
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		Lana Craft: Swell Mountain

		 

		By Gregor Daniels

		 

		


		 

		Copyright © 2015 Gregor Daniels - published at Smashwords

		 

		All rights reserved.

		 

		Only ADULTS beyond this point.

		 

		All characters are 18 years of age or older.

		 

		Another adventure with Lana Craft messing around with artifacts that she probably ought not touch. They could be dangerous, you know.

		 

		


		 

		---------------------------------------------

		September 12 (17:15:09):

		Journal Log

		 

		I dare not touch the amulet. I’m afraid it’s too brittle to handle with human hands. It’s a miracle that it’s survived this long, though much of it is too worn to make out. Father made no mention of it, and no record kept of when it came into his possession. Most unusual. Father tallied everything he kept in the manor, from nineteenth-century French government documents to the tiniest, most insignificant of rocks found by the nearby stream. “You never know what’s treasure,” he’d say often. Maybe he just had a fondness for smooth rocks.

		 

		But no written record of a faded golden amulet of Tibetan origin? You can see why that’s strange. I’ve dated it as several hundred years old, but it could be more than that. Some of the gold is coming off in flakes, and most of the symbols are totally unreadable. I was able to make out one: phru gu, for ‘child.’ Alas, my Tibetan tongue has had no use in the last seven or eight years. There are other markings engraved into the four-inch-diameter amulet, but I do not recognize them. In the center is something that looks like a mountain peak. That too I do not understand. What a competent history buff I’ve turned out to be. Father would be proud. The least he could’ve done was write down something about this amulet. One mystery after another.

		 

		But that’s the thrill, isn’t it? Traveling to a faraway land in search of the unknown. Stepping in the footsteps of ancient ancestors. Exploring distant worlds that few people have ever seen or will see. I have an idea on where to start. I just hope my instinct leads me true this time. If all goes well, it’ll be a lark. But I plan to prepare just in case. Sometimes you can’t predict what’s out there.

		---------------------------------------------

		 

		Lewis closed his eyes as the single-engined Cessna rocked back and forth through some mild turbulence. The ride wouldn’t have been awful if the plane had some real accommodations. Instead, all the seats had been stripped out, and several handles had been bolted into the ceiling just above the windows. Supposedly it had been retrofitted for those intense thrill-seeker types, the skydivers and the like. The only place to sit was along a padded bench on the starboard side of the aircraft, with flimsy lap belts to keep you in place. Lewis felt safer standing and hanging onto the overhead handles. At least they appeared to be properly bolted into the fuselage.

		“I was expecting first class!” he shouted to Lana. The loud drone of the forward engine made sure that conversations were held with raised voices.

		“Afraid not. Commercial flights don’t go where we’re going, Lewis. We need a small plane for a private landing strip. Though I could go for some martinis right about now!”

		“Yeah, and a reclining seat with heated cushions!”

		The plane rocked to the left suddenly, and Lewis took his eyes off Lana to adjust his footing and tighten his grip on the handle. Outside the misted window was a snow-covered landscape, all white in every direction. There were breaks here and there where dark gray rock showed through, mostly at the sharp-angled cliffs that looked to be straight up and down.

		He had never seen so much snow. Hell, Lewis had only seen snow on three separate occasions. Southern California wasn’t exactly known for its cold weather and snowy winters. Up in the mountains to the north, sure, but not near the west coast. Lana had told him several times to pack for cold weather. Lewis just assumed that she meant a jacket and gloves, but no. Supposedly, the cold near the Himalayas was the type that would eat through any exposed skin. “Frostbite comes within minutes,” she had told him. Multiple layers were required to survive the harsh environment.

		“I hope you brought your winter gear!” she shouted over the engine. “You sure can’t borrow mine!”

		“Right here!” He tapped his luggage. “I’m prepared for the worst!”

		“You can’t be prepared for the worst!”

		Lewis was shocked that Lana had called him back in the first place. A possible week-long adventure to the far east? Sure, it sounded great on paper. And Lewis prided himself on taking risks. Still, he probably wasn’t the best candidate out there to go on some hiking expedition to uncover long lost relics for ancient civilizations. The name Lana Craft wasn’t exactly unknown around England; her father’s name was on a well-renowned university just outside of London, and the Craft name had been around for centuries. Lewis remembered the name upon a display of a saber-toothed tiger back at the National Museum of Natural History in Washington, D.C. Lana’s father had been responsible for unearthing the skeleton and putting it back together.

		A woman with an English accent had called him up three days ago, and now he was here, trying to think about pleasant thoughts as the tin-can around him vibrated. They were the only two inside the craft—besides the pilot. Plenty of space to tumble around if the aircraft suddenly took a nosedive straight for the snow-covered mountain range. He probably wouldn’t even feel the impact.

		“So where we headed?”

		“A small village not far from where we land,” Lana explained, expertly pulling out a folded map from her pocket and pointing to a circle made in black marker. She was able to stand and maintain her balance without grabbing onto anything. Lewis was impressed. “The peak on the amulet has no name that I can find, but it bears resemblance to one overlooking this village. I spent weeks of research just looking at photographs, I’ll have you know!”

		“And you’re sure it’s the right one?”

		“No!” She smiled. “In fact, we probably have an eighty-percent chance of winding up in the wrong area entirely. But it’s the best lead I have! We find the mountain, and we find someone who knows what this amulet is!”

		“Why you so interested in it?”

		“Professional curiosity!”

		Or, I have a reason but I’m not going to tell you, Lewis thought to himself. Oh well. He had to pretend to be interested in all this archaeological stuff anyway. Digging up bones or unearthing ancient clay pots just wasn’t his thing. Unless there was treasure involved. He was basically just an assistant. Regardless, Lana had promised him a fair wage for the trip. The Craft family was loaded, apparently. Sure beat the hell out of being the tour guide leader for hiking trips back in California. He could’ve worked at McDonald’s and gotten paid the same.

		And Lana herself was smoking hot. It also helped that she wore skintight clothes no matter the occasion. Lewis still remembered the first meeting vividly. He didn’t know what to expect at the time. A woman in her mid-twenties came out of the backseat of a Rolls-Royce limo wearing a teal blue tank-top and short shorts. Lewis thought it was a joke at first when she introduced herself as Lana of the famous Craft lineage. Then again, he didn’t know what to expect. An older hag in her forties, perhaps?

		The plane ride to Tibet had been all about the visuals, and it sure as hell beat the alternative of thinking about what was going to fail in the plane first, the engine or the flaps. Lana was wearing dark skintight pants and a dark green coat with a fur-lined collar. Hey, it wasn’t his fault that her ass just so happened to be spectacularly defined! She was definitely in shape, too; those thighs looked like they could crush his skull if he happened to have his head between her legs—which wasn’t all that bad to think about.

		“Best find yourself a seat, Lewis!” she shouted over the engine, breaking him out of the trance. “We’re making our final approach!”

		 

		Please God, please not today!

		The single-engined Cessna sputtered during the descent, and more than once Lewis thought he was living out his final minutes inside of a freezing tin-can. The flimsy lap belt did little to keep him in place as the aircraft fell into choppy air, falling twenty feet without warning. Outside, the mountains in the distance seemed to loom higher, as if they were erecting out of the ground and pushing upward. Then the peaks were lost behind cloud cover, and the plane took a nosedive again.

		Lewis was thankful that the engine was so loud inside of the fuselage, or else Lana would’ve heard his frightful yelps every time the plane tried to fall out from underneath him. The last thing he wanted to do was embarrass himself now!

		Finally, their ride touched solid ground, right as a plume of dirt raced by the windows. The whole plane rattled violently down the runway, sending luggage tumbling out of the compartments underneath the bench seat.

		One of which was Lana’s, which slammed against the opposite wall and split open, spilling out all sorts of racy undergarments. She unbuckled her lap belt and raced over to gather her belongings after the plane had slowed to a crawl and began to turn.

		“Packing heavily, aren’t you?” Lewis joked.

		Lana blushed as she retrieved a couple pairs of thong panties strewn about, as well as some lacy bras. She hastily stuffed them all back into the suitcase and zipped it up.

		“A girl needs a little bit of home to bring with her,” was all she said.

		Lewis tried not to laugh. That sort of underwear was about what he expected, and the confirmation for it couldn’t have been any more amazing. After their first encounter, Lewis had her pegged as the type that liked to show off her body. The only thing that could have made it better was a skimpy little g-string. But, maybe she was wearing that one right now!

		After a short taxi, the pilot killed the plane’s engine. Lana stepped out first with Lewis in tow. A brisk wind immediately slammed him in the face, and Lewis placed his luggage down to pull up the hood of his coat. It was colder than anything he had felt before, and almost like sticking his head in a freezer. Except the freezer had a powerful fan inside it, blasting him with wind at twenty miles-per-hour. His teeth chattered.

		Lewis gazed around to find the ‘airport.’ Well, it wasn’t really an airport at all. The landing strip was an old dirt road. The ‘terminal’ was an old shack with a small antenna on top. A red light flashed periodically.

		“Yeah, first class all right,” he mumbled, grabbing his things and stumbling out of the plane.

		 

		The drive to the village took thirty minutes. The old sedan had seen better days, and Lewis found himself cramped in the backseat with Lana—which wasn’t totally awful. Except that every pothole caused him to fly upward and hit his head on the ceiling. And there were hundreds of them on the way, each one coming without warning.

