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    This book is dedicated to everyone who loves climbing trees, swingin' on a vine, and making mad, passionate monkey love til dawn.

      

    


Ending from Lord of the Jungle, Jungle Island Series, Book 1:

“Ooh-ooh!” The gorilla’s wide eyes sought them out.

Tarzan hunched down to exchange a flurry of hand and body language with his ape companion, Echo. At the ape’s sudden dark expression, he turned towards her. 

Jane immediately became alarmed.

Tarzan pointed at the tree. “Jane. Tree.”

“What about the tree?” She looked between the two males who remained in their crouched positions, studying the surrounding jungle.

“Up,” he replied, the modulation of his no-nonsense voice quieter. “Bad mans come.”

First survival rule of jungle life: Do as you’re told and ask questions later.

Jane grabbed the newly installed vine and with a little of Tarzan’s help, she climbed to their sleeping nest. 

Only after he had seen that she’d made it to safety, did he and Echo turn and disappear. Between giant ferns and wide-leafed plants, the pair moved as silently as the nighttime shadows.

Any number of bad men could have landed on the island. And what exactly made them bad? Maybe they were out fishing and decided to drop anchor for the night. 

Maybe, she thoughtfully bit her lip, they were her ticket off the island.

But what about Tarzan? He cared for her deeply, as she cared for him. She might even, possibly, love him. When he left to hunt food, her heart missed him with every beat until a vine swung and he landed back home. How could she ever think of leaving him behind?

An echoing gunshot shattered the air. 

Jane jumped, startled in the bed of leaves. Her gaze darted over the edge of her and Tarzan’s nest, and then—all the jungle grew quiet.
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Damp leaves stuck to the bottoms of Tarzan’s feet. His tread light, he ran quickly and ducked behind a growth of leafy bushes. A second bang split the moist night air. The sleepy jungle came alive, erupting into the terrified cries of a thousand island creatures. Earlier thoughts of his female’s bare butt shattered with the continued rapid pop from the sticks that threw killer rocks. 

Human male voices rose in excited babble, calling back and forth, as they carelessly crashed through the plant-filled overgrowth. Birds took to the inky black in a flurry of flapping wings. Small ground animals scattered, rustling underbrush in their haste to race out of danger’s way.

The bad mans were not hunters of animals. Even a third year gorilla would know this by the humans’ lack of stealth.

Pressed deep into the shadows, across the meandering animal trail, Echo’s silver-haired shoulders gleamed in the light of a rising moon. His ape brother stilled as two humans approached.

They passed close enough that Tarzan could reach through the fan of wide-leafed plants and touch their ragged leg coverings. 

The armed men walked on, their footfalls heavy and loud from the sturdy feet wraps they wore. As they tramped down the trail, sour body odor hung in the air, then faded away on the evening breeze. 

From where he crouched on the ground, Tarzan had a perfect view of the side-to-side movement of Echo’s eyes. 

His ape brother watched. Waited and sniffed. Took in everything and missed nothing. The ape’s gaze swiveled between the disappearing bad mans, then landed on Tarzan.

The jungle settled in eerie silence, as if the creatures held their breaths, waiting on the outcome of their unwanted guests. Within a rock throw’s distance, the tree he and Jane shared stood silhouetted against a black sky, sparkling like raindrops caught in a spider’s web. Above the rim of the sleeping nest, a round object with long hair bobbed, then ducked down again. 

As long as his female stayed out of view in the top branches, she would remain safe. A growl rumbled within his chest. He would do whatever it took to keep Jane from harm. 

Tarzan clenched his jaw at the thought of her in any type of pain. She made him both laugh and at times, suck air between his teeth while he watched her learn to survive on the island.

Echo’s swaying shoulders caught Tarzan’s attention. Restless himself, he understood the primal urge of an alpha male to protect and defend.

Soon, he would join Jane in their sleeping nest and would wrap himself around her tiny, curled form. As of the last half-moon phase, they slept with arms and legs twined around each other, like the traveling vines Jane called ivy. 

Sometimes the loud calls of howling monkeys jarred him awake. It was those times when an uneasy tightness settled in his chest, the dream just out of reach from his waking mind. The steady in and out of Jane’s snorting sleep breath, a loud sound which kept his gorilla family at a distance, wrapped him in satisfying comfort. Much the same as the soft mat she’d woven and used to cover them both.

If the night air left them chilled, it never lasted long. With a grip on her hip and Jane’s butt pushed against his stiffened male tool, their nest would settle into a rhythmic rocking motion. Then he and Jane would add their own howls to the sounds of the nighttime jungle.

At the thought of her whimpered cries during their nightly mating, his male part thickened behind his animal skin cover. As plants were drawn to the sun, Tarzan’s heart drew him to Jane. Instinct demanded he go to her, but he fought the urge and the persistent banging against his ribs.

Movement from their canopy nest drew his gaze. He glanced upward in time to see his female lean over the edge and view the ground below. Anger pricked at him in the form of beads of sweat on his upper lip. The crackle of branches stretching beneath her movement would draw unwanted attention. While she taught him how to communicate with her mouth sounds, he showed her how to survive in the jungle. They had started with the basics, as if she were an infant gorilla, and she had been quick to learn. 

However, the first rule of survival‒do as you are told‒was not always followed by his too curious mate.

A twig snapped in the opposite direction of where the bad mans had gone. Could be an animal searching for food, or it might have been other humans.

Tarzan’s gaze cut to the source of sound, his sweaty palm reaching for the hatchet strapped to his thigh. Holding his breath, he stared at a wide shiny leaf as he focused, sifting through sounds; birds distant and near, the soft patter of light rain on plants, the constant drone of insects. 
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