to the knee, where it thinned out somewhat.

Her mind remained intact, but the battle
between her reasoning thoughts and the natural urges of her body
continued to rage on. She realized now that the gigantic ape was
using the tasty berries as a trap to capture the tribeswomen and
turn them into suitable partners to breed. As for the footprints,
the women had been literally swept from their feet and taken off
into the jungle. Greg hadn't seen the ape's footprints because he
most likely wasn't looking for them.

The statue was a fitting likeness for a
beastly creature worthy of worship. The mystery of who constructed
the thing would probably remain as such.

Lana thought about retrieving her knife from
her back pocket. With a lucky strike, she could immobilize the
beast and probably kill him, but that was a huge risk. By the time
her arm made the move, the giant ape would have her pinned. She
feared what would happen after he sensed a plot to take him down.
He was much too strong and far too big to be a fair opponent.

With a deep sigh, her half-human body
relinquished all notions to escape from this captivity. She was
stuck here, succumbed to the plans of whatever this beast had in
store for her. On the other hand, her half-gorilla body was
hardly taking a breather. In fact, it had the sole responsibility
for reigniting that flame in her crotch.

Though her muscles were tense, she did not
fight it when the giant ape man reached down and tore her shredded
shorts away from her changed body. The tattered fabric easily fell
from her lower half, leaving behind a pair of silk panties that
barely hid what had happened to her crotch.

It was now a jungle of black hairs down
there, exploding from every side of the lacy garment. The panties
no longer served any purpose, and they followed the same fate as
her shorts. A pleasant odor emanated from her groin, and Lana
noticed that the giant gorilla's cock was now standing at full
erection.

She didn't know what drew her eyes towards
it, or what caused her to look at it with such appreciation for its
girth and wondrous shape. It was far larger than a man's cock could
ever be, and just the sight of it caused her thighs to tremble in
anticipation.

With her bare crotch exposed to the cool air,
the black-haired beast inhaled her womanly scent. He got down onto
his kneels, and Lana shivered as his wet snout buried itself in
between her legs, and his tongue gingerly lapped at the juices
seeping from her slit.

Whatever human concerns the female adventurer
had were quickly stuffed to the wayside. Her large toes dug into
the soil, and her fingernails grabbed into the bark as the giant
tongue licked the dew from her moist mound. A bellowing cry
evacuated from her throat, hardly sounding like the sweet,
high-pitched voice that she had been accustomed to. The beast was
here to make her his mate, and with each passing second she
was slowly accepting his advances.

Up and down the mighty tongue travelled,
attending to all the deepest folds and slimy corners that her
womanhood had to offer. The ape's musk was intoxicating, and even
her own scent was driving her wild. Inhaling the lovely
aroma caused a shiver to pass down her spine, all while her nipples
became painfully erect. She wasted no time in rubbing herself
underneath the torn shirt, giving into the animalistic urges that
were quickly consuming her diminishing human body.

The beast was awfully considerate in sharing
his affection towards her changed form, but the real reason for
this transformation was still to come. As Lana was lost in a sea of
this strange bliss, the ape stood up once more, causing his
gigantic member to danger freely no more than a foot in front of
her squinted eyes.

In a flash, she was upon the thing, sniffing
his manhood and enjoying the strong scent that surrounded it. His
cock was so massive that it completely filled her vision,
dominating her perspective with an extraordinary example of
maleness and power. Her loins ached from just looking at the
thing, and her heart pounded faster than ever as her widened lips
wrapped around the swollen, slightly pinkish tip.

Getting the thing into her mouth was a
difficult task all alone, as the throbbing member stretched her jaw
to the brink of pain. Nevertheless, Lana trudged onward, anxious to
share her compassion by pleasing this offering that the ape had so
graciously gifted to her.