		It also probably didn’t help that the rear of the car was dragging the ground, thanks to all their luggage in the trunk. Lana had twice as many bags as he did.

		“We’ll have to find a way up that mountain, if it is the one,” Lana explained during the ride. “And I bet they don’t have a tram service to take us up there.”

		Lewis stiffened up in the seat. “Hey, no problem there. Getting up a mountain is the one thing I can do.”

		“Oh yeah?” She turned to him. “This one doesn’t have a trail on it, I bet. And there’s dangerous pitfalls under the snow. Can’t even see them. One wrong step could be instant disaster.”

		Lewis shrugged. “Piece of cake. I’ve dealt with worse. We’ll race up it if you want.”

		Lana smiled. It was a sweet smile that he couldn’t get enough of. He still couldn’t believe that it was just the two of them going halfway across the world. Expeditions like this usually had several people along for the journey. Except Lana preferred to work alone, or so he had assumed. It was highly dangerous, but Lewis liked that. There was a certain rush involved by taking the risk. Like nothing else in the world.

		He couldn’t think of any other girl that was quite like Lana Craft.

		The village itself was primitive. Lewis was hoping for some sort of modern civilization out here in the wild—at least with electricity. Instead, the Tibetan settlement consisted of more than a dozen simple buildings constructed of brick and stone, all built into a slight incline so that the western part of the village was higher in altitude than the eastern section. Tall mountains lined the location on either side, which—as Lewis immediately found out after stepping out of the car—protected from the harsh, cold winds.

		After gathering their luggage, the car turned and rumbled away down the road, kicking up a long cloud of dirt that lingered in the air for many minutes. Taillights disappeared in the distance.

		Lewis realized that it was the only car he was going to see for many days.

		“Come on,” Lana said, gesturing with her head. “Let’s go see about our place to stay.”

		Lewis turned and watched as a yak trotted by, dark hair hanging down between its short legs. “Is it a Holiday Inn?”

		 

		---------------------------------------------

		September 15 (21:27:52):

		Journal Log

		 

		I feel right at home here, though it has taken some time for Lewis to warm up to it. He seems bothered that there’s no electricity, but I’m sure he’ll survive. He had his first taste of cheese made from yak milk with…interesting results. I think he’s starting to miss the western world already. He’s complained that there’s nothing to do once, and I bet he’ll say it again before bedtime. I am still faithful that he was the right choice for the job.

		 

		The village is odd. I love the setting, and I love being nestled in a valley. The two mountain ranges protect them from both sides, like a pair of sentinels stretching high to the heavens. They are a quiet people, confused by our attire and different skin, but appreciable for visitors. I haven’t been able to go fifteen minutes without being offered some new cuisine. Sometimes I detect a bit of Chinese influence, but most of the time it’s completely new to me. Tu is quite addictive, if you must know!

		 

		Here, I see no children. It’s an odd thing to notice, and even Lewis commented on it after we had found our place to stay. All the men and women are forty years old or older. Maybe they keep the children inside. A custom that I am not yet aware of. Unlikely. Or there is some other reason they are away, though I cannot think of what that reason is. There is only one way in or out of this place, and vehicles come down the road a few times every day.

		 

		Oh, and I asked around about the amulet. I cannot speak the local tongue, but one woman seemed to know what it was. She pointed up the mountain. Tomorrow, we will climb and see what awaits us. I just hope Lewis is up for it.

		---------------------------------------------

		 

		“You thought of everything, didn’t you?”

		Lana looked up from her laptop. “I may have been on a few trips before.”

		Lewis snickered. At first, he had laughed at her for bringing a computer along. A fully-charged battery would only last a few hours, so what was the point? And it wasn’t like there was any way to recharge it or connect to the internet. Then, she pulled out a small array of solar panels, all neatly folded together. And a tiny little satellite dish. A source for power and internet connectivity.

		“Does that thing get 4G?”

		“Hardly. I could probably have a rat on a spinning wheel and get more juice. But, it’ll do. Just need a few kilobytes every now and then. Backup servers are back in England.”

		The room they were staying in certainly wasn’t a four-star hotel. It was more like a shack. The walls were mud and brick, and slightly damp. Lana explained that sometimes the snow would melt during the day and seep through. The floor was dirt, and the bed was an uneven lump of hay wrapped in a cloth. But the pillows actually looked new and were some cheap knockoff brand. Certa. Lewis had a good chuckle over that.

		Oh, and there was only one room. And one bed. Which meant that Lana and Lewis would be sleeping together.

		Lewis pounded the mattress with his fists, laid down, wiggled for a comfortable spot, and propped himself back up on his elbows. Lana’s laptop computer hummed quietly.

		“You really think you’ll find out what that amulet is?”

		“I hope I do. Some mysteries don’t have answers, though. And I can only guess as to why my father didn’t catalog this into the Craft inventory.”

		“Maybe he didn’t want anyone to find it,” Lewis suggested.

		Lana smirked. “Maybe, but he didn’t have many enemies. Something tells me it’s more than a piece of jewelry, though. It has a chain attached as if it’s meant to be worn around the neck. Nothing happened when I put it on, however.”

		Lewis nodded and put his head back to the pillow. He didn’t even bother changing clothes, for the cold night required several layers to maintain warmth. He rolled into the lumpy mattress some more, trying to carve himself a nice little spot. After a quick glance at Lana’s spectacular legs, he closed his eyes and dozed off, dreaming he was in a much nicer hotel.

		 

		In the valley, the window for sunlight was short. The skies turned azure and blue as early as seven in the morning, but the sun didn’t crest the mountains to the east until closer to eleven, peeking over the snowcapped peaks and melting an overnight frost that had settled over the village. That’s when Lewis and Lana set out to make the climb.

		“You ever climbed this high before?” Lana asked.

		“Went up Whitney a couple of years ago,” Lewis said, remembering the trek well. “Wasn’t much snow then. Bare rock all the way up.”

		“Good,” was all she said.

		“That’s it? No advice from experience?”

		“You’ve climbed before. Can’t say much more than you probably already know.”

		On the move, the afternoon wasn’t all that bad. Thirty minutes in, Lewis’s body had already formed a layer of cool sweat underneath his clothes, and he could see little droplets of perspiration glinting on Lana’s forehead. Under its direct light, the sun felt quite good. The wind had picked up, however. Every once in a while, a sharp gust would pick up the top layer of some fresh snowpack and throw it around in a small eddy. Lewis turned his cheek away from the brisk wind and tightened the collar of his coat. The cold wasn’t so bad that he needed to pull up his hood, but it was steadily getting worse.

		And the peak still loomed ahead of them, towering thousands of feet. It didn’t seem like they had made progress at all.

		Lana led him up a sharp incline, grabbing at exposed rocks in the face of the mountain. Each step sent tiny little avalanches of pebbles racing down the drop, collecting more as they traveled farther on down. There were no ropes to keep either of them secure. One wrong move would mean a long tumble in the opposite direction.

		Ahead, they stopped on an outcropping of rock that formed a small ledge. Lana sat down and grabbed a snack from her backpack. Her cheeks were reddened from the wind, and a steady breath misted from her mouth. Her hair was tied into a ponytail, which dangled lazily behind her neck.

		Lewis was surprised by how tiny the village appeared below them. It didn’t seem like they had gone very far, but all the buildings were small, partway concealed under a low-hanging fog. The villagers themselves were tiny dots, barely recognizable against the dark earth-colored background.

		“There was a glacier here once,” Lana said between gulps of water. “Thousands of years ago.”

		“How can you tell?”

		“Look at the way that the valley slopes downward,” she explained, pointing to the north and bringing her finger down to the south, passing it along the village. “It’s too perfect. A huge chunk of ice carved this out a long, long time ago. A great unstoppable force.”

		Lewis gazed toward the horizon. “Where is it now?”

		“Melted away, or still going on, hundreds of miles away from here.”

		He looked down at the slope beneath him. There weren’t many trees between him and the village, but the path upward was completely devoid of them. And there was more snow. Lots of snow. Enough of it that he was perfectly okay with never seeing the stuff again. He was already second-guessing his choice of attire, for a cold wetness had gotten into his hiking boots. He really wasn’t prepared for any of this.

		“Well, that’s a long enough break,” Lana announced, standing. “Best be moving on if we want to get back down before sunset. We arrived last night around seven, and the sun was already behind the mountains before then.”

		“You have any idea where we’re going?”

		Lana smirked. “If I did, this wouldn’t be as fun.”

		“So, up the mountain and pray that we find what that lady was pointing to?”

		“From what I understood, not much of this mountain is climbable. Follow the only trail available. That will lead us to the destination.”

		“Peachy.”

		 

		No way she’s paying me enough for this. No fucking way! Lewis, you’ve really gotten yourself into a pile of shit now. It’s shit creek.

		There was one thing certain about climbing: the winds picked up the higher you went, and it made no difference if you were back in southern California or ascending some hellish peak in the middle of Tibet. It was a solid thirty-mile-per-hour wind, he guessed, with gusts easily stronger than that. He had pulled up his hood a half-hour ago, and now he tied it as tight as it could possibly go. Even with the fur surrounding his face and hiding every direction of vision except straight ahead, the cold still got in. His teeth had been chattering for the past ten minutes, and his nose felt numb.

