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Written by Aaron Abilene
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The plane hummed around Jessica as she gazed out the tiny window at the cotton ball clouds drifting by. She sighed, sinking into the worn seat, anticipating the conference ahead. 

As a zoologist, she lived for events like these, opportunities to share her latest findings on lemur social dynamics with like-minded scientists. She smiled, thinking of the debates that would surely ensue. 

"Dr. Rivers?" A male voice interrupted her thoughts. 

She turned to find a handsome, broad-shouldered man leaning over the seat behind her, hand extended. "I'm Alexander Kane. I couldn't help but notice you have a copy of my book, Prehistoric Predators. I'm a paleontologist." 

Jessica shook his hand, blinking in surprise. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Kane. I'm a huge fan of your work on velociraptor hunting behaviors." 

His eyes lit up behind his glasses. "So you're interested in behavioral studies as well?" 

"Absolutely," Jessica said. "I specialize in animal social dynamics. My latest research is on how lemur troops establish dominance hierarchies." 

"Fascinating," Dr. Kane murmured, sliding into the seat beside her. "I'd love to hear more about your findings." 

Jessica's heart fluttered at his interest. "And I'd love to discuss your theories on pack hunting in dromeosaurs. It seems we have a lot to talk about!" 

Dr. Kane smiled, his knee brushing against hers. "Indeed we do, Dr. Rivers. This may turn out to be a most engaging flight after all." 

Jessica leaned toward him, pulse racing, the plane and its other passengers fading away. All that mattered was the light in his eyes and the thrill of discovering a kindred scientific spirit. The conference ahead glittered with promise, but the journey there had just become the true reward.

––––––––

[image: ]


The plane rattled violently, jolting Jessica and Alexander from their conversation. Around them, passengers gripped their armrests, knuckles whitening, as the aircraft pitched and rolled through dense black clouds. 

Jessica's heart leapt into her throat. This was no ordinary turbulence. The plane was being thrown about like a rag doll, oxygen masks swinging wildly from the ceiling. Screams and shouts filled the cabin, drowning out the pilots' urgent announcements over the intercom. 

"We're going down!" a man shrieked, struggling against the restraints of his seatbelt. 

Jessica clutched Alexander's hand, eyes locked on the window as the plane spun out of control. All she could see was the jungle canopy below, looming closer and closer. 

The plane slammed into the trees with a deafening crash, its wings shearing off as the fuselage tumbled through branches and vines. Metal screeched and groaned around them, windows shattering into jagged shards. 

For a breathless moment, Jessica was weightless, floating in her seat. Then came the final, bone-jarring impact with the jungle floor. 

Silence. Stillness. The pungent scent of smoke and fuel. 

Jessica blinked, dazed and disoriented. Her whole body ached, and her arm was twisted at an unnatural angle. But she was alive. 

Beside her, Alexander stirred with a groan. Blood streamed from a gash on his forehead, but his eyes were alert. "Are you hurt?" His voice was hoarse. 

"Just a broken arm, I think," Jessica said. She glanced around at the other passengers. Most were unconscious or worse, impaled by debris or crushed in their seats. 

They were alone. 

"We have to get out of here," Alexander said grimly, nodding at the trickle of smoke seeping into the cabin. 

Jessica gritted her teeth against the pain in her arm and helped Alexander to his feet. Together, they stumbled out of the wreckage and into the dense jungle, as the plane erupted into flames behind them. 
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Jessica leaned against a tree, catching her breath. The jungle loomed before them, lush and forbidding. 

Alexander sank to the ground with a groan, clutching his leg. "It's broken," he said through gritted teeth. "We'll need splints, bandages..." 

Jessica's mind raced. She looked around, analyzing their surroundings with a zoologist's eye. Vines, broad leaves, strips of fabric from the plane wreckage—they had everything they needed.

She knelt beside Alexander. "I can set and splint the break, but we'll need painkillers. Is there an emergency medical kit on the plane?" 

Alexander nodded. "In the cockpit." 

Jessica glanced at the inferno raging behind them. The cockpit would be an inferno by now. She bit her lip, thinking. Many animals had natural painkillers and sedatives in their venom or saliva. If she could find the right creature...

"I have an idea," she said. "But I need to find the right species. You'll have to trust me." 

Alexander met her gaze, his eyes reflecting the flames. "I do trust you," he said quietly. "Just...be careful." 