The giant ape man grunted in appreciation as
Lana wrapped her lips tightly around the middle of the shaft and
sucked. She could feel the whole thing pulsing inside of her
mouth, as her tongue danced around the shaft and played with the
bulbous tip all at once. She savored every inch that had entered
past her lips, not wanting to end this fantastic moment shared
between beast and human. The hulking brute had quite the weapon
between his legs, and Lana could do nothing but give his cock all
the love it deserved.

His musk continued to be strong even as her
expanded nostrils drew in wave after wave, pulling her in like she
was attached to a leash. In response, her mouth was absolutely
watering with an abundance of saliva, acting as lubrication to fit
that monster of a prick further and further into her mouth. There
was no hope in taking all of it in, but Lana wished to show the
beast that she was a dutiful mate and an exceptional talent when it
came to cocksucking.

It didn't take long for the half-gorilla
adventurer to find a rhythm, helped on by the bucking hips of the
ape man that was face-fucking her. Her head moved back and forth,
all while the cock slurped in and out, completely filling her oral
cavity every single time. She used her thick fingers to support the
base, keeping the monster steady as she worked over the head and
shaft with precise skill and carnal lust. His heavy testicles swung
back and forth, hitting her in the chin every time he lunged
forward.

Lana was content, even as her remaining human
thoughts questioned her strange actions. In a short time span, she
had transformed from a woman afraid for her own life to a slut
happily sucking on the beast that had dragged her away from the
camp. Behind her changed exterior, she still remembered everything,
and her human wits hadn't all disappeared. However, everything that
made Lana a human was locked behind a door, trapped while the
animal urges consumed her entire body and forced her to do things
that she never would have considered.

When she backed away for a deep breath, the
cock was glistening with a thorough coating of her saliva, which
beaded down the underside and dripped to the jungle floor. With her
mouth aching from overstretching, she gave the apple-sized
testicles a good squeeze, reveling in their firmness and marveling
at their diameter. It didn't go unnoticed to her that the ape man's
genitals were remarkably humanlike to go along with his man-like
stance, although they were grossly oversized for an average man to
fit his enlarged frame. Whatever the reason, she absolutely adored
them, and never once felt a moment of regret when she turned over
and braced herself against the fallen log.

The giant ape man took his time with her,
forcing Lana to consider the possibility that he just wasn't
interested anymore. More than once she turned her head to see him
standing there, gazing to her open legs in a statuesque pose.
Though her new ape senses told her that he was still turned on, he
was very odd about it. Lana's groin had no time for pauses in the
action; her loins couldn't wait any longer.

"Please," her vocal cords tried to
say, though it came out more like a deprived plea of something not
quite human or ape.

It didn't hurt as much as she thought it
would. The ape man's cock was far larger than anything she had ever
encountered, but it slipped into her soaking cunt with little
restriction; her sexual organs had transformed to suitably take his
cock at will.

Lana's ape-like body shuddered as it filled
her snatch and buried itself deep inside of her lower hole. It was
a fill that she had never experienced before, far beyond anything
that had happened with a normal man. The monster's cock was
perfectly sized, and went in all the way until the base of his
abdomen slammed against her hairy backside. It was a match made by
magic and supernatural desires.

After the first time, the beast became a
never-ending piston, ricocheting Lana's weakened body back and
forth against the log. She was along the ride of her life as a
passenger in the greatest fucking that anyone had ever experienced.
The world around her no longer existed; the only importance in her
life was this endless cycle of the beast taking on a new breeding
partner. She was to be a mother of his offspring, a living womb for
his perfect seed. The monster would be the only living thing she'd
ever know again. This was her fate.

Lana's lower muscles were powerful and
obedient, squeezing the hard member as it slipped in and out
constantly. They tensed around it, milking each thrust for the
maximum sensation. She could feel the beast's breath on her neck,
and then his nails digging into her ass. He had his hold, and he
wasn't about to let go.

Far away from civilization, and alone with
the monster that Lana had only recently come to know, she let out
the roar of gorilla in heat as her mouth opened wide. The savage
pounding continued as her human body was becoming increasingly
difficult to see beneath the skin of her new ape form.

