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SURVIVAL SITUATION

When  Finn  signs  up  for  the  show,  Survival  Situation,  he  thinks  it’s nothing more than a chance to spend a few weeks with a beautiful woman. 

He’s seen so many episodes that he’s convinced surviving in the wilderness for  three  weeks  with  nothing—not  even  clothes—will  be  a  breeze.  So  he lies  on  his  application,  saying  he’s  an  expert  fire  builder  and  hunter.  The next thing he knows, he’s being driven deep into a jungle in Panama. 

The reality of his dire situation begins to set in, but there’s still hope: he hasn’t yet met his partner, the girl he’ll be spending three weeks alone and naked with. He’s got an image of her in his mind, but the reality might be a whole lot different than what he’s expecting. 

CHAPTER I

My situation became very real on that first morning, when the camera crew  picked  me  up  from  my  comfy  little  hotel  in  Panama  City  where  I’d spent  the  last  three  days  suntanning  and  filling  my  stomach  with  some  of the best and biggest meals I’d ever consumed—I knew that I was going to need the calories. 

It was 2:00 AM when they came into my room to tell me it was time to go. “We have six hours of driving ahead of us,” the producer said. The producer was an older guy with a grey beard and a bald head. He was very thin—as thin as the other contestants usually ended up when they finished their twenty-one days in the wilderness. I wasn’t going to end up like that; I was going to thrive out there. 

I  caught  some  more  sleep  in  the  car,  even  though  it  was  a  terribly bumpy road. I’d always been able to sleep through anything. My mom used to come into my bedroom when I was a teenager and she would vacuum my room without waking me up. “Lack of sleep is what takes most people out,” 

one of the show’s producers told me—but I wasn’t worried. 

But when I woke up, that reality hit me. I looked out the window and saw nothing but jungle in every direction. The air was damp and the terrain was questionable—probably too rugged for a car like the one we were in. 

“Are we almost there?” I asked, rubbing the sleep out from my eyes. 

“Another  hour,”  the  driver  said  in  his  thick  Columbian  accent.  I stared  out  the  window  over  the  next  hour,  watching  as  the  jungle  became thicker and more real. 

“We’re going to get you into the back of the pickup,” my producer said to me. The truck pulled over and they got me into the bed of the truck, sitting up on the edge like some country bumpkin. The cameraman set up in the bed with me, with his camera aimed right at me. “Okay,” the producer said. “We’ll start driving and you’ll start talking. Tell us about how you’re feeling right now. What’s going through your mind?” 

The  truck  started  up  and  nearly  threw  me  over  the  edge.  My  heart suddenly  started  pounding,  even  though  I’d  been  perfectly  calm  and

confident up until that point. A tree branch slapped me in the face, filling my mouth with leaves. Then I shook my head and looked down, seeing the enormous spider that fell into the truck bed with us. I suddenly panicked, having never seen a spider so big. I recoiled and let out a small shriek. The producer casually kicked the spider away as if it was just a harmless ant. 

Now I could feel my face turning dark red as my heart continued to pound  relentlessly  into  my  ribcage.  That  jungle  was  suddenly  real.  That competition was suddenly real. It wasn’t just a big joke—I was really going to  be  spending  twenty-one  days  out  in  the  wilderness  with  nothing  but  a machete and whatever my mystery partner brought with her. 

I had no idea who my partner was. When I landed in Panama, I heard my  producer  mention  that  she  was  staying  in  the  same  hotel  as  me,  so  I spent some time wandering around, trying to spot her. There were a lot of Americans in that hotel, so it was impossible to tell who she was. Many of them  were  cute—so  I  had  a  pretty  good  feeling  that  I  was  going  to  be matched with a cutie: jungle love. 

That  was  part  of  the  show’s  draw:  the  potential  chemistry  between the partners. Many of the contestants of Survival Situation went on to get married. Maybe I was going to meet my soul mate. Or maybe I would just end up with a hot girl who would put out every night as long as I brought her food and kept her warm with fire. Either way, I was excited. In fact, it was the main reason I signed up for the show. 

Most  of  the  time,  the  girls  on  the  show  were  hot:  smoke  shows. 

