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Chapter 1: Crash into Hell
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The plane flew at a steady speed over the African rainforest. It was carrying a full cabin of relaxed and well rested tourists on their way back from vacationing on the tropical island of Mauritius. Young people sat reviewing the things that they could still remember from their drunken nights on the beach. Tinkering with the trinkets and souvenirs they picked up along the way. Trying to decide whether they spent too much money or had too many tequila shots. Middle aged couples coming back from their second honeymoons sat arm and arm cuddling with a romantic haze that lingered from their much needed nights of passion. Some families had children with them. Still wearing their bathing suits as if their parents had to drag them out of the ocean and onto the plane. The parents wore visors and neck pillows. They dozed off under their caps while their kids played with overpriced handmade toys they bought on the island. It was a clear day out and the plane passed through a few clouds. They had been flying over the rainforest for a while and the view from the plane was beautiful. One girl gazed down at the treetops while her three friends chatted about their holiday. 

"Holy shit, you took a photo of that!" A girl named Janet yelled at her boyfriend. "Todd, you are such an asshole! You'd better delete them. If I see even one of those photos on Facebook I'm gonna kill you!" She punched him in the arm, which he didn't even notice. Todd and his buddy, Ray, laughed and looked through the rest of the scandalous photos. Janet tried for a moment to grab the camera but was unsuccessful. She finally gave up and turned to Alisha, who was thoroughly entranced by the sea of green underneath them. Alisha was not skinny like Janet, but was also by no means fat. She had long dark hair that always looked messy compared to Janet's short perfectly curled blonde bob. They had been friends since they were children but had begun to grow in different directions when they hit college. 

"Hey, what are you staring at?" Janet asked her. 

Alisha broke her gaze and turned towards Janet. Smiling slightly, she answers, "Nothing, just the view. It's nice." 

Janet practically crawled over Alisha to look out the window. She surveyed the landscape below for a moment and sat back in her place. "It's just trees." She said, grabbing for her purse and quickly shoving her hand into it. After a moment of rummaging around she pulled out a pink make up bag. "Let me do your face. I'm bored." Janet told Alisha. 

Alisha had learned over the years not to bother arguing with Janet's cosmetic requests and pulled back her hair with a tie. 

In another part of the plane a man and his wife talked about the things they had to do when they got home. He wore tan cargo pants and a button up shirt whose sleeves weren't quite long enough to cover his tan line. His wife had wavy brown hair and wore a yellow sun dress. 

"I hope the kids haven't been giving Genie too much trouble." Natalie told her husband, Martin. She was rearranging the items in her purse for the fourth time. Martin put his arm around her and gave a light squeeze. "I'm sure they were fine sweety. Don't worry so much. When we get home we can worry about the kids and school and all that. But for now, let's enjoy the flight." He told her. She calmed her frantic rummaging and gave him a kiss. 

In one of the bathrooms on the plane a young couple was doing lines of coke off their arms. "Baby, where did you score this shit on that little ass island?" The girl, Olivia, asked her boyfriend Trevor. She had long copper hair that matched her long copper legs. He was the typical muscle bound tool you'd expect a girl like her to be with. 

"I know people girl, I got the hook up." He arrogantly bragged. They did another line and then took at each other like rabbits. The unfortunate people sitting just outside the bathrooms heard a symphony of strange noises and laughter. 

In the front of the plane there was a family of four. A mother and father that looked to be in their thirties and two boys no more than ten. The mother had dark skin and tight curly hair that was placed on top of her head. The father was short and bald. The two little boys had lighter skin than their parents and hair that stuck out in every direction. They played with action figures, making explosion noises and throwing them at each other. Their parents told them to quiet down and behave. The younger of the two, Sydney, hit his older brother, Tony, with an Iron Man action figure. He cried to their mother, "Mom! Sydney hit me!" 

June, their mother, smacked Sydney on the back, "Cut it out! Play nice or I'll take those toys away!" She addressed her husband, "Eric, tell your boys to behave." 

"Behave!" Eric warned them. 

The lights in the plane flickered and startled everyone. Before the flight attendants could get to the intercom to explain all was well, the lights flickered again, and then shut off. Everyone screamed as the captain came over the speakers. 