		His hands had started to lose feeling not that long ago as well, but Lana had offered him another pair of gloves. They were on the small side, as to be expected, but they helped keep the cold at bay.

		The wind had a roar to it, like the sound of a beast right before it leapt at its prey. Vision was limited, too. Lewis could barely see Lana in front of him, and the view back down to the valley floor was a complete whiteout. It was impossible to tell that he was on a mountain, except for the consistent incline beneath his feet. And the increasing shortness of breath.

		“You hanging on back there, Lewis?” she shouted. She had to shout now.

		“Yeah! Cold as fucking hell, but sure!”

		“That’s why you brought your best winter clothes, isn’t it! This isn’t a mountain in California!”

		Truthfully, Lewis expected worse. The climb wasn’t all that bad, though he could do without the cold. Instead, he had envisioned a hellish ascent with vertical slopes and deadly drops ready to send him plummeting back down to the village as a bloody corpse. He had endured more punishment before; his feet weren’t even sore yet!

		“Uh-oh.”

		“Uh-oh?” Lewis asked. “What does that mean?”

		“It means we’ve got a problem. An obstacle.”

		Lewis saw it taking shape a moment later, appearing out of the white winds like an ominous shadow with no visible top. It was a rock wall that went straight up, and the surface of it was gleaming with striations of light as if it was covered with something reflective. Ice.

		“It had been too easy,” Lana said when Lewis stepped up beside her. “And here I was thinking I wasn’t going to break another sweat.”

		“What do we do now? Look for a way around?”

		“I dare not think how much time that’ll waste if we want to get back down soon,” Lana said. “There’s only one thing we can do.”

		“Which is?”

		She nodded her head toward the ice wall. “We climb.”

		I am greatly unprepared for this, Lewis told himself. She made a mistake picking me for the job.

		“I’ll go first and toss a rope down,” Lana said, peering up to the top of the wall. “It goes up for a good thirty feet or so. Bet there’s a spot I can anchor a rope for you.”

		“Oh joy.”

		“Come on.” She smiled and patted him on the shoulder. “You wanted some excitement, didn’t you?”

		“I just want to make it back down in one piece.”

		It was a good thing that Lana had all the experience, Lewis knew. Upon reaching this alone, he would’ve given up and turned back to head down to the village. Instead, Lana took her backpack off and pulled some useful tools from inside, namely a pair of strange-looking axes with sharpened blades, designed to penetrate the ice. And a pair of crampons. She slipped the latter onto her boots and trotted through the snow up to the ice wall. With a few strategic placements of the larger of the two ice axes, she began to ascend.

		Lewis had to admit that she made it all look easy. First, Lana would chop into the ice with the largest ax and support most of her weight on it. Then, she’d use the smaller one to carve out little steps for the front spikes on her crampons to dig into. With her feet a little higher than before, she’d yank out the large ax again and swing it a little above where it had gone in last, repeating the process.

		Obviously, it took a long time to make much distance. Yet, Lana continued without pausing, disappearing into the white cloud above. From then on, Lewis only heard the thwacks of the sharp blade penetrating the ice, slowly getting quieter and quieter.

		Shortly after, they stopped.

		“Lana?” he called out, cupping his hands around his mouth. “You make it to the top yet?”

		The roar of the wind answered, violent and cold.

		“Lana?”

		A second later, a bundle of rope came hurtling from up above, landing in the snow.

		“Come on up!” she called down. “It’s secure!”

		Even with no one around, Lewis tried not to show his fear. There was nothing secure about climbing a rope up an ice wall thousands of feet up on the side of a mountain! Who was she trying to kid? He gave it a tug just to make sure it was solid. Then, Lewis reached into his own backpack to pull out some crampons. He hadn’t brought any on the trip, but Lana was prepared for that and gave him an extra pair. He slipped them on and started up the rope, following the little indents in the ice where Lana had carved out steps for her boots.

		“You coming yet?”

		“Yeah, I’m coming all right! Give me a while, lady.”

		“Daylight’s burning!”

		Between the two of them, he had the easier of the two jobs. Climbing a rope wasn’t difficult at all, especially when he had a wall to help him along the way. But, an air-conditioned gym wasn’t quite like ascending a mountain. For one thing, there wasn’t a racing wind to worry about, or plummeting to certain death. Yeah, that was a big part of it. Lewis wished he was in that gym right now.

		Halfway up, he heard a crack in the ice. Lewis froze. It sounded close, as if it was right in front of him. Without warning, a large section of the ice wall splintered and crashed down, along with the steps that Lana had carved into it. Lewis cried out as he spun around on the rope, hanging on for dear life. He gripped it so tight that his hands hurt.

		“You okay down there? I think I can see you!”

		“Yeah. Just swell, Lana! Just swell.”

		At the top, Lewis collapsed and rolled to his back, his breath misting in the cold mountain air. Lana reeled in her rope and stuffed it into her backpack, along with the crampons and axes. Up here, it was hard to catch your breath, and it took Lewis several minutes before he was ready to stand again.

		Lana gave him a pat on the shoulder.

		“See, that wasn’t bad, right? Just a little adventure.”

		“Jesus Christ, I think I’m going to die. How far we got left?”

		“Not far.”

		Lewis looked at her curiously. “What makes you say that?”

		“Well, I think we’re here, actually.”

		They were still several hundred feet below the mountain peak, Lewis saw, as the blowing snow cleared for a heartbeat, offering him a view straight up. Ahead, the visibility was improved, and the wind wasn’t as cold as before. He loosened the hood of his coat and pulled up his sunglasses.

		An orange light flickered in the distance, appearing faint in the whiteness.

		“It’s a fire,” Lana said.

		“A fire?” Lewis was dumbfounded. “Up this far? Who made it?”

		“Let’s go find out.”

		The ground was level here, and Lewis was thankful for it. No more hiking up steep slopes, or risking limb and life climbing some godforsaken ice wall. It might’ve been no big deal for Lana, but he wanted to make it back home in one piece.

		As they neared the source of light, the orange glow gained clarity. It really was a fire, Lewis saw. In the middle of a cave. And there were six figures around it, huddled close to keep the warmth from escaping. Six naked women, old, wrinkled, and not pleasant to look at.

		“Hey, you want to … explain that one?” asked Lewis.

		“Likely a ritual,” Lana presumed. “Nudity in the presence of a deity. It’s not that unusual.”

		“You’ve seen stuff like this before?”

		“All the time. Wearing no article of clothing means they have nothing to hide. They are completely devoted to their worship, up in the mountain where they can be closer to the sky.”

		“Maybe we should … uh … offer them some clothes.”

		“Not necessary. They wouldn’t accept any.”

		“Fucking weird.”

		After stepping inside out of the cold, Lewis realized that the cave was more spacious than he first estimated. More than the rent-a-shack down in the village, anyway. Even at a distance, the fire’s warmth was pleasant. He instantly started to experience feeling in his nose again, and the frost in his facial hair began to melt away.

		Lana pulled her hood down and yanked her ponytail free. “My friend and I have come a long way to reach this place. I’m afraid I do not know the common tongue well. Is there one of you that might speak a bit of English?”

		The old women all stared at each other, muttering things that Lewis could not understand. They were clearly confused by the two of them, and the strange language that had come from Lana’s mouth. Lewis turned to Lana for any idea on what to do next, but the woman stood still, a patient bystander to the discussion between six naked old ladies.

		“A great distance? With reason?” one of them finally said, the shortest of them all. She couldn’t have been five feet tall.

		“Yes,” Lana replied, pulling off her backpack and reaching inside. “I have an amulet in my possession, and I am certain that it comes from this region. This very mountain, in fact. I wanted to know if you could tell me what it is.”

		“A gold amulet?”

		“Yes, actually.”

		Lewis had not seen it before now. It was wrapped in a clear plastic bag, held inside of a perfectly-molded foam case. Lana pulled it out gently, cradling it with both hands as if to not possibly damage the thing. Lewis could only imagine how delicate it was. Something that old was just waiting to fall apart.

		The old lady’s expression immediately changed. Her bottom lip quivered as she gazed upon it, while a tear fell from her left eye. She clasped her hands together, joyous at the sight before her.

		“You really have it. We have been praying for years that it would be returned to us.”

		“I beg your pardon, but what exactly is it? It was in my father’s possession, and he didn’t seem to know what it was, either. Nothing that I could find.”

		“An answer.”

		Lewis and Lana glanced at each other.

		“An answer for what?”

		“There are two of them,” the lady explained, lifting the amulet for herself and running her fingers across it. “And now they can be joined again. One for a western traveler, and the other …”

		The other old ladies huddled around her, gasping and touching it for themselves.

		“You know, I was hoping for a reward or something,” Lewis whispered in Lana’s ear.

		“The only reward here is the satisfaction of knowing that you did something right. It’s not like they have money they can just swap for it. But, the task is finished. I guess our stay here won’t be as long as I figured. I bet you’re antsy to stay in a real hotel again.”

		“You have no idea. And a hot shower. I think I’ve seen enough of Tibet.”