Every now and then they got an old lady or some over-the-top lesbian, but usually it was some hot blonde with dreams of being on television. I was recently  single  and  having  no  luck  with  online  dating.  When  the opportunity to go on the show came up, I didn’t miss a beat. It didn’t even take very much effort to get on the show; I just had to create a fake resume, saying that I worked as a ‘survival instructor’, and then I made a few videos for my submission: creating fire, hunting with a spear, and some other usual activities that I saw on previous episodes of the show. 

I  wasn’t  too  worried.  I’d  seen  the  show  so  many  times  that  I  knew what I had to do to survive. I’d seen the contestants making snares and traps and  I’d  seen  how  they  built  shelters;  it  was  all  pretty  straight  forward—

nothing  I  couldn’t  figure  out.  I  was  a  smart  guy—I  graduated  top  of  my

class in high school, and I would have been top of my class in college had I finished college. 

“Are you going to talk or what?” the producer said to me. He wasn’t even a tiny bit put off by the spider incident. 

“Did you see the size of that spider?” I said. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  Then  he  started  to  laugh.  “You  think that’s  big?”  He  looked  at  the  cameraman,  and  the  two  of  them  snickered together. “This will be fun.” 

“Maybe  we  should  have  a  backup  lined  up,”  the  cameraman  said quietly, as if I couldn’t hear him. 

“Oh God, I don’t want to do that again,” the producer said, shaking his head. “We did that in Brazil last month. It took a week to get the guy out. We had to restart the whole show.” 

“Is that what happened in Brazil? I heard things went south.” 

“Yeah, it was a nightmare,” the producer said. 

Then the men looked back at me. “You aren’t going to tap out on day two, are you? Please let us know now so we can arrange to have a backup step in right away.” 

“I’m not tapping out,” I said sternly. Maybe the challenge would be a bit tougher than I expected, but I wasn’t about to tap out. I couldn’t tap out. 

I made fun of every single contestant that had ever tapped out on Survival Situation. They always looked like such losers: crying on camera, unable to handle  a  bit  of  cold  and  a  few  bugs.  And  it  never  even  got  really  cold. 

Where  I  was  from,  it  dropped  to  15  degrees  in  the  winter.  On  the  show, guys were shivering when it dropped below 60. I wasn’t going to be a pussy like that. I was going to make it the whole way: the whole twenty-one days. 

“You really are a survival instructor, right?” the producer asked. 

“Of  course  I  am,”  I  said.  It  was  a  lie.  But  I’d  certainly  watched enough videos on YouTube to earn some sort of certification. “This is going to be a breeze.” I looked around. “Look at these trees. Half of them are fruit trees. And there’s wildlife everywhere. I’ll be eating like a king out here.” 

“Did  you  get  all  of  that?”  the  producer  asked  the  cameraman.  The cameraman  nodded  his  head.  Then  the  producer  looked  at  me.  “Anything

else you want to add to your introduction?” 

The truck hit another bump, nearly tossing me over. I yelped, which was  a  bit  embarrassing,  and  then  I  straightened  my  body.  “I’m  going  to make Panama my bitch,” I said. “I’m just excited to meet my partner. I want to find out who I’ll be spending the next twenty-one days with.” 

I looked down the long road, hoping to spot a glimpse of my partner. 

She was behind us, in another pickup truck. I caught a quick glimpse of the truck every now and then, whenever it got too close. I couldn’t make out the people in the truck, but I knew the truck contained my partner and the rest of the filming crew. 

“Alright, I think that’s a good enough sound bite,” said the producer. 

The cameraman put his camera down on his lap. “I think we’re almost there too.” 

“So my partner,” I said. “Is she cute? Just tell me now.” 

The  men  looked  at  me  and  then  they  looked  at  each  other  with  big smirks.  “I  guess  ‘cute’  is  subjective,”  said  the  cameraman.  The  producer laughed. 

My stomach churned. “Is she really butch or something?” I asked. I didn’t want to be stuck with a dud. That show got so many babes—but it did get the occasional boar too. 

“You’ll see her in a few minutes.” 