Lana's body had all but changed completely,
with a complete coat of fur covering her limbs and back. Her
abdomen and breasts were dark and leathery, far removed from the
normal tan color that she loved to show off. Likewise, the hue was
creeping up her neck, giving her face the last push into the realm
of animal and ape.

The giant ape man showed no signs of
stopping, even as Lana was turned onto her back and forced to
spread her legs wide for the beast to enter her freely. Now she
watched, entranced as the black member continued to fuck her
senselessly. Each time was met with an appreciative grunt by both
partners. Each time, Lana waited for the one that would follow, and
then the one after that.

Just when the ape's much-deserved release
exploded into her womb, a voice alerted Lana and her new partner,
who immediately pulled out of her and turned towards the
interruption.

"Stop right there!"

Lana was still in a blissful haze when she
gazed upon the source of the noise, an older man with a scraggily
beard dressed in something that made him look like a safari
adventurer. He was accompanied by at least ten other dark-skinned
men wearing a mixture of different outfits, from small loincloths
to basic pants and shirts. Each one of them had a spear in their
hand, ready to throw.

The older man had a silver and black pistol
with his finger close to the trigger.

The giant ape man grunted at the men,
standing his ground as his fist punched a nearby tree. His
territory had been invaded, and the intruders had to pay for their
trespassing.

"Back away, and no one is going to get hurt,"
the older man said. "We know you've taken the women. We're here to
take them back home."

Lana looked around. The other female gorillas
were all hiding behind trees, scared of the humans who wielded
weapons ready to strike. The giant ape man, however, was intent on
protecting his small colony and those which he had changed to be
his mates. There was no chance he was going to give up easily.

"One last warning. Stand back, or we will
take you down!"

From behind the log, Lana watched as the men
held their spears up high, their arms readied to throw. The giant
ape man pounded his chest, utilizing his larger size and strength
to intimidate the group of enemies. It was obvious that there was
going to be bloodshed unless she did something to stop it.

With his eye aiming down the barrel, Greg
savored the kill that was sure to be his latest. The beast was a
massive, towering brute, with huge muscles and a mouth that looked
like it could tear a man to pieces. He had never heard of
oversized, bipedal apes living in the Congo jungles, but he sure as
hell wasn't about to leave without a large trophy to take back
home.

The beast could be worth quite a lot. The
skin and bones would be worth a fortune to the right locals, and
the institute in London might even conjure a higher price if the
giant ape man was brought back in one piece. He carefully aimed for
the heart. Just one bullet was all it took before he'd become a
rich man.

Out to the left of the line of men, a blurry
figure flew out of the bushes and attacked one of the tribesmen,
sending him toppling to the ground and colliding with the man next
to him. Both of them scrambled to their feet as another man threw
his spear towards the animal that had appeared from the
foliage.

Lana ducked behind a tree just as the spear
missed her by a few inches. It landed in the mud a few feet away,
stuck at a forty-five degree angle.

Greg had seen everything from the corner of
his eye. The attack had riled the men up, and now they were anxious
to begin a full-on assault onto the biggest of the apes standing in
the distance.

"Easy there, chaps. Don't do anything
foolish. The biggest one is mine."

Just as he prepared to pull the trigger, the
other ape that had attacked the group leapt from behind the tree
and landed in front of the target. It was barely over half the size
of the giant ape man, but it furiously pounded the soil in anger,
snarling back at Greg and his line of men.

Greg didn't know what to make of it. The
female ape appeared to be protective of the largest, willing to
sacrifice herself just to save its life. He'd never known for the
females to do such things before, but then again, he'd never seen a
towering beast such as the one that stood a few yards away. Wait,
was that gorilla wearing human clothes?

Lana did all she could, pounding the dirt
with her hands and flailing around wildly to stop the chaos. Though
her actions were rambunctious and a result of quick thinking, she
looked on as the older man slowly lowered his gun and stared
straight back at her.