Jessica smiled, a surge of warmth flooding her despite the precariousness of their situation. "I will." 

She turned and slipped into the jungle, scanning the trees and undergrowth for any sign of her target species. The sounds of the fire faded behind her, obscured by the cries of exotic birds and buzz of insects. 

Somewhere in this dense wilderness were the means of easing Alexander's pain and ensuring his survival. Jessica was determined to find them.

Jessica crept through the jungle, broken arm clutched to her chest. The foliage was dense, shadows flickering around her, but her eyes were sharp. There—a flicker of movement up ahead. She froze, watching. 

A small brown snake slithered across the path, forked tongue tasting the air. Jessica smiled. Perfect. The venom of certain rear-fanged colubrid snakes contained powerful painkillers and muscle relaxants. If she could extract a small amount without getting bitten, it would dull Alexander’s pain and relax the muscles around the break so she could set the bone. 

She followed the snake, waiting for it to pause. When it slid under a log, she darted forward and grasped it behind the head. It wriggled in protest, twisting to sink its fangs into her arm. She gritted her teeth against the stab of pain, maintaining her grip. “Sorry, little friend,” she muttered. “But we need this more than you.” 

After a few minutes, she eased her grip, allowing a single drop of venom to form on one fang. Then with a smooth motion, she released the snake and scraped the venom off the fang with a broad leaf, hoping she hadn’t sustained a lethal dose from those brief bites. Her arm was already numb—a good sign the venom would work on Alexander’s break.

She made her way back to the camp, trying to ignore the tingling spreading up her arm. Alexander had constructed a basic lean-to shelter and started a small fire. He looked up anxiously as she emerged from the jungle.  “Did you find anything?” 

Jessica held up the leaf, a single drop of pale venom gleaming in the firelight.  “This will dull the pain and relax the muscles so I can set the bone. The effects won’t last long, so we’ll have to work quickly.”

Alexander’s eyes widened. “Is that...snake venom? Where did you get that?” 

“I milked a friendly neighborhood colubrid,” Jessica said with a wry smile.  “Don’t worry, the dose is small. It shouldn’t cause any life-threatening side effects.”

“Shouldn’t?” Alexander echoed. 

Jessica shrugged, sitting beside him.  “Well, no treatment is without risks. But I promise I know what I’m doing. Are you ready?”

Alexander took a deep breath and nodded.  “Do it.” 

Jessica leaned over him, her heart pounding with anticipation and no small amount of fear. This was a risk, but it was the only option they had. She could only hope the venom worked as intended—and that she hadn’t taken too high a dose herself. 

“Here we go,” she said softly, and placed the venom on his gums.

––––––––
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The jungle loomed before them, dense and forbidding. Jessica checked the makeshift compass in her hand, orienting them northeast. “There should be a river about half a mile that way,” she said. “If we follow it downstream, it should lead us to the coast.”

“And you’re sure this is the right direction?” Alexander asked dubiously. His leg was swollen and bruised, but the venom had numbed the pain enough for him to walk, albeit slowly. 

“As sure as I can be without a real compass,” Jessica said. “The sun is directly overhead, so I used the angle of the shadows to determine which way is north. It’s not perfect, but it’s the best we’ve got.”

Alexander sighed. “Lead the way.” 

The jungle closed in around them as they set off, humidity clinging to their skin. Strange calls rang out from unseen animals in the dense foliage. Jessica kept a wary eye out, searching for any familiar landmarks. 

A loud roar shattered the eerie calm. A pack of wild boars burst from the undergrowth, tusks glinting. Jessica grabbed Alexander’s arm, pulling him behind a thick tree trunk as the boars thundered past. Her heart pounded. That had been too close. If the boars had attacked...

“We need to be more careful,” Alexander said, voicing her thoughts. “At this rate, we’ll be boar food before we find that river.” 

“You’re right.” Jessica peered around the tree, but the boars were gone. “We should try to find higher ground, spot the lay of the land. There!” She pointed at a steep, jungle-covered cliff in the distance. “If we can climb up there, we’ll have a better view. We might even spot the river.”

“Might,” Alexander repeated dubiously. But he nodded. “Lead the way.” 