The truck suddenly stopped, making me fall forward. The other men didn’t even flinch, as if the sudden movement didn’t affect them. I pulled myself up. Now the cameraman was on the ground, finding a place to get a good  shot  of  me.  The  producer  was  behind  him,  inspecting  the  monitor. 

“Just  wait  right  there,  Finn,”  the  producer  said  without  looking  at  me. 

“We’ll tell you when you can start getting undressed.” 

“We’re doing that now?” I said. 

“We’re here,” he said. “We don’t want to waste any more time.” 

My heart skipped a beat. Everything was happening so quickly. Just a few  hours  before  that  moment,  I  was  in  a  beautiful  hotel  room  with  an ocean view. The air was warm and gentle. There were white sand beaches

all around me. But now I was in a dark, wet jungle. The air felt strangely cold. I looked around the jungle floor, and it looked like a swamp. 

“Okay, Finn,” said the producer. “Let’s get undressed so we can go meet your partner.” 

The  camera  was  rolling  and  aiming  at  me.  I  felt  vulnerable,  like millions of people were watching me—and millions of people were going to be watching me. Sure, they were going to blur my cock, but I still didn’t want  to  be  naked  in  front  of  a  camera.  I’d  never  been  shy  about  nudity before, so why did I care now? Maybe it wasn’t the audience as much as the jungle.  What  if  some  big  cat  jumped  out  and  swiped  my  cock  right  off? 

What if it got snagged on one of the many thorny branches? What if some disgusting bugs crawled up my pee hole? 

“Any day now, Finn,” said the producer. 

So I took a deep breath and I pulled my shirt over my head. I tossed it aside  and  then  I  went  to  take  off  my  shorts.  I  was  already  feeling  bumps growing  on  my  arms.  Why  was  it  so  cold?  Why  was  the  air  so  wet?  A strange animal made an unnerving call from deep in the woods; it sounded like a warning, but nobody else seemed to notice. 

“What was that?” I said. 

The producer rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Maybe we should get that backup ready. I’ll call head office and see if they can get someone on standby.” 

“Don’t,”  I  said.  “I’m  not  going  to  tap  out.  You  don’t  need  a replacement for me.” 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  I  pulled  down  my  pants,  along  with  my boxer shorts; that was part of the game: going into the woods with nothing, not even clothes. I had my machete, which I picked up a week before flying out to Panama. It was a standard machete: good enough to chop down trees and butcher an animal. 

I watched as the cameraman aimed the camera down at my crotch. I knew that they would blur everything, but I still didn’t feel great about the closeup. “Now what?” I said, covering my cock with both of my hands. 

“Walk into the jungle—just down this way. You’ll meet up with your partner and then you will go over your strategy and whatnot.” 

My heart fluttered again. I couldn’t wait to meet my partner: possibly my future wife, or maybe just a hot jungle fling. 

“But  you  have  to  uncover  yourself,”  he  said.  “It  doesn’t  look  good for TV. Don’t worry—everything gets blurred.” 

“I know,” I said, but I had to still take a deep breath before being able to pull my hands away from my cock. It felt strange and uncomfortable at first, but then it started to feel slightly liberating in a way. I could feel the cool air touching parts of my body that had never felt cool air before. I took a few steps into the jungle, away from that road. With each step, I felt more and  more  comfortable  with  being  naked,  and  then  a  dragonfly  the  size  of my  head  flew  directly  into  my  crotch,  making  me  scream.  I  turned  away and tensed up, looking down to make sure it didn’t bite off the tip of my penis.  I  was  untouched,  but  the  bug  was  unsettling.  I’ll  admit:  for  a  brief moment, I thought about tapping out. 

CHAPTER II

They  told  me  to  stop  in  a  small  clearing.  “Just  wait  here.  Look around.  Try  to  look  like  you  decided  to  stop  here  for  some  reason,”  the producer said to me, so I stood in the middle of that small clearing. A tiny bit of sun made it to the forest floor. I tried to stand in that ray of sunshine as it warmed up my cold skin. But it wasn’t making much of a difference. 

Every little breeze made my skin turn cold again, and I was standing on wet ground.  There  was  a  patch  of  dry  ground  about  ten  feet  to  my  left,  but  it wasn’t in the sun. 