		Lana pulled on her backpack and tightened her hood. Lewis did the same. The warm fire inside of the cave was nice and refreshing, but the cold hell still stood between them and the village at the bottom of the valley. It’d be a grueling climb down, and it sure wasn’t getting any warmer outside.

		“A western traveler,” the old woman repeated, presenting the amulet. She held it between her earth-colored fingers, clasping it by the chain. “To be worn by a western traveler.”

		“I tried putting it on,” Lana explained, “but nothing happened.”

		But she wasn’t heading toward Lana, Lewis realized. The old, naked woman was coming straight for him.

		“Bend the neck, child.”

		Lewis took a step back. “Hey, wait a second here. I think there’s been a mistake. We came all this way—”

		“Just do it, Lewis,” Lana said.

		With the cold at his back, Lewis stopped and lowered his head. The old woman reached up on her tippy-toes and placed the chain around his neck, carefully positioning the amulet in the middle of his chest.

		Suddenly, the other five went down to their knees, bowing their heads near the flames. The fire seemed to crackle louder, echoing off the damp, ragged walls.

		“Uh, Lana?”

		“What’s the matter? Not your taste in jewelry?”

		Lewis smirked. “Not exactly. It … kinda burns.”

		The voices grew louder as Lewis felt it. A sharp pain penetrated his chest. His knees went weak, and he collapsed to the ground, groaning in agony. The chain around his neck became too hot to endure, but touching it only burned his fingers. The gold seemed to glow, and it wasn’t just the firelight reflecting from it.

		“Lana!”

		Lana rushed to him and reached for the chain. She, too, cried out in pain when it singed her fingers. “Ow, dammit!”

		Lewis couldn’t move. He heard his bones cracking and shifting, and felt skin crawling underneath his clothes. Something tickled his cheek, and another strange pulling sensation centered around his crotch. The coat and pants drew tight in some places, and loose in others. It felt like tiny ants were crawling on his skin, nibbling away at his flesh, bit by bit.

		“Lewis?”

		He grabbed his belly. It felt like it was going to burst from the inside out with how tight it was. On top of that, it appeared to grow. Lewis cradled it as it steadily pushed outward, gaining mass, pulling his coat tight. There was no more room for it to expand, and still it did, pressing outward into a round ball, blocking his legs from sight. The sheer weight of it sent him forward, crashing down to the ground and rolling to his side, slipping in and out of consciousness.

		“Lewis!”

		He knew she was standing right there beside him, but her voice sounded far off, distant. It was warm next to the fire. Lewis didn’t want to head back to the village. He was cozy right here. And tired, oh so tired. Just a little bit of rest was all he needed. Lana just didn’t understand. He needed to take a break. His body was sore and weak.

		 

		---------------------------------------------

		September 16 (23:06:01):

		Journal Log

		 

		Another magic artifact. My father was quite the collector of them. It’s a miracle that he didn’t accidentally open a portal to another world, or step across into another dimension. For carrying such a prestigious family name, he was rather foolish for keeping so many dangerous items inside the manor itself. Maybe I’m being too hard on him. I still wish he had written down what it was.

		 

		Or maybe he didn’t know what it was. He was more intelligent about such things than I am, but he couldn’t have known everything. Maybe he knew of the place, and of the mountain, but he never made the climb. He was frail in his old age.

		 

		I don’t recognize Lewis. Sometimes I doubt that the person laying in the bed next to me is actually him. But it has to be. I saw him change with my own two eyes. And it sounded painful. I do not wish to experience what he had to go through, but it seemed necessary. The amulet isn’t just a piece of jewelry. It has a power inside of it. Something about reversing an old curse, the woman said to me. I don’t exactly know the significance of it, but there’s another amulet that I have to wear, too. And we have to be up at the mountain. The both of us.

		 

		I will wait for Lewis to rest up before we make that journey again. The change took a lot out of him.

		---------------------------------------------

		 

		Before Lewis ever opened his eyes, he knew his body was wrong. The distribution of weight was all different, and it felt like his belly was sticking a mile out in front of him. His body didn’t hurt anymore, but the lumpy mattress had given him a kink in his back. Lewis rolled to his side, saw Lana sitting at her makeshift computer desk, and swiped long hair from his eyes.

		She noticed him stir.

		“Okay. How bad is it?” he asked, ignoring his voice. “Give me the good and bad news.”

		Lana rubbed her eyes. “Well, the good news is that you’re alive and in one piece.”

		Lewis gulped. “And the bad?”

		Lana’s eyes fell to his body, and then snapped back to his face. “The bad news is … I don’t think you’re going to be fitting into your old clothes. You might have to borrow some of mine.”

		He remembered fragments. The climb was still vivid, as well as the cold wind hitting him in the face. Lewis also recalled shitting his pants at the ice wall, and seeing that strange cave with the naked old women in it at the top. But everything after that was odd and disjointed. Only bits and pieces of the pain, nothing more. He didn’t even remember how he had gotten back to the village. Surely Lana couldn’t have carried him by herself.

		Let’s get this over with. No sense in putting it off.

		
		First, his belly was huge. It made a massive hump in the wool blanket that had been placed over his body. But that wasn’t the worst of it. No, scratch that; it was all equally pretty bad. Lewis peeked underneath and saw two mounds on his chest, fleshy and soft. With a fat, dark nipple sitting atop each one, it only took one guess to figure out what those were. Add to that the long hair tickling his neck, the hairless skin, and the strange emptiness in his groin, and Lewis had it all figured out.

		He had one other question. “How did I get naked?”

		Lana tried not to smile. “You were burning up. I was very delicate, if you must know. I tried not to look at anything if I could help it. Your clothes are still damp from the snow, and you probably won’t fit into them anyway. You can borrow some of mine if you like.”

		Lewis snuggled into the wool blanket. “No, that’s fine. I’ll just stay like this for a while.”

		“You feel okay?”

		“Yeah, just peachy, Lana. Except that I look like I’ll be popping a baby out at any second.”

		Lana closed her laptop. “I don’t think that’s how it works. I’ve worked some of it out in my head, but not all of the details.”

		“Like what?”

		“Well, the curse that she talked about, it had to do with reproduction, or that’s how I see it. It’s why we didn’t see any children in the village. It’s because there are no children here. None of the women can get pregnant. But only you getting pregnant doesn’t solve anything. I think there’s another part that we haven’t seen yet. We have to go back to the mountain soon. She has a second amulet.”

		Lewis tried to sit up, but the soreness in his belly made him lay back down again. Being pregnant, as it turned out, meant he couldn’t bend his abdomen very well.

		“Again? How am I ever going to climb that? In case you haven’t seen, I’m not exactly in the best condition to go scaling a mountain.”

		Lana giggled. “I’m glad to see your humor is still intact. But there’s another way. A trail down the slope where they send a cart down to fetch supplies. We missed it on the way up. It’s how I got you down here.”

		“So, all that ice wall stuff and fearing for my life was for nothing, huh?”

		Lana smiled. “I wouldn’t say that. It sounded like you were having fun on that rope.”

		“Yeah. Like a kid on a jungle gym.”

		Lana stood and stretched. “I’m going to fetch some fresh water. There’s a pot full of herbs next to the bed. The woman said that the scent would help.”

		Lewis cocked an eyebrow. “Help? Help with what?”

		“She didn’t say.”

		When Lana opened the door, she discovered nearly a dozen people waiting outside, standing in the cold. They anxiously peered through the gap, trying to get a look at Lewis on the bed. All of them were holding gifts of some sort, ranging from woven fabrics to local delicacies. One had a baby goat on a rope leash, which bleated skeptically.

		“Looks like you have a fan club,” remarked Lana.

		“Wonderful,” Lewis said, pulling the wool blanket up to his chin and throwing his head back into the pillow. Across the room, he heard Lana shutting the door and speaking to the locals outside. He couldn’t make out the words, though. The baby goat continued to bleat.

		It wasn’t so awful being a pregnant woman. Ha, yeah, keep telling yourself that, Lewis. I just need to take up wearing panties and bras and I’ll be all set. Maybe Lana can let me borrow from her suitcase.

		Rest came reluctantly. He couldn’t find a comfortable position. Laying on his back was all right for a few minutes, until that great weight on his abdomen became noticeable on his stomach and bladder. The side wasn’t much better, either.

		And on the stomach, well that was just out of the question!

		Eventually, Lewis sighed and yanked the wool fabric off his body. The inside of the mud-brick building was cold, but he was burning up underneath the blanket. Light from a nearby candle came to his body, and he saw the extent of the changes with his own eyes once again.

		“Jesus.”

		Lewis would’ve noticed his breasts first, if it weren’t for that gargantuan swell on his midsection. It was like he had a beach ball stuffed inside of him, inflated to the absolute limit and threatening to burst if he poked it. Well, that wasn’t quite true. He put a hand to it, and, against his fears, his round belly did not burst. It was firm and smooth, like any other pregnant woman’s belly really. His fingers followed the curve of it, sweeping across from the left and around the farthest point, flicking the belly button—which was now protruding, he noted.

		He didn’t feel any movement in it, which he supposed was a good thing. Pregnant women were always talking about feeling the baby kick and such. His belly was still and silent.

