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He didn't have his shirt on. There were scratches on his skin, as if he attempted to get off the trail and then decided against it when his shirt was ripped apart. My eyes traveled the length of his body and I had to swallow the sigh hovering on my lips. 

"Trent, it's so good to see you. We need to get out of the jungle. There's-" I never got to finish my sentence as he started talking. 

His eyes turned dark as he stared at me, unblinking. Moving a step closer, he said in barely a whisper, "What's a sweet little thing like you doing alone in the big, bad jungle?" 

His voice was a deep growl that frightened me. He was nothing like the man I have had a crush on for years. Trent has always been safe, reliable, trustworthy. He was the kind of man you'd run to when the rest of the world failed you. He was only thirty five, but had the worldly wisdom that made him knowledgeable about almost everything. 

But right that instant, he felt dangerous.

He was dangerous. 

"Do you want to get hurt? There're wild animals in here..." 

I backed away, certain that this stranger was more dangerous than any animal in the jungle. His lean muscles rippled as he moved towards me, danger and masculinity oozing from him. There was a fire in his eyes that scared and confused me. 

"You don't belong here," he growled, closing in on me, our breathes so close that I could smell the sweat on his body. I smelled his musky, masculine scent and went weak at the knees. When he stepped closer towards me, his breath tickled the side of my face.  

"You don't belong here either," I countered as we breathed each other's air, inhaling as he exhaled. The tension in the air was palpable, made even worse by what I had seen just minutes earlier. My breathing almost stopped as I followed the soft fullness of his lips, wondering how he tasted. 
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Jungle Expedition
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Lily

I knew there was something wrong in the jungle the moment Sarah stepped onto the trail with six other men and disappeared. The trail had always felt safe to me, because I knew what to expect. When I saw her walking inwards, there was a gnawing discomfort in my belly and a sense that I was never going to see them again...

The tropical jungles were beautiful, haunting and dangerous all at once, home to animals that were as adorable as they were deadly and fruits that could nourish and poison you without you being the wiser. The tall, lush greenery and wild plants shielded the seething sun from penetrating into the ground, giving it a comfortable cool atmosphere that was absent everywhere else. 

People were always asking me why I chose to work in the jungle, because I was a woman. It was a sexist question, but I didn't take offense at it. Growing up, I had always been a girly girl. I followed the latest fashion and makeup trends and dressed the part. I enjoyed reading, knitting, ballet dancing, and singing.

I was the last person they thought would pick a career that involved trekking deep into the woods, getting murky and dirtied in the process. 

The truth was, I loved my job. I loved long, lonely walks with nothing but the noise of the various animals scampering away to keep me company. The soft breeze that rustled the leaves felt like fleeting kisses on my cheeks. I didn't need to put on makeup or dress up for the forest. It accepted me for who I am and that was absolutely wonderful. 

I was a guide for jungle treks, bringing adventurers to campsites and back while making sure they don't starve or die of exhaustion. We get a surprising amount of customers. Mostly curious tourists who wanted to 'experience the real tropics'. When the offer came for me to leave the States and move to a tropical country, I wasn't exactly ecstatic about it, but the pay was good and I was young enough to enjoy exploring. 

They wanted a pretty American woman to handle their English-speaking customers. Sometimes, some big shot or another would get it in their heads that they want to go to this adventurous getaway. They flew in from their private jets and hot air balloons or whatever insanely rich people travel in and booked one night in the jungle, technology-free!

In truth, they just wanted the story to go along with it but could barely stand the thought of having no hot running water or five-star food and lodgings. But if they could look past the lack of modern technology and comforts, they would find a peace in the jungle that they didn't know they had longed for. And then, they would return over and over, staying longer and longer to accept within themselves the ability to be happy without all the worldly goods. 

That was what I was after. I wanted to teach people how to be comfortable with themselves. I wanted to make people happy. 

The men and women who were used to ordering people around were suddenly at a lost, with no idea how to even start a fire. But once they got the hang of it, there was that inevitable sense of satisfaction that was hard to achieve any other way. 

I was a crowd favorite amongst some of the older men, possibly because they hoped to get some 'extra' action with me. 

Well, they could keep on dreaming. My heart belong to Trent, the Managing Director of our tour-guide company. He only came to visit a few times a month but I treasured every second of his presence in the office. He had everything I ever wanted in a man: Tall, dark, and handsome beyond words. It was a pity he was so beyond my reach. 

He ran a hugely successful tourist business that had offices all over the world. This particular office only had a member of ten... well, eleven, now. 

I was the only woman of the ten until Sarah joined. Sarah had instantly clung to me. It was only mildly tolerable in the beginning but her shrill voice and cutesy attitude started getting on my nerves very quickly.  

She had only been in the office for a few weeks when a group of VIPs came and showed interest in going into the forest with a guild. We usually didn't take last minute walk-ins, but this particular group came with someone very important: Trent. The men must be VVIPs if he was joining them unplanned. He didn't like unplanned surprises. 

I was completely ready to pack up to go with them, but Sarah, the conniving bitch, saw that the group of men joining were very important, and very rich, she told them I was fully booked and offered her service instead. 

That lying bitch. 

"Are you certain you know the way, Sarah?" I asked her for the umpteenth time. She had showed zero interest in knowing the tracks and let her preference of staying in the office very well known in the short time she was here. 

Gerald, John, and I were the only ones left in the office and when Gerald offered to go with her, she rolled her eyes and said, "How hard could it be?"

I decided then that I hated her.  John was a tour guide before the accident. He had slipped on a muddy trail and fell on his back. He landed on a rock and injured his spine. He had been in a wheelchair ever since. 

After that, John was responsible for handling all the accounting in the office. We assumed Sarah was here to help but John divulged that she was clueless in accounting. She didn't have any interest in going into the jungle either. 

She wasn't too excited when I insisted on giving her an extra lesson to point out all the dangers in the trail she was following and all the signs she should follow to get to the camp site. It was an easy trek and Gerald was going to be there whether she wanted him or not, so I wasn't too worried.  

"What're you thinking about?" John asked when he caught me staring at the men slowly disappearing in the jungle. Sarah even had a spring in a her steps that made me want to smack her on the head. It frustrated me that Trent was one of the men in the group. 

He had approached me prior to the trek and asked why I wasn't the one leading it. 
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