“She’ll be here in a minute,” the producer said. Then he went to talk to the other producer on his walkie talkie. “She is coming, right? It’s past noon  now.  You  know  that  right?  We  can’t  wait  around  all  day.  I  told  my kids I would FaceTime with them before bedtime.” He turned back to me with a big, fake smile on his face. “She’s almost here.” 

Ten long minutes went by. I was starting to shiver from standing still. 

The sun moved over to a small pond, which was too deep and cold to stand in. Something shuffled in the jungle behind me. I turned around and saw the branches  moving.  Was  it  a  large  cat?  Was  it  just  some  sort  of  rodent?  Or was it another one of those massive bugs that shouldn’t exist on this planet? 

I  reminded  myself  that  it  was  a  TV  show,  and  it  wasn’t  actually  a

‘survival situation’, even though that was the name of the show. It wasn’t really a survival situation. There would be a crew of five guys there with us

—not  to  mention  the  medics  that  hung  out  in  the  medic  tent,  which  was apparently not too far from where we would spend our three weeks. If you can tap out at any moment and go home to your comfortable bed, then it’s simply not a survival situation; it’s just television. But for television, it sure felt frightening. The jungle was still real, and so were the animals dwelling inside of it. And what if I ate some fruit that turned out to be poisonous and deadly?  The  nearest  hospital  was  five  hours  away—or  an  hour  by helicopter, but it would take an hour for a helicopter to get to me before that one-hour  journey  could  begin…  The  dangers  were  still  very  real,  and seeming more and more real by the minute. 

But I wasn’t afraid. No big cat was going to come at me as long as that big camera crew was around. The producers weren’t going to let me eat poisonous  fruit—their  insurance  company  wouldn’t  allow  it.  So  I  had nothing to worry about. I just needed to relax and prepare to enjoy twenty-one days with a naked girl. 

“Hey there,” a female voice said. I turned around suddenly. My heart fluttered and my body tensed up. It was the moment I’d been waiting for. 

A bug flew at my face just as I spun around, so I wasn’t able to get a good look at her as I winced my face away and waved my hands in front of my eyes. I blinked a few times, making sure the bug didn’t get under my eyelid to lay its horrible eggs, and then I focused in on the girl. 

My heart jumped high in my chest. She was short, thin, and pretty: exactly what I wanted. She wasn’t blonde, but brunette, though I could live with that. Her eyes were stunning: big and green, and it looked like she was wearing  makeup.  I  always  found  it  funny  when  female  contestants  on Survival Situation wore makeup, as if that makeup was going to last three weeks. 

“Hi,” I said. I was tempted to cover up my cock with my hands. She had  her  pussy  covered  by  her  little  bag.  We  each  had  a  bag,  which  was where they kept our microphone transmitter. We weren’t allowed to take it off. Mine wasn’t quite long enough to cover my cock, but she was a whole foot shorter than me, so her bag dangled much lower on her body. 

But  nothing  was  covering  her  perky  breasts.  They  were  on  the smaller  side,  but  they  were  still  breasts.  I  quickly  found  myself  staring  at them,  unable  to  look  away.  They  were  the  perfect  shape,  like  perky  ski jumps, with big nipples that almost pointed up in the air. 

Her forearm slid in front of them, and I was finally able to look up at her  eyes.  I  felt  my  face  turning  red.  I  was  tempted  to  apologize,  but  how was  I  supposed  to  stop  myself  from  staring  at  a  pair  of  perfect  tits?  Her cheeks  were  red  too—maybe  embarrassed  about  being  naked,  or  maybe embarrassed that I was staring at her breasts for a good five seconds. 

“I’m, uh, Finn,” I said. I stuck my hand out, but she was slow to take it. I could tell that she already hated me, even though she didn’t know me. I guess I didn’t set the best first impression by staring at her rack. 

“Cassidy,”  she  said.  She  now  had  her  arms  crossed  to  cover  her breasts, which didn’t seem very fair, seeing as I was told not to cover my cock. She had everything covered but nobody was saying anything. In fact, I was told that we would have to reshoot our meeting if I used my hands to cover myself. But now, nobody was calling ‘cut’. 