Jessica set off toward the cliff with renewed purpose. They just had to make it up there without getting trampled, gored, or eaten. This jungle was determined to kill them at every turn. But she was determined to beat it. She gripped her makeshift walking stick tightly, scanning the foliage for any signs of movement, and stepped forward into the waiting green hell.

––––––––
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They climbed in silence, each step an ordeal. By the time they reached the top, Jessica's broken arm throbbed with pain and her clothes were soaked with sweat. 

But the view made it worth it. The jungle stretched as far as the eye could see, an endless sea of green under a vivid blue sky. And there, in the distance, a river cut through the trees like a silver knife. 

"We found it," Alexander said, relief evident in his voice. "Now we just have to get down there without breaking our necks." 

Jessica smiled at his gallows humor, a swell of affection rising in her chest. In the short time they'd known each other, he'd become the one bright spot in this nightmare. His dry wit and unflagging optimism had kept her going through the terror and pain. She didn't know how she would have survived this without him. 

As if reading her thoughts, Alexander squeezed her good arm gently. "We're going to make it out of here," he said. "Together." 

Jessica blinked back tears, swallowing the sudden lump in her throat. "Together," she echoed. 

A flash of light in the sky caught her eye, and her heart leapt. A plane! In the distance, a small propeller plane cut across the horizon. 

"Alexander, look!" She pointed excitedly at the plane. "We have to signal them, before they fly out of sight!" 

Alexander frowned, tracing the plane's path. "They're too far away. They won't see us from up here." His gaze fell on the stretch of jungle below, scanning the treetops. "But maybe..." 

"What is it?" Jessica asked. 

"If we can start a large enough fire, the smoke should be visible for miles. That might attract their attention!" 

Hope flared in Jessica's chest as she met Alexander's gaze. After everything they'd endured, could rescue really be so close? She smiled, gripping his hand tightly. "Let's do it."

The cockpit was dimly lit, the only illumination coming from the instrument panels and control displays. 

Captain Roy McCoy gripped the yoke, his knuckles turning white, as the plane bucked through pockets of turbulence. He glanced over at his co-pilot, First Officer Tanya Chen, her hands dancing across the controls with practiced ease. 

Roy sighed, wiping the beads of sweat off his brow. At only 35, he was the youngest captain in Pan Am's history, a fact that filled him with equal parts pride and anxiety. Tanya, on the other hand, radiated calm confidence at the age of 45. Her cool demeanor had saved them from disaster more than once during their five years flying together. 

"This is Pan Am flight 420, currently at 35,000 feet en route from San Francisco to Honolulu," Tanya said into her headset, her voice steady and reassuring. 

Roy gritted his teeth as the plane shuddered again, his stomach churning. Get a grip, he told himself. You're the captain, damn it. Act like it. 

He took a deep breath and flashed Tanya a sheepish grin. "Bit choppy today, huh?" 

She arched an eyebrow, a hint of amusement in her eyes. "Nothing we can't handle, Cap." 

He nodded, grateful for her unspoken support. They had been through worse, he reminded himself. He was in control. 

The plane would land safely in Honolulu, just as it always did. 

His death grip on the yoke loosened, and he flexed his fingers with a sigh. 

Yet in the back of his mind, a niggling doubt remained. Something about this flight felt off. The turbulence seemed ... different somehow. Sharper. More violent. 

Almost as if the plane was bucking against its restraints, trying to break free. 

He shook his head sharply, dispelling the fanciful notion. 

You're the captain, he repeated. Get it together.

Roy peered out the cockpit window at the roiling black clouds stretching endlessly before them. His knuckles whitened as he gripped the yoke, wrestling with the plane's controls to keep it steady. 

Beside him, Tanya frowned, her eyes flicking from the instruments to the window and back. "The weather radar isn't picking up anything unusual, but this turbulence is getting worse. We should consider changing course or altitude to avoid it." 

"We're already off course as it is," Roy snapped, impatience bleeding into his tone. He took a breath, softening his voice. "Sorry. You're right, we should try to circumvent this mess." 

He began to adjust their heading and altitude, but before he could complete the changes, a bone-jarring shudder rippled through the plane. The floor seemed to drop out from under them as the plane plunged abruptly. 

Roy's stomach leapt into his throat, and for a terrifying second, he was weightless. 

The plane's rapid descent flung him against his seatbelt, slamming his head against the side window. Dazed, he blinked through a haze of pain, struggling to regain control of the aircraft. 