Greg eyed the tattered remains of a blue tank
top and silk bra hanging onto the gorilla's shoulders and around
her torso. She looked like any normal ape of her species, but her
face was peculiar. For one thing, it was lighter in color that the
rest of her body, and her hair was done-up in a ponytail, which
bobbed back and forth as its owner jumped around and growled
back.

"Lana?" He couldn't believe it, but
the evidence was telling. After following the trail to this spot,
he had never once seen any human tracks, but there were plenty from
primates. It was the last thing he expected after watching his
younger female companion dragged off into the jungle by a beast
that defied any expectation of creatures living in the rainforest.
If he looked close enough, he could still see that youthful,
familiar face of hers behind a ripple of wrinkles and gorilla-like
features.

Lana stopped and stood there, panting on her
knuckles and feet. The leader of the men instructed for the others
to lower their weapons, and she watched as the spears fell from
their raised positions.

"Lana, is that you?"

The gorilla woman had no way to respond. Her
ability to speak had been yanked away, just as most of the rest of
her humanity. The giant ape man stood behind her, not yet
relinquishing his stance to the invaders.

Greg slowly moved through the jungle floor,
pushing aside the undergrowth that stood between him and the
transformed woman. Just as he was almost there, the large beast let
out a deafening roar that shook the ground.

Lana turned and trotted back towards her
captor, the beast who was the reason for her shredding her humanity
and entering a new life. Only one look at his cock had her
second-guessing herself about returning to those that she cared
about, but it was the right thing to do. She had been lost in the
jungle and bound to a new way of living, but seeing the face of her
old companion brought back all the old memories. She wasn't meant
to be a queen ape of the jungle.

Greg took off his hat and watched from afar
as the smaller female and giant ape made different noises. The one
that appeared to be Lana attempted to communicate through hand
signals, pointing to the men and then to her chest. The bipedal
beast seemed to be in disagreement, but the transformed woman came
running back on her hands and legs, stopping just a few feet away
from where he was standing.

"Is that really you?"

Lana nodded as Greg's hand rustled through
her fur and stroked her back. His touch felt really good, actually,
especially when his fingers rubbed right behind her ears. She was
temporarily saddened when they pulled away, but it was for the
best.

Greg tucked away his pistol into a pocket.
"Almost had to use that thing. Now I see why you take it along.
Come on. If you turned into an ape, then surely there's a way that
you can turn back."

As the men prepared to leave, Lana turned and
looked over her shoulder one last time. The giant ape man stood
where he had been, motionless and still. One last thought of
staying with him crept into her thoughts, but she quickly discarded
it and favored her old life once more. Being bred by a giant ape
man seemed like the only way to live half an hour ago, but now she
relished in returning to her old body. After all, there were tombs
out there still waiting to be raided.

 


 


"Blegh."

"Here. Have some fresh water."

Lana took the flask from the man's hand and
chugged down the contents, savoring the cool liquid as it slipped
into her mouth and through her throat. Her wide lips made it
difficult to drink from a canister designed for humans, but it
served its purpose.

"Thirsty, are you?" Greg chuckled.

"You have no idea. Feels like I haven't had
anything for days. I was about to start eating leaves before you
all came along."

After a few miles away from the large ape man
and the tall statue, Greg had noticed some tan skin showing up on
Lana's furry body. The black hair was slowly receding, and that
heavy brow of hers didn't look so prominent. Now, about halfway
back to the trucks, Lana was stuck in between human and ape, but
gradually transforming back into her old form. It seemed the
changes initiated from proximity to the statue. With the stone
construction far behind, she was starting to look more and more
like a human female.

"You know, you don't have to walk on your
hands and feet anymore."

Lana's bloated lips spread into a toothy grin
has her knuckles pounded the earth beneath her. Though her legs
were beginning to lengthen, it still felt more comfortable to trot
along like an ape, even if she was beginning to look less and less
like such.