There  was  suddenly  an  awkward  silence  between  us.  I  cleared  my throat,  still  tempted  to  look  down  at  her  smooth,  petite  body.  “I’m  from Colorado,”  I  said.  “It  gets  a  lot  colder  there  than  it  does  here,  so  I  think we’re going to do just fine.” I smiled. 

She didn’t return the smile. Instead, she looked at me with the same questionable  face  that  the  crew  kept  looking  at  me  with,  as  if  I  said something stupid. 

“I’m from New York,” she said. 

“Cool.”  And  that  silence  returned.  Cassidy  seemed  standoffish.  She clearly didn’t like me and she clearly wasn’t very excited about getting into the  jungle  to  start  our  episode  of  Survival  Situation.  I  couldn’t  help  but wonder  why  she  signed  up  for  the  show.  She  surely  didn’t  look  like someone interested in survival. She seemed so small and meek. 

“So what’s in your bag?” she asked. 

I pulled out my knife. “A machete,” I said. 

She stared at it for a long moment. “Is it going to be thick enough?” 

“Why not?” I said. 

“Well  they  make  machetes  for  cutting  weeds  in  the  yard  and  then they  make  machetes  for  cutting  down  trees,”  she  said.  “That  one  looks  a bit… small.” 

I looked at it. the guy at the store told me it was good for anything—

but the guy at the store was also a teenager, likely working part time to pay for  beer.  Maybe  he  didn’t  know  what  he  was  talking  about.  Maybe  I brought  a  bad  unit.  But  I  didn’t  want  to  admit  it  while  the  cameras  were rolling. “It’s a good knife,” I said. “They, uh, made it with high tech metal. 

It’s super durable. What did you bring?” 

She reached into her bag and pulled out a pot. “This pot,” she said. 

I stared at the pot for a long moment. “A pot?” I said. “Why didn’t you bring a fire starter?” There was always a team member who brought a fire starter, on almost every single episode of Survival Situation. 

“They told me that my partner was a fire expert,” she said, staring at me.  And  that’s  when  I  remembered  saying  in  my  submission  video  that  I was a fire building expert. In my video, I showed how I could make a fire with damp wood and a bow drill—but I actually had a little lighter in my hand, and the wood was damp with gasoline. It was a bit of a trick—but I knew they only accepted real ‘survivalists’ on the show, so I had to do what I had to do. 

I forced a smile. I’d seen guys make fire using a bow drill a thousand times on the show. It really didn’t look too complicated. “We’ll be fine,” I said. 

“I hope so,” she said. Then she reached into her bag and pulled out a map. “Here’s the map of the area.” She showed it to me. Then she pointed to a small lake. “We should try to walk there.” 

“No problem,” I said. “Sounds good.” 

“You sure you can do the walk?” she asked. 

I laughed. “I can walk,” I said. 

“It’s seven miles.” 

“That’s nothing,” I said. “I used to run ten miles every week when I was a teenager.” 

“Did you do it barefoot in a jungle?” she asked, looking at me as if I was a complete idiot. 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “What’s  the  difference?  Let’s  get  a  move on. It’ll be dark in like six hours.” 

So we started walking. She didn’t say much. She didn’t want to walk in front of me, even though I was hoping to have a nice view of her ass for the walk. So I led the way, stepping over logs and trudging through swampy puddles.  It  was  only  ten  minutes  into  our  silent  walk  when  I  stepped  on something sharp, making me jump into the air with a loud yelp. “I’ve been bit!” I yelled. It felt like a snake bite, or maybe a baby crocodile. The water was probably deep enough to hide a baby crocodile. 

I grabbed my foot and fell onto my butt. Cassidy rushed over to me. I was  surprised  that  the  camera  team  kept  their  distance,  hardly  reacting  to my situation, even though there were snakes in that jungle that had venom that could kill a man in a matter of minutes. Was I going to die? 

“It’s just a little thorn,” she said, plucking a small thorn out from my foot. She laughed and tossed it aside. Then she looked at my feet. “Did you try to harden your feet at all before this?” 