		The rest of his body came to his attention. Lewis felt his breasts for the first time. They were more tender than he expected, especially around the nipples. He gave them each a soft squeeze, and, while there was a pleasant feeling down in his loins from it, it just felt weird. They were smaller than Lana’s, but certainly respectable on their own. And, had they been on another woman’s body, Lewis would’ve loved to play with them. Looking down and seeing them on his own chest was just disorienting.

		Everything else was complete, too. Lewis’s arms were thinner, daintier. Delicate fingers and longer nails. The works. Most of his body hair had vanished, and the skin was perceptibly softer. His hips had swelled outward, too, though he couldn’t see his legs, which were still under the blanket.

		Lewis thought about checking out the important stuff. Turning from a man into a woman came with obvious consequences, and the top half of his body was only the beginning. He laid a hand at the bottom of his belly, fingers preparing to slip underneath to feel things out down there. He could only imagine what they’d find.

		There was a faint sensation down there. The lack of the dangling parts, of course. But, Lewis perceived a bit more feeling up inside of his body, above his crotch and behind his belly, like there was a sort of path going up inside of him. That could’ve only been …

		Nope! Not going there! I could go without touching that!

		Sighing, Lewis laid his head back into the pillow. He wished he was back home in southern California. For one thing, he wouldn’t have to worry about changing into a pregnant woman there. And, there was electricity! Real luxuries! None of this laying on a lump of hay and trying not to freeze in the night, or worrying about how far he was away from a real town with actual cars and roads and streetlights.

		He discovered a clay pot next to the bed. Lana had mentioned something about it before leaving. Turning to his side, he lifted it up. A wispy smoke was coming out of the top, and Lewis noticed that something was burning inside. Tiny, orange embers glowed at the bottom.

		“What am I supposed to do with this? Breathe it?”

		Truthfully, it wasn’t all that bad. It had a sweet scent to it, which Lewis eagerly inhaled through his nose.

		I’ve traveled halfway across the world to get high, he thought to himself, snickering.

		Lana hadn’t been wrong about it, though; it really helped him relax. After only a minute of huffing the burning herb, Lewis placed the clay pot back down on the floor and looked down at himself. He wasn’t that bad-looking as a woman! Of course, if he had some control in the matter, he wouldn’t have made himself pregnant. Get rid of the round belly and give himself a nice trim waist, some flaring hips, and a round butt. He’d be a knockout. As it was now, he just felt bloated and immobile.

		Lewis admired his rack again. He pushed his boobs together from the sides, creating a dark line of cleavage down the middle. The nipples were erect almost instantly, and he twisted one of them after allowing his breasts to hang down again. Wow! They were super sensitive! It probably had to do with him being pregnant, but Lewis sure wasn’t complaining. He could almost live with having a big round belly as long as his nipples felt like this all the time.

		“Oh, that is nice,” he said softly, sounding like a total girl. That inspired him to test out his voice some more. “Oh, touch my big tits. Yeah, just like that. Play with those nipples. Oh!”

		He rolled his head back, biting his bottom lip hard. After, he tried not to laugh. He really did sound like some chick in a porn video playing it up for the camera, saying naughty things for the viewer. But, it really did feel good to touch himself like that! And no one was around to hear him, so why not? As long as Lana took some time fetching that water, he could have a little bit of fun with his new body.

		Lana. Lewis had been completely professional since the start of this trip, but now he couldn’t help himself. He imagined her, as beautiful as ever, posing in his head. Maybe wearing that teal blue tank-top and short shorts from their first meeting, or just standing in her undergarments. That was the best thing about using his imagination; he could think of whatever he damn well pleased.

		And when she peeled off her lacy bra, Lewis cupped his own breasts and sunk his fingers deep into the smooth flesh, loving how they felt to grope from the other side. Underneath the wool blanket, his legs slipped against each other, making shapes that never stopped changing. He’d be lying if he said he couldn’t feel it between his legs, that warmth from being so turned on. He pinched his breasts harder, and the heat increased a little more. With a firm grip around both of his nipples, Lewis twisted them again.

		This time, he moaned.

		“Oh, get a grip on yourself, Lewis. Just stop …. stop for one second … goddammit.”

		It felt too wonderful to stop. The tingles in his chest. The heat between his legs. Everything. Damn it all. If he was going to play with his new body, then he had every right to explore it. So what if it was completely different? He was too turned on to care in the slightest.

		There was a wetness between his legs. He couldn’t avoid it any longer. It was to be expected; it was the natural response for a woman feeling aroused. Randomly, Lewis remembered all those comical images back in his seventh-grade sex-ed class, the ones featuring detailed diagrams of the vagina. It was such a foreign concept to him back then, and that was before he had taken a deep interest in girls. But now, as he remembered it, that was his vagina, that weird thing between his legs, with all those intricate folds and flaps that had all sorts of specific names. There were too many to remember.

		But one thing was certain. As Lewis pushed a hand around his round belly and into the crevice between the wool blanket and his own writhing body, he knew he couldn’t stop. He had to touch himself.

		Frankly, it wasn’t as exciting as he had expected. The contours were all familiar to him, albeit not from this perspective. And the damp outer lips weren’t as responsive as he would’ve thought. Nevertheless, Lewis persisted. The heat in his loins continued to swell, and he just couldn’t take it anymore.

		Naturally, he probed around. Remembering where the clit was, Lewis searched for it on his own pussy. Finding it proved to be simple, for it reacted like a lightning bolt zapping his brain. Upon contact with the firm, engorged nub of flesh, Lewis cried out and whipped his head to the side. Drool leaked from his lips, but he did not care. And nor did he care about more juices escaping his hot little mound and soaking into the ‘mattress.’ He greedily flicked it back and forth, feeling it swell some more. Flicking the bean, he remembered it being described as. Who would’ve thought he’d experience that firsthand!

		“Mmmm, yeah,” breathed Lewis. “God that feels great.”

		Lana continued to peel her clothes off inside his head. The bra slipped away, exposing her big, beautiful tits. Lewis dreamed of putting his face to them, taking a hard nipple between his lips and sucking it. The other he’d squeeze and fondle until Lana began to squeal. But that was just the start.

		Flicking his clit harder, Lewis pictured the panties coming off. They were already wet all the way through, and her snatch was nothing short of soaked. She touched herself down below, as he was now, spreading the outer lips of her pussy and pushing a fingertip against her swollen clit.

		“Oh! Oh yes!”

		She sauntered toward him, swinging her ample hips left and right. Lewis spread his legs just a little more as she crawled between his quivering thighs, planting her soft lips up against his sensitive cunt. Then, the finger at his clit went down to push up inside of him, thrusting hard into his new entrance. His head launched off the pillow as he cried out the loudest yet, screaming in pleasure. The wet tunnel leading into his core was so hot and tight. He moved the finger in and out, pumping himself. His abdomen burned as if a hot coal had been stuffed inside of it. His legs slammed together at the knee, while his entire body rocked back and forth. He was so close! Just a little more … another finger … harder … faster … any second now he’d—

		“And what is going on in here?”

		Lewis’s eyes snapped open. The finger at his crotch stopped.

		Lana had just shut the door and was standing there in absolute shock, carrying a pail of water in her right hand. Tiny flakes of snow swirled behind her, falling down to the ground and quickly melting.

		Lewis gulped. “I … thought you’d be gone longer.”

		Lana placed the pail on the floor. “Water is only a short walk from here, but there was a line.” She took off her gloves. “But what about you? I’m gone for ten minutes and you decide to have a little toss?”

		She wasn’t upset. Her tone suggested sarcasm, and Lewis saw that she was trying to subdue a smile, though it wasn’t working that well.

		“Truthfully, I expected it a lot sooner than that,” Lana explained. “I kept an eye on you for a sneaky finger-job when I was on the computer, but you minded your manners. I should’ve known you’d try it when I was gone.”

		“I can explain.”

		Lana gazed at the clay pot near the bed. “You try those herbs? The woman on the mountain really praised them. Said it was good stuff.”

		“Yeah, I may have … inhaled some of it.”

		Lana carried the pail over and knelt down next to the bed, grabbing a ragged piece of cloth. Lewis had completely forgotten he was halfway nude and reached to pull the wool blanket over his body. She stopped him.

		“Let me help you clean off first, before you go hiding under that blanket. Besides, you don’t have anything that I don’t.”

		Lewis smiled weakly.

		There was a noticeable odor lingering above him, one that hadn’t been evident before he had touched himself down below. He didn’t mention it. His cheeks were already reddened and hot as it was.

		Lana took the cloth and soaked it thoroughly in the pail. Then, she brought it to Lewis’s belly, slowly lowering it to his smooth skin. The water was absolutely frigid.

		“I know,” Lana said, as if hearing his unsaid concern. “When I scrubbed off earlier, it was the same. You just can’t get a hot shower around these parts, unless someone knows of a hot spring nearby.”

		“When did you …”

		“While you were still out. I smelled awful after all that climbing. Surprised you didn’t say a word.”

		Lewis turned his attention back to his belly, where the wet cloth left damp streaks along his smooth skin. Normally, having his shirt off wouldn’t have been a big deal, but he felt totally naked like this. Suddenly having tits apparently made him self-conscious about having them exposed. Even if they were great tits.

		He tensed up as the wet cloth came up to his breasts and circled his nipples. Lana was gentle about all of it, not pressing too hard. Nevertheless, the dark nubs erected to twice their size, becoming all stiff and turgid. Lewis just focused on controlling his breathing. They were still sore from earlier, and having them touched again didn’t feel all that bad. His cheeks were burning throughout.