"I'm fine. Once I'm more changed back then
I'll walk on two legs again."

Though her tank top still adorned her changed
body, her shorts and underwear had suffered a worse fate. Thankful,
the fur on her crotch was slowly receding, still offering some
decency even without the proper clothing to wear. She couldn't wait
to find a fresh pair of shorts and panties back at the truck.
Wearing human clothes again was going to feel a little weird, as
was not using her hands to move her along.

"So the women were taken by the giant ape
creature, and then used for breeding? Am I getting that
right?"

Lana nodded. "Most if not all of them." Her
voice was still throaty and deeper, but slowly coming back. "I saw
seven or eight female apes, but there could have been more. Some of
them had a child, too."

"Did the big one ever ... you know, do
anything to you?"

Lana still remembered every vivid detail,
from the first time she had seen the beast to the sensation of his
cock filling her up. It would be a long time from now when the
colorful imagery would be nothing more than a hazy picture. The
worst thing about it was that she enjoyed it. Maybe it was
the hormones in her body or the strange animal urges that came with
her furry skin, but giving in like that had been wonderful.
There was nothing quite like it, but she wasn't about to head back
just to experience it again.

On the other hand, she had no intention of
telling the man that walked beside her. Instead, she simply shook
her head. "You guys came along before he did anything. I can't
imagine what he had in store for me. You got here just at the right
time."

"Well, the beast made a hell of a track
through the jungle. It wasn't hard to follow him. Found some
fragments of your clothes, too. God, I didn't know what to
think after he took you from the tent. Ran as fast as I could back
to the trucks and drove to the village. Rallied some men up to come
back. They were anxious to kill the beast that had taken their
women. So was I."

Lana hopped along, jumping over a fallen tree
and pushing her way through the undergrowth. "And now?"

"Well, they won't be happy after I tell them
that those gorillas are the women. I can't say for certain what
they'll want to do. Sure as hell was difficult to talk them down of
killing that giant ape right then and there. Can't imagine how
they're going to feel when they know everything."

Lana understood, but deep in her heart she
felt sorry for the giant ape man. He was a beast in a strange
world, probably just trying to survive by collecting his women to
preserve his lineage. The whole story was a mystery, however, and
she didn't know if he was truly the last of his kind or not.
Perhaps she would never know. The whole adventure of her getting
turned into a hairy ape and being used to help spread his seed
would be lost to everything except memory. Sometime after that, the
recollection would be hazy and generalized.

"So, since I know you're turning back,
I have to ask. What's it like?"

Lana perched her head up as she continued to
trot forward. "Being an ape?"

"Well, yeah. I guess."

If she could have shrugged her shoulders
right then, she would have. "Different. Same. I don't really know.
I mean, I still have two arms and two legs. It was scary at first,
but it was kind of exciting, too."

"Well, now that we've gotten you back to
human. Almost, anyways. I think it's time we find some new
adventure."

"Really? I thought you were too old for that
stuff."

Greg chuckled. "I would have said that
yesterday, but this whole thing has reignited that flame, you know?
Feels good to be exploring lost lands and uncovering ancient
civilizations."

"Or saving ape girls and fighting off giant
monsters."

Greg patted his furry companion on the
shoulder. "We'll have to write something about this journey."

Lana grunted, causing her nostrils to flare.
"Just don't mention my name anywhere. I don't want anyone else
knowing that this happened to me."

"Lana Craft, the Ape Queen. You don't
like the sound of that?"

Lana shivered in disgust, and partly because
the warm coat of fur no longer protected her from the cool morning
air. That was one of the good things about being a furry ape—no
need to worry about what to wear in the morning.

"I think it's better if we keep this whole
thing a secret. Don't want anyone getting freaked out by stories of
a giant ape creature living in the jungle."

"It's all fiction anyways. Or so people will
think." Greg was still interested in making some money on this
whole affair, even if he couldn't have the big ape for himself.
Surely there was still some profits to be made.