"We are experiencing slight difficulties, but will be fine and back to normal in a matter of........" The speakers cut off and the plane began shaking violently. The passengers struggled to get the oxygen masks onto themselves and their children. The lights flickered on and off and the back of the plane jerked and shook. Some people were screaming, others were praying. Many were busy trying to calm someone else. From the outside of the plane, smoke could be seen billowing from beneath the right wing. The nose of the plane tipped down and the whole thing began a descent into the Congo rainforest. 
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Chapter 2: Survivors
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The rainforest exploded in a sea of branches, leaves, and metal. The plane nose dived into the treetops and pulled up just in time to skid through the tree trunks. The front of the plane smashed into a large fallen oak and the impact pushed the tail upwards. The entire plane tipped onto one wing and then fell over onto its top. It lay there, upside down and slowly shutting off. Nothing smoked and it would have appeared that no fires had started, but the plane was badly damaged. The rubble settled over the broken plane. Things sputtered and whirred a while, then finally went silent. Inside the plane, most of the passengers were either unconscious or dead. However, a select few crawled their way out of the mess towards freedom. The emergency exit of the plane burst open. Out crawled a bloody blonde girl, Olivia. She had a nasty cut on her chest and the blood covered the front of her shirt. Behind her, covered in scrapes and bruises but otherwise unharmed, was her boyfriend Trevor. They fell out of the door and onto the forest ground. Trevor immediately grabbed Olivia and pulled her further into the forest.

"Stop! My legs! They hurt!" Olivia complained.

Trevor pulled her along, "We have to get away from the plane! It might explode!" 

She moaned but stumbled on behind him, and deeper into the foliage they fled. 

As the couple ran from the site, another body crawled out of the emergency hatch. Ray limped out of the plane, holding tight his dislocated right arm. He spit blood onto the ground and collapsed next to a tree. Breathing heavily, he pushed himself back onto his feet and continued forward into the forest. It wasn't long until he caught up with the couple. They had stopped and Olivia was leaning next to a tree holding a piece of Trevor's shirt over the gash on her chest. Trevor was searching the treetops for an opening.

"There's gotta be a rescue plane coming! We just gotta wait here awhile babe." Trevor assured his panicked girlfriend. She sat there and sobbed, holding her bleeding chest. 

By the time Ray stumbled upon them, he was ready to fall down and pass out. His arm hurt so bad he thought he might vomit and his right leg wasn't in great condition either. He had a gash in his knee that stung and throbbed in the humid air. 

"Holy Shit!" Trevor exclaimed when he saw Ray, who finally gave up and fell to the ground in agony. "Dude!" Trevor shouted as he bent down to help him. 

"I need you to pop my shoulder back in man." Ray gasped.

Trevor looked disgusted, but grabbed Ray's arm anyways. "What do I do?" He asked.

"Just fucking push it in!" Ray groaned.

"Ok, " Trevor said, "You ready?" 

"Just Fucking Do It..AAAAWWWWW!!!!!" 

Trevor pushed Ray's arm as hard as he could in towards the shoulder. There was an awful snap sound and the arm was back in place. Ray rolled on the ground holding his shoulder and cursing. After a few minutes his shoulder pain died down a bit and he sat up. 

"Have you seen anyone else?" He asked, "Do you know if anyone else got out?" 

Trevor stopped pacing and looked at him with bloodshot eyes, "No dude, you're the only one we've seen. Nobody got out with you? How can that be man? Somebody else survived. They know the plane went down. They'll be coming for us..." He rambled on but Ray was barely listening, too distracted by the now very obvious pain in his knee. He did bother to ask, "Are you guys alright?" To which Trevor said he was fine and Olivia just nodded between sobs. After a few minutes, the shrubs rustled and into sight came a middle aged woman in a torn up tourist outfit. It was Natalie. She hurried towards the three when she saw them, shouting, "Hey! Hey there! Help me!" 

Natalie stopped in front of them panting. She seemed relatively unharmed by the crash, but was very panicked. 

"Oh good Lord!" She exclaimed. "Are you folks alright?"

"Will all live it seems." Trevor answered her. 

"Have you seen anyone else?" She asked him. 

Trevor said, "No, just us." 

She looked quickly to Ray, who shook his head, and then to Olivia. She continued to cry next to the tree trunk. Natalie went over to her and examined the slash on her chest. 

"This is pretty deep, hon. You will have to keep pressure on it for a while." Natalie put the cloth back up to Olivia's chest, took her hand, placed it over the wound, and pressed on them hard. Olivia flinched. "You have to keep pressure on that wound honey." Natalie told her, then she got back up and turned her attention to Ray. 
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