		“Tomorrow, we’ll head up again, and finish whatever ritual they want us to do,” Lana explained. “Whatever it is, it involves the both of us. Something about consummating, the lady told me on the way down. Turning you into a pregnant woman was just the first part of it.”

		“Neat,” Lewis mumbled, more concerned with how close the damp cloth was getting to his lower abdomen than what might happen tomorrow. He casually wondered if Lana was getting off to this. She kept a straight face the whole time, but he was curious about it. He was doubtful about his chances as a man, but as a pregnant woman they seemed even less likely. But, who knew, right? Maybe that was Lana’s thing.

		Lana pulled the wool blanket away and set it to the side. “She said you were complete. I can see that she was speaking truly.”

		“I’ve noticed that too,” Lewis said jokingly. That got her to smile a bit.

		“It won’t be easy for you, but I’m sure it’s temporary. You’ll head back to California after this is all over, a normal man again.”

		Lewis looked elsewhere as the cloth went dangerously close to his crotch. “Hey, it’s the least I can hope for. My technique for picking up girls doesn’t exactly work if I am one.”

		Lana turned to him. “Oh, I’m sure it’ll work on some.” She winked.

		Once the shortest five minutes of Lewis’s life were gone, Lana moved the blanket back into its proper place and went away the pail. When she returned, Lewis was already on the verge of sleep again. It was just beyond midnight, according to her laptop computer. She looked equally tired.

		Lewis found himself with little room to wiggle around once Lana crawled into the bed with him. Laying on their sides with his round belly bumping into the small of her back was the best they could do, given the space.

		And there was that ticklish feeling again, right in the center of Lewis’s crotch. He could almost feel the individual droplets of his juices running down out of his pussy, oozing out to the outer lips. It was a strange sensation to say the least, and not one that helped him find some rest.

		Fine. Just a little rub, he thought to himself before placing a hand at his crotch and closing his eyes. The fingers moved gently at his pussy as he slowly dozed off.

		 

		The snow persisted through the early morning, leaving the ground a solid white by the time Lana and Lewis decided to make the climb again. A mile to the south was the supply trail, where they found a black-haired yak tied to a four-wheeled wooden cart. Lana spoke to the woman standing next to the animal. She was nothing more than a wrinkled face atop a bundle of dark-colored furs, which currently had white freckles on them thanks to the steady snowfall.

		“Do I get a ride?” Lewis asked, already panting from the walk. Holding his belly with his hands helped marginally, but carrying all that extra weight around was tiresome work no matter what.

		“Room for one,” Lana said, folding a blanket in the back of the cart and patting it. “Not the most comfortable, but it’ll make do.”

		“It’s still better than that plane ride,” Lewis joked, heading to greet their latest travel companion.

		Yaks were common in Tibet, or so Lewis presumed since becoming a guest of the strange land. He’d seen them everywhere over the last few days; from transporting supplies to even being ridden. He liked to think that they were as common as horses back home—not that he saw many horses in California. The one in front of the cart had a pair of horns, one each on the sides of the head. And it made a low sound, sort of like a grunt. Misty breath streamed from its nostrils.

		Lana tightened the hood of her coat. “Get some rest if you want. It’ll be more than an hour I reckon.”

		“Yeah, you can count on that,” Lewis said sarcastically. “I’m already missing that lump of hay.”

		Lana smiled and said nothing more.

		The old woman in the bundle of furs said something that he didn’t understand, and they were off. The rickety wagon creaked beneath him, rocking back and forth under unseen rocks buried in the snow. The flat land quickly turned upward into a steady incline, and the village to the north became distant, until the steady snowfall hid most of it from view.

		Lewis had hoped he’d be more comfortable in his body after a night of sleep, but he hadn’t gotten any rest. The spot between his legs had been positively active since Lana crawled into bed around midnight, and it had been a miracle that she hadn’t noticed the wet spot beneath his body. Or she did, and just didn’t say anything. He had been as quiet as possible while touching himself down there, trying not to wake her. The whole time she had been turned away from him. She could’ve been awake throughout it all and he would’ve never known, grinning wide.

		That was the worst part—or best part?—about being a woman; there was just no off switch. The littlest things got his juices flowing, like touching his nipples or rubbing his belly. Even stray thoughts about Lana in her tight-fitting outfits were enough to make him squirm, whether he wanted to be turned on or not. He couldn’t figure out how women dealt with it. Or maybe they weren’t constantly aroused like he was. Part of the magic, perhaps.

		The amulet hadn’t just transformed him into a pregnant woman, but a horny one at that! Wonderful.

		Lana enjoyed his current situation. She didn’t say it herself, but Lewis could tell. That morning had been interesting. When it came time to dress, Lewis knew that he wouldn’t be fitting into his own clothes very well. Naturally, Lana offered from her own suitcase, presenting him with several pairs of colorful panties. Two of them had been skimpy thongs! And the others weren’t much better, either. He chose one that covered the most, but he still had to deal with the fabric digging into his ass.

		You sure got into her panties, didn’t you?

		And the bra. Oh the bra! Lana gave him a chance to put on one of hers, but he looked the part of a clumsy fool trying to figure out how all the straps and hooks worked. When he finally did get it on the proper way, he couldn’t snap the band around his back. Thankfully, she was there to help him. Her bra was a bit loose on him around the cups, but it was the best they could do given the circumstances. And Lewis was glad to have some of that weight off his chest, though there wasn’t much to be done about his massive, pregnant belly. He’d just have to be a man and carry it around. Yeah, about that …

		The cart shook violently, causing Lewis to reach out and steady himself. Fifty feet behind him, the snow-covered trail was lost behind a low-hanging haze. He wiggled under the pile of furs, trying to find a more comfortable spot. It also didn’t help that the place between his legs was beginning to feel damp again, with droplets clinging to the insides of his thighs. They weren’t even fifteen minutes into the trip yet!

		Anxiously, Lewis snuck a hand down to his crotch and looked around to see if anyone was watching. Lana and the older woman were walking alongside the yak, paying no attention. And Thank God for it. His pussy lips were slippery as hell, and his clit was practically throbbing like a small cock. He gave it a little rub. Completely harmless.

		It was going to be a long ride up the mountain.

		 

		The six old women were still in the cave when they arrived, huddled around the flames. And still naked. Apparently they never left the mountain, not even when conditions outside were the worst. Truly an odd lifestyle choice.

		Their eyes brightened when they saw Lewis waddling in, cradling that huge mound underneath the layers of furs. It was even worse up here, where it was much easier to be short of breath. Lewis was practically panting for air by the time he made it into the cave, and that was before the women surrounded him and touched his body. It was like they had never seen a pregnant woman before.

		Lana was a few feet away, grinning. “You’ve never had so much attention.”

		“Yeah, and I’m sick of it already. I just want to curl into a ball on a soft couch and eat a bucket of ice cream.”

		She laughed. “And watch a steamy soap opera, right?”

		“Whoa now, let’s not go too far. I’m not that much of a girl.”

		“Shame. I had you down as the type to wear pretty pink dresses and frilly panties.”

		The six women escorted them to the fire. Now starting to perspire, Lewis peeled off some of the layers of fur. The last twenty minutes up the mountain had been brutal, even colder than yesterday. He was glad to feel some heat on his skin again.

		The woman who spoke English came up to them. The others circled the fire, murmuring.

		“A western traveler,” she said, bowing her head. “And a companion. Joined together.”

		Lana stepped forward. “What is it we have to do, exactly?”

		The woman said nothing. Instead, she presented the second amulet. It was nearly identical to the one Lana had brought, though some of the lettering looked to be different. Lewis knew nothing of the language, so he wasn’t entirely sure. Regardless, it looked as fragile as the first, ready to shatter into several pieces if it was accidentally dropped.

		“And I wear this one?” Lana asked.

		The woman nodded, holding the amulet by the chain.

		Lewis didn’t know what to expect. If the amulet had turned him into a pregnant woman, what would happen to Lana? Would she become pregnant too? Or would something different happen since it was a different amulet? Why couldn’t the old woman just explain things more? Just a heads up, you know. Hey, you’re going to become female and pregnant. Hope you don’t mind, because I’m not giving you a choice.

		Well, Lana allowed the amulet to be placed around her neck, and … nothing apparent happened. No inflating belly. Nothing. Lewis was sure that something had gone wrong somewhere, but the old woman continued to smile.

		“Come this way.”

		She led them around the fire, passing the five women who were all looking up to the ceiling, hands raised, singing something in harmony. The flames looked a bit higher than before, but he couldn’t be sure. Occasionally the orange fingers would reach all the way to the ceiling, touching the smooth rock above.

		They came to an alcove in the cave, isolated from the main room. Once making sure they were both inside it, the woman bowed and humbly strolled away, not looking back. She just straight up left them there.

		A couple of minutes passed, and she never returned. Meanwhile, the voices outside grew louder.

		“I don’t understand,” Lewis confessed. “We just … wait here?” He didn’t want to wait around. His pregnant belly pulled on his back painfully, and the rock floor didn’t look any comfortable to sit on.

		“No,” Lana said. “We have to do something. A ritual.”

