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They’d been stranded for weeks. Jack wasn’t
sure how long it had been since they’d gone near the island. The
sun had risen and set enough that he’d stopped keeping count of how
many times it had done so. Time really didn’t seem to matter. Not
compared to the immediate needs of food, water, and shelter.

He’d been on his way with his university’s
rugby team to an exposition match for charity in the South Pacific.
Granted, they weren’t much of a rugby team, but the girls played
hard and the promoters both wanted to showcase Americans taking an
interest in the sport and use them for the allure of foreigners
playing. Either way, for the girls it had given them a sense of
legitimacy and that was good enough for Jack to be willing to
chaperone the college women’s rugby team to this event. Even if it
meant not actually getting to play tourist and enjoy the beaches
but instead be responsible for the young adults. But for the young
professor it was still a grand adventure and taking a trip to
paradise with a plane full of college aged women wasn’t exactly a
bad thing either.

When the pilot of the small plane had a heart
attack and crashed, Jack put his addiction to survival shows to
good use.

The first thing he’d done was check to ensure
that everyone had survived the crash intact beyond minor cuts and
bruises. The second was finding enough rocks on the beach to spell
out HELP on the sand. Beyond that had been figuring out some sort
of shelter. The wreckage was the obvious choice for the first
night.

That made it a long, long night as they’d had
to huddle in a constant reminder that not terribly long ago they
had been enroute to a dream trip and now they were stranded.

Sanouk had taken his course in statistics.
From what Jack could recall she’d done mediocre in the course,
passing, but nothing remarkable. Just another face in a class of
150 or so students. But while he didn’t remember her much, she
certainly seemed to recall him. At least enough to let her latch
onto him as if he were an omen of better times.

Not that he minded in the least. The short
but powerful young woman was the best looking companion he’d ever
had. Her olive skin, dark hair, and almond eyes hid a sharp mind
that was still intent on med school once this ordeal was over with.
In the meantime, the sundress she wore daily tended to leave little
to the imagination.

She became his constant companion, roaming
with him around the crash site as they sought out the basic
necessities for survival. The first thing they came across was a
stand of coconut trees. It took Jack excessively too long to figure
out how to crack one open, but watching Sanouk drink down her first
real drink in a day was more than enough reward.

They found a shallow cave nearby that became
the base of their operations. There they were able to store
supplies from the plane, take shelter from storms when they
occurred, and use it for immediate shelter from the sun.

A little further away, the group found a
freshwater stream with a waterfall into a small pool just tall
enough to serve as a makeshift shower.

Within days, the group had relocated
everything away from the plane that they needed, all content to
never see the wreckage again. While several of the women preferred
to sleep under the shelter of the cave, Jack and the rest preferred
to sleep under the stars. At first, for Jack, it was the hope of
seeing a plane coming with enough warning to get a fire lit and
attract attention. But, by the end of the first week, he’d grown to
enjoy the gentle breeze caressing over him as the cooling water
drew the warm air offshore.

He was rarely alone at night. Sanouk’s
companionship included the desire to sleep close to him. During the
daytime she was steadily putting more space between them and taking
on a variety of the daily tasks about the island, she showed no
signs of ceasing their quiet nights together.






**********






Once Sanouk had snuggled into her normal
position of security, Jack did his best--like every night--to
ignore her presence. Not that he didn’t care for her—that wasn’t
it--but more because he had to try to ignore her form near him. And
to ignore the fact that his cock was fairly uncomfortable pressed
against the ground to avoid it pressing against Sanouk. It was his
nightly torture and nightly thrill.
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