Beside him, Tanya cursed as she fought with the yoke, her face pale but determined. "What's happening? All the instruments just went haywire!" 

He stared at the console in disbelief, panic rising in his chest. None of the controls were responding. It was as if the plane had a mind of its own. 

A chill ran down his spine as an impossible thought crept into his mind: the plane was rebelling against them. 

It didn't want to be flown. 

It wanted to crash.

He shook his head again, harder this time, refusing to entertain such a ridiculous notion. There had to be a rational explanation. 

A rational explanation, or they were all going to die.
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The plane shuddered again, pitching wildly to the left. Roy grabbed the controls in a vain attempt to level them out, but it was no use. The aircraft had gone completely unresponsive. 

"Mayday, mayday!" Tanya screamed into the radio. "We've lost control of the plane! Requesting emergency landing, over!" 

There was no response. The radio, like everything else, had gone dead. 

They were on their own. 

Roy peered out the cockpit window at the jungle canopy rushing up to meet them and braced for impact. At their speed and angle of descent, it was going to be catastrophic. 

The plane sliced through the treetops, branches tearing into the hull like gnashing teeth. An ear-splitting groan of twisting metal filled the cabin as the wings were ripped from the fuselage. 

Then came a tremendous jolt and the sound of shattering glass as the cockpit window gave way. Wind and debris blasted into the cabin, pelting Roy's face. He cried out in pain, wiping blood from his eyes just in time to see the ground looming large in the gaping hole where the window had been. 

The plane plowed into the jungle floor, plowing a deep furrow as it skidded along on its belly. The cabin filled with the stench of fuel and smoke. 

When the plane finally ground to a halt, Roy found himself slumped against the control panel, bruised and bloodied but miraculously still alive. Beside him, Tanya was unconscious, her head lolling at an unnatural angle. 

He shook her gently, but she didn't respond. Her neck was clearly broken. 

For a moment, he simply sat there amidst the wreckage, stunned by the realization that he was the sole survivor. The rational part of his mind told him he needed to get out of the plane before it exploded, but he couldn't bring himself to move. 

Not without Tanya.

Jessica blinked awake, disoriented. Her head was pounding, and for a moment she couldn't remember where she was or how she'd gotten there. 

Then it all came rushing back: the turbulence, the pilots screaming at each other, the gunshot. The plane plummeting out of the sky and crashing into this uncharted island paradise. 

She pried herself out of her seat and joined the other survivors stumbling out of the wreckage. Dr. Kane was tending to a nasty gash on Lucas's forehead. Natalie Chen surveyed the damage to the plane with a grim expression, while Tara comforted a sobbing older woman Jess didn't recognize. 

And there, barking orders to the shell-shocked passengers, was Commander Harper. Even with a broken arm dangling uselessly at his side, he exuded authority. 

"Everyone stay calm," he bellowed. "We need to establish a perimeter, find fresh water and shelter. Chen, see what supplies you can salvage from the plane. Dr. Kane, triage the injured. The rest of you, scout the area. We don't know what threats this island may hold." 

The passengers sprang into action, grateful for the clear direction. All except Jess. She turned a slow circle, taking in the dense jungle stretching out in all directions. Massive trees with broad leaves obscured the sun, their gnarled branches intertwining to form a canopy overhead. The air felt hot and humid, alive with the calls of exotic birds and insects. 

It was a setting both beautiful and forbidding. Whatever challenges this uncharted land held, they were now at its mercy. Jess steeled herself and set off to explore, machete in hand. If there were dangers here, she meant to discover them before they discovered her.

Jess hacked through the dense undergrowth, following the faint sound of rushing water. Her throat burned with thirst—finding a freshwater source was their top priority. 

After twenty minutes of struggling through the jungle, she emerged into a rocky clearing bisected by a narrow river. “Thank God,” she breathed, rushing to fill her canteen. The water was cool and clear, untainted by any visible pollutants. 

As Jess drank deeply, a piercing shriek rang out in the distance. She froze, her heart pounding. What new threat did this island hold? 

When several more cries echoed through the forest, she relaxed slightly. The calls sounded avian, not simian. Still, they served as a reminder that this land held many unknown dangers. 

Jess filled the rest of the canteens and headed back, using broken branches to mark her path. The sooner they established a defensible camp, the better. 
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