		Lewis looked around. The only other thing in the alcove that wasn’t them was a clay pot on the floor, emitting a wispy smoke. He looked inside to see something burning at the bottom. It was that same stuff from last night.

		“What ritual? It would help if she explained these things, you know. Maybe some directions? What are we supposed to do, figure it out ourselves? That could take forever.”

		“No it won’t,” said Lana quietly, “because I think I know what it is they want us to do.”

		“What?”

		She didn’t say. Instead, as Lewis watched intently, his more experienced companion pulled her fur-lined hood down and unbuttoned her coat. Even away from the fire, it was rather toasty in the room, so her stripping out of her external layers wasn’t all that much of a surprise.

		Then, she unbuttoned her pants.

		“Hey, wait a second. Are you … undressing?”

		“I have to.”

		“Have to for what?”

		She glanced up at him. “You’ll see.”

		Since meeting Lana Craft for the first time, Lewis had dreamed of this moment. Yeah, the conditions weren’t exactly ideal, and there was that part about him missing some proper equipment down south. But the view was still enjoyable.

		Speechless and totally fixated on the scene, Lewis felt that tickle in his loins again. His juices had been steadily flowing all morning, and the pair of panties he was wearing was probably soaked all the way through. He hoped Lana wouldn’t be too upset about it. Besides, it wasn’t like he had any control over it! It was like a faucet that wasn’t all the way off, constantly dripping.

		Lana wiggled out of her pants, exposing her shapely, smooth legs. Lewis was almost drooling by now, eyeing her round hips and skimpy pink panties. The front of her underwear was all misshapen and stretched over something, though he couldn’t tell what. She adjusted them, right before something long and phallic-shaped popped out.

		“Lana, w-what’s … that?”

		She tugged her panties off. “It’s how we consummate, Lewis. Me and you.”

		“But you have … have a penis!”

		She shrugged. “I’ve had worse. I think I’m rather fond of it already. I quite like how it stiffened up inside of my knickers when it grew in. It was so cramped in there. Feels good to have it out.”

		Lewis gulped. The erotic vision of Lana Craft shimmered in his head, not quite the same as it was earlier. Her suddenly having a penis changed everything! Now, he felt sick to his stomach for even wanting to lay with her. It was just … wrong! Like, why? Why did she have to have a penis? And what were they consummating? What did she mean by that? Surely not …

		Lana gave her new appendage a gentle tug. “Well, Lewis. The day isn’t getting any longer. I’d like to be back down to the village for a nice hot supper. I’m sure you would, too. I can see you’re not a fan, but it’ll go quicker if we just get on with it.”

		Wispy smoke from the clay pot filled the room. The voices across the cave echoed louder yet, while the orange light of the fire began to crawl into the alcove, lighting their bodies.

		It was a typical penis, if Lewis had to judge, ignoring who it was attached to. Funny, he had been so ready to see something else when she started taking off her pants, and then that thing popped out. Just last night he was pondering if Lana was shaved, trimmed, or completely natural down there. Well, now she was totally bottomless, and he wasn’t sure if the question had been answered at all. There was no pubic hair to go along with her new penis, though that could’ve been a side effect of the amulet. The wearer just received a hairless prick, no matter who put it on.

		And he had to wonder, why couldn’t it have been the other way around? Lana could put the pregnant amulet on, and he already had a penis, so wouldn’t that be easier? What was that nonsense about a western traveler? Relative to Tibet, they were both from the west. Or east, depending on which way you went. His head swirled.

		Ugh, that damn herb. It was like the old women knew they wouldn’t have sex just out of the blue, so they needed some assistance. Well, it was working. Lewis remembered how horny he was just the other night after breathing in the fumes. Suddenly, he couldn’t stop touching his huge, pregnant body. And now Lana’s penis didn’t create a pit in his stomach just from looking at it.

		It was a cute-looking penis, all hard and erect. And she even had some balls, too! The whole thing. Just the sight of her stroking it made Lewis’s snatch even wetter. It didn’t matter what he thought about; his body sure as hell knew what was only a few feet away, throbbing.

		Lana rolled her head back, exhaling. Her slender fingers worked at the head. “Oh, I can see what’s so fun about one of these. When it’s hard, it’s just so sensitive. I don’t think I’ve ever felt like this.”

		“Yeah,” Lewis mumbled, removing the rest of his furs. A hand was at his crotch, probing his nether region even before he was fully undressed. Dampness greeted the tips of his fingers almost instantly. It was like a goddamn water park down there, constantly oozing pussy juice.

		The fumes from the pot swirled around his nose as he inhaled, causing him to quiver.

		“Mmmm, it’s so … thick now,” Lana moaned, grasping her cock by the shaft, tugging. “Oh bugger. I don’t think I could stop … oh … if I wanted to.”

		Lewis stepped out of the pile of furs, cradling his belly. His nipples were so stiff that even the air caused them to ache. And between his legs … Jesus H. Christ. He couldn’t stop watching her, twisting her palm around that cock. Something about it just absolutely delighted him, causing the hairs on his arms and legs to go rigid. A ribbon of juice went racing down the inside of his leg. His loins felt empty, rekindling that lust he had felt for Lana at the start.

		“You need some help with that?”

		She smiled deviously. “I’m sure you’re the expert between us two, aren’t you?”

		Near the peak of a mountain in the middle of the Himalayas, Lewis made his way over to the half-naked Lana, trying not to stare at her hard cock so openly. He glided across the smooth rock underfoot, carrying himself with an awkward gait. Even in Lana’s close presence, the hand at his crotch did not leave. Juice continued to touch his fingertips as he neared the woman, taking a place at her side.

		Lana breathed in sharply. “Well, go ahead. It needs a more experienced touch.”

		“You looked like you had it under control.”

		“Maybe I did,” Lana confessed. “Maybe I just want someone else to stroke it for me.”

		Truthfully, it wasn’t all that different from his own—well, before the change anyway. Familiar grooves came into contact with his hand as he wrapped his fingers around it, squeezing, tugging. The whole thing surged suddenly as he pulled his fist to the tip, feeling the soft, swollen ridge around Lana’s pinkish cockhead. She wobbled unsteadily on her feet, gasping for breath in the high altitude. Thick veins swelled along the surface of the shaft, pumping warm blood throughout her newly-grown cock.

		“I should keep it,” she said, stifling a moan. “I’ll take it back home with me. Though I’ll need some … ohhh … new underwear. It won’t fit into anything I have.”

		Lewis stepped forward, his belly grazing her arm. “How does that feel?”

		“Ohhh, like heaven.”

		He had never been so close to her, so intimate. The sound of her breath coming from her pursed lips was enough to make him writhe on his feet, and the sight of her hard member made his crotch leak even more. Before, the female sex had been a complete mystery, and now Lewis still wasn’t sure if he had learned anything. Just because he was a woman didn’t mean he should’ve been suddenly interested in Lana’s cock. Something else was going on here; something else that he really didn’t have the patience to question at the moment.

		With her hardness pulsing between his fingers, Lana turned to him, rubbing his massive belly. It was pleasant to have another hand on it that wasn’t his own. And the whole thing was so warm. She cupped one of his breasts, pinching a nipple at the same time. The dark-colored nub of flesh was already hard, but her touch made it harder yet, erecting to more than an inch long, fat and turgid. Lana leaned in and wrapped her lips around it, flicking it with her wet tongue.

		“Ohhhh God,” Lewis panted. He had never considered having his nipples sucked, and the question hadn’t even been asked. She had done it all on her own!

		Yards away, the heat from the flames crept into the room, caressing his body. Lewis felt a tingle racing up his spine as Lana’s lips emitted those sweet, soft suckling noises. Another gust of warm air rushed between his legs, touching him directly in the center of his pussy. He buckled at the knee, leaning back to find the rock wall for support. Sweet-smelling juice oozed from down below, clinging to his trembling legs.

		When Lana detached from his tit, he noticed a whiteness between her lips.

		“I had no idea you’d taste so good,” she said.

		There was more of it on his breast. Milk, Lewis realized. Of course! Well, it wasn’t a total surprise anyway. He was a pregnant woman, and they typically produced milk in the late stages of pregnancy. He just hadn’t thought about it until now.

		“That good, huh?”

		“You have no idea,” Lana replied, bringing her head up till their lips met. A warm liquid oozed into his mouth as Lewis tasted his own milk for the first time. It was incredibly sweet and addictive, and he eagerly swallowed whatever came to his tongue.

		Down below, he felt as Lana continued to knead his swollen tit, forcing more of the white liquid out from his nipple. It came out in intermittent sprays before trickling down the underside of his breast, sticking to the curve of his belly. Suddenly, both mounds on his chest felt achingly full. Lana went to the other and squeezed milk out of it, too, holding her mouth in the air and catching some of the spray on her tongue. She looked up at him after, smiling as the nipple twisted between her fingers. Her cock poked against his thigh.

		“Being a girl isn’t so bad, is it?”

		“Being a pregnant girl, you mean,” Lewis corrected, still feeling the shudders passing through his body.

		“Well, being pregnant does have some bonuses, yes. But all girls have this.”

		Lewis said nothing as her hand disappeared underneath his giant belly. Its destination wasn’t a mystery for long. A second passed before he felt it between his legs, rubbing against his folds. She didn’t waste time teasing his wet womanhood. Instead, Lana shoved a finger up inside of him, pushing it well into his tight entrance.