"You do whatever you want. I'm going to go
back to a nice hotel and sleep for days, hoping I don't have
nightmares of having hair all over my body. It didn't feel bad when
it was all grown in, but now it's all itchy. Ick." She shook
her body back and forth like a wet dog, but the irritation only
subsided a little bit. It'd be hours before the sensation would
totally be gone.

The two continued through the jungle, sharing
stories and making jokes about Lana's furry body. When the truck
came into view, her features had all but returned to normal, and
she dove into the backseat to change into a fresh pair of clothes.
Once all the tribesmen had been accounted for, the three vehicles
blasted along the muddy trail to return to the village.

 


****

 


The night was dark and the winds were
chilled. Raindrops continued to streak down the window pane,
clouding the view outside as Lana gazed out from the manor's second
story master bedroom. Her eyes never moved for the longest time,
and even her eyelids were reluctant to blink.

It had been four months since the journey
into the Congo jungle, and since the last time she had seen that
towering, hairy beast that had turned her into an animal. She still
remembered everything, and often had dreams about the giant ape man
taking her away to once again be a mate by his side to bear his
children.

After Greg had explained the situation to the
local tribesmen, many of them trekked back into the jungle to fetch
the changed women. Only a few returned, with even less women. Those
that had already given birth to the beast's offspring were
noncompliant, fully converted into a new life of servitude and
motherly instinct alongside a massive brute.

When the village sent an even bigger group of
men back to take down the monster and retrieve the women, they
found no sign of him. The ape man had disappeared with his harem of
female gorillas, most likely off to find a safer haven to continue
without fearing for his life.

Lana had mixed thoughts on this. In one way,
she was disappointed that the beast was still out there. She may
have been several thousand miles away, but safety was only a luxury
that she could enjoy. For other local women, he'd always be a
threat, lurking in the jungle and snatching them up when they
weren't expecting it. Her stomach turned just thinking about them
undergoing the changes, and being forced to submit to an entirely
different way of life.

However, a part of her was glad that the
beast had escaped certain death and lived on. In that part of her
mind, he was a misunderstood creature only just protecting himself
and those that would follow in his footsteps. To him, the humans
were the beasts out to kill him, to throw him up on a stick and
claim him as a trophy.

The rain was even louder now, and Lana could
barely hear herself think over the vibrations of the window pane
echoing in the room. The winds had picked up, too, and she slowly
backed away and let out a deep sigh.

There was no way she could hide it anymore;
the first few months had been easy, and even the tightest outfits
showed no hint of what laid beneath. Recently, she had resorted to
looser sweaters and pullovers, which were common fashion for the
cool weather, even if she rarely wore such things.

As Lana gazed into the full-length mirror,
her eyes fell from her own face and down across her body. In the
see-through nightgown, it was even more obvious. Her belly had
grown in the several weeks prior, and now it jutted out a few
inches.

The man who had impregnated her was a
faceless human with a name that she could choose. Most would
believe it right up until the time came for her to go into labor.
No one would question a pregnant woman and even consider that she
was carrying a child that wasn't even human.

Until they saw it with their own eyes.

Many happy months would follow as she
concealed a dark secret. There'd be baby showers, and countless
people she didn't even know congratulating her. Far off family
members would be sending her cards and asking whether it was a boy
or a girl. Just like the rest, she'd fake it all.

After the pregnancy reached an end, there
would be horror. She pictured the tabloids in her head right then.
English Woman Gives Birth to Hairy Baby! Local Pregnancy Gone to
the Apes! Lana Craft: Mother of Gorillas!

Somehow, even though her fears were
completely rational, she knew that everything would be okay in the
end. It wasn't everyday that she had the opportunity to give life,
much less to an extraordinary creature that came from the pinnacle
of masculinity and strength. The giant ape man was a beast that
most feared, but to her, he was the father of her child.
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