		Lewis opened his mouth. A moan came racing out on the coattails of a quick exhale, loud and sharp. He rolled his head back, grinding his naked rear into the rocks behind.

		“Oh fuck! That feels … oh my God!”

		His hands blindly grasped at air, reaching, clenching. He found Lana’s hard member and gave it a tug, while her own finger pumped in and out of him. The spot between his legs was so hot and damp, and he could barely stay on his feet. Vibrations from down below rocked his body, pushing him up against the rock wall. Droplets of milk continued to leak from his tits.

		“That’s what Lewis wanted, wasn’t it? He wanted his pussy fingered.”

		Lewis bit his bottom lip, panting hard. “Mmmhmm! Oh!”

		Lana nibbled on his nipple again, drawing more of the milk out. Have all you want, he thought to himself. Just don’t stop sucking! And the hand between his legs … don’t let that stop either! Lewis couldn’t take much more. It felt like something in his lower abdomen was about to burst. The heat of Lana’s body surrounded him, and the strong scent of her cock rushed into his nostrils. The hand at his crotch moved furiously, never pausing. Every muscle in his pussy wall tightened, clutching that finger.

		“Ah! I think I’m gonna … I’m gonna …”

		Lewis collapsed when it hit him. His feet skidded along the ground, while his bare ass slid along the rock, landing with a thud. The finger slid out of his cunt, but it was already too late. He convulsed and snapped his legs together, gritting his teeth hard. Explosions went off inside of him, spreading from his loins and racing to every part of his body. He closed his eyes, but still a blinding flash of light came. Every pore on his skin tingled at once.

		A full minute went by before he was certain that it had passed, and even then Lewis was reluctant to move a muscle. He gazed up at Lana, wiping the sweat from his brow. She was slowly stroking her member, smiling down at him.

		“Your first female orgasm. I’m sorta jealous,” she said. “Looked like a good one.”

		Lewis lightly knocked his head against the wall. “You could say that.”

		Suddenly, he heard a rumble. The ground beneath him shook. Pebbles around his legs and feet danced. A light dust sprinkled down from the ceiling. Lana and him looked at each other.

		“What was that?”

		“We’re close,” she said. “Listen.”

		Lewis turned his ear toward the opening of the alcove. The chanting in the main area of the cave was even louder still, the women shouting at the tops of their lungs. And there was a great, blinding light peeking around the edge, much too bright to be the fire. Yet, it couldn’t have been anything else.

		Lana nodded her head toward her cock. “Well? You want another orgasm? I still have to … blow my load, as the guys say.” She giggled after saying the words.

		“A second orgasm? Oh … right.”

		Luxuries were scarce, so Lana took him against the wall. Lewis spread his legs a little and peered over his belly, watching as she carefully guided her thick cock toward him. The head of it flared as it disappeared, and then he felt it up against his nether region, poking at his outer lips. Following a small adjustment, it was inside of him, thrusting into his darkest, wettest depths. His body was alive again.

		Around them, the entire mountain seemed to shake. It was like a steady earthquake, increasing in intensity as Lana fucked him harder and faster. Small rocks broke loose from the walls, crashing down to the ground. Elsewhere, the voices continued to chant, ominous and roaring.

		“Oh yes! Oh that cock is so big!” Lewis heard himself shouting.

		“No, it’s you,” Lana grunted. “You have a tight pussy!”

		Even on the receiving end, having sex was a workout. Lewis hopped up and down, holding his massive belly. He couldn’t help it; Lana was slamming into him so hard, pumping him with her massive member. And the entrance to his cunt felt so tight and stretched! With the emptiness in his loins completely gone, Lewis could only revel in the sensation that replaced it: fullness. A stuffing of cock was what it was, and Lewis didn’t care anymore that he was the one being fucked by another.

		He saw Lana’s testicles popping back and forth, slapping against her wet member. They had to be so full of cum! Hot, gooey cum! In the heat of the moment, he wanted nothing more. He wanted her to pump him full of it, to explode and send that thick cum racing into his tight pussy. All of it! Down to the last drop.

		With everything rumbling around them, the two of them moved together, wet with sweat and juice. Lewis found himself on all fours, getting fucked from behind. And Lana was absolutely relentless, never giving him a moment to catch his breath. Her fat cock pummeled his swollen pussy repeatedly, while her lower abdomen slammed into his round ass. She even gave it a slap once, though the sound of his squeal was drowned out over everything else.

		“Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

		Lewis couldn’t imagine an orgasm more powerful than the first, but somehow it was. With Lana humping him from behind, he had to fight his eyes from rolling back into his skull. And he imagined it all in vivid detail, that thick cock of hers entering his slippery hole, stretching his puffy lips wide. There must’ve been six or seven inches of it inside of him, stretching his pussy walls and thrusting hard and quick.

		Lana gave her warning, but he barely heard it. Instead, the rush of her hot, bubbly cum came in the middle of his own climax, shooting far and quick into the deepest part of his cunt. With his round belly scraping the floor, she collapsed on top of him, fondling his hanging tits. More milk oozed out as the last of her seed shot into his pussy, filling every open crevice and rushing out to follow her cock as she pulled out. It trickled down his outer lips, he felt, coming out in thick, gooey clumps.

		At the other side of the cave, the chanting was deafeningly loud. A bright light came into the room as the whole mountain cracked and roared. Lewis turned his head away, closing his eyes tightly.

		For a moment, he didn’t care what happened next. He had been filled with Lana’s abundant cum, and nothing could’ve been better. She stroked his hair and squeezed a breast, while planting soft kisses on his cheek. As long as he was here with her, stuck in this intimate moment forever, then nothing else mattered.

		 

		---------------------------------------------

		September 18 (09:56:12):

		Journal Log

		 

		I won’t lie. I enjoyed every second of it. There are no words to describe having a cock! Oh, should I really put that in here? I don’t want anyone else reading my journal and finding out about that.*

		 

		*edit later

		 

		The both of us are back to normal, and it’s for the best. I’ve never slept so long in my life, and Lewis is ecstatic to be himself again. He won’t admit to enjoying the time he spent as a girl, but I know he did. I can see it on his face. He misses it. He experienced a lot in a short amount of time, and I bet he’ll be thinking about it all the way back to California. Speaking of, I could use a vacation. England is so cold and rainy right now. A hot, sandy beach sounds excellent.

		 

		We’ve got a plane ride to catch later this afternoon, so there’s not much to do but pack. And I’ve convinced a nice lady to give me her recipe for tu. If there’s one thing I can take back from Tibet, then it’s something I can experience again and again.

		 

		Despite the cold, I’m going to miss it. I guess I should be thanking my father right about now, so thanks! You didn’t categorize the amulet because you knew I’d discover it and find out what it was. You knew me all too well. And now it’s been returned to its rightful place, in the proper hands. All is well.

		---------------------------------------------

		 

		Lewis rocked back and forth on his feet, tightly wrapped in a warm coat. To the right was Lana’s array of miniaturized solar panels, laid out on a three-legged stool with a wire snaking back into the shack. Her tiny satellite dish was there too, a green light flashing on the end of it.

		He had never seen the streets so quiet. The locals were always up at the crack of dawn, herding around their yaks or setting up their shops for a long day of business and trade. Today, the dirt streets were empty. Even the yaks were still tied up, and the sun was about to crest the mountain.

		Lana came out, reeling the cord around her hand and folding the solar panels away into a bag.

		“You think they’re all having sex right now?” Lewis asked.

		“They’re probably at it like rabbits I imagine,” Lana said. “More than forty years is a long time to not have a child. They’re making up for lost time. I bet they’re enjoying it.”

		Lewis shook his head. “A curse to prevent people from having children. Who would do such a thing? And why?”

		“I usually don’t ask such things,” Lana said from inside, occupied with packing. “As long as it’s fixed and the amulets are back where they belong. Everyone can get back to having a normal life again.”

		“And I can get back to somewhere where it isn’t snowing all the goddamn time.”

		Lewis was surprised by how joyous he had been when discovering he had a cock again. Up there in the mountain had been some crazy stuff, and he remembered enjoying getting fucked by Lana. It was hard to imagine that he was going to miss any of it, but there were some things he’d like to try out again. Like having some big, fat, feminine nipples to squeeze! Or rubbing a hot little mound between his legs! Hey, if he could be a woman for another hour or so, he’d definitely make the most of it.

		“So, what’s next for you?”

		Lana appeared, hands on her hips. Droplets of sweat glistened on her forehead. “Me? Hard to say. I might have to take a week off first. Then Brazil. They’ve got some ancient ruins down there. Or Greece. I’m embarrassed to say I’ve never been.”

		“Well, hey, if you ever need a companion again, just give me a call.” Lewis offered his hand.

		Lana shook it. “Will do. Just promise me one thing.”

		“What’s that?”

		“Don’t turn into a pregnant woman again.”

		“Hey, that wasn’t my fault! You’re the one who had the amulet. And what about you? You miss having that … you know, extra thingy?”

		Lana looked down at the dirt. “No.”

		“No?”

		She glanced up at him, smiling. “Well, maybe a teensy weensy bit.”

		 

		###
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