“Why?” I said. 

“Your feet look so… soft.” 

“I moisturize,” I said. “My feet are fine.” But they weren’t fine. An hour into that hike and my feet were aching with horrible pain. Every step hurt  more  than  the  one  before  it.  I  was  already  limping  hardly  able  to support my body weight. It seemed like she was walking faster and faster; it was almost impossible to keep up once she decided to finally walk in front of  me.  Whenever  I  tried  to  move  quicker,  the  pain  in  my  feet  got  worse. 

“Ouch!”  I  said,  hobbling  over  a  series  of  fallen  logs.  I  couldn’t  even appreciate the view of her bouncy tush; I was too focused on where I was going to place each step. 

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

“How are you walking on this? These rocks are like razor blades!” 

“I spent weeks hardening my feet,” she said. 

“What does that even mean—hardening your feet?” I said. 

“Walking  on  rocks,  going  for  hikes  without  shoes.  Your  feet  will toughen up over time. Unfortunately for you, it will probably be the end of the twenty-one days before your feet are tough enough.” 

“Your feet don’t hurt because you don’t weigh anything. There’s no weight pushing down on your feet. I’m one-eighty—that’s a lot of weight for a couple of feet.” 

“Sure,” she said, shaking her head. She didn’t slow down for me; she made me hobble after her for another hour before I couldn’t take anymore. I finally sat down and took a deep breath, raising my feet off of the ground. I looked back at the camera crew, which was now stopped and pointing their cameras  at  me.  It  seemed  like  a  good  time  to  tap  out.  Maybe  I’d  had

enough.  I  was  already  fantasizing  about  my  bed  back  home—and  shoes. 

Why did I sign up for this again? I wanted to meet a cute girl—and Cassidy was  cute,  but  she  was  also  a  bit  of  a  bitch.  She  didn’t  seem  very sympathetic and I was already getting the feeling that she wasn’t going to put  out.  My  little  fantasy  was  quickly  falling  apart  and  the  reality  was looking a lot grimmer. Maybe they could just call in a replacement for me. 

Maybe I could just slip away before things got too real. We still had three miles  to  walk  and  I  was  pretty  sure  my  feet  wouldn’t  allow  another  fifty feet. 

“What’s  going  on?”  Cassidy  called  out  once  she  realized  that  I’d stopped. 

“I can’t go any further,” I said. “My feet hurt too bad.” I closed my eyes and tried to fend off the humiliation, knowing there would be millions of people laughing at me in a few months when the episode aired. But they didn’t know the pain. They probably just thought that I was being a baby—

but the pain was real and it was intense. 

“Well we’re only halfway,” she said. 

“I just can’t do it,” I said. “My feet hurt too much.” 

“You have to try,” she said. But she wasn’t even coming towards me to offer me a hand up. 

“I don’t want to,” I said. 

She rolled her eyes. “Oh God,” she said. “You’re killing me.” 

“How  was  I  supposed  to  know  to  harden  my  feet?”  I  said.  “Who thinks of that?” 

“Survivalists,” she said. 

I  was  already  starting  to  hate  that  word:  ‘survivalist’.  What  did  it even  mean?  I’d  looked  up  the  survivalists  in  my  area,  and  most  of  them were  just  nerds  who  liked  to  watch  Survival  Situation  on  repeat.  None  of them had ever actually gone out to survive in the woods without shoes. 

“Get up,” she said, walking up next to me. “And stop being a baby.” 

She reached under my arm and yanked me up to my feet. Her strength was impressive,  taking  me  by  surprise.  That  humiliation  grew  stronger  as  the cameras moved in closer. I knew it wasn’t going to look good on the show:

a little woman pulling a big guy up to his feet. I knew they were going to cut in all of my little complaints, but none of her little complaints—and she did have her complaints. She made a point of complaining about the bugs a few times, and she’d mentioned that it was colder than she expected a few times too. 

I don’t know how I did it, but I managed to walk another two miles, keeping  up  with  Cassidy  while  my  feet  throbbed  with  intense  pain.  The final  mile  was  actually  the  easiest.  The  pain  in  my  feet  had  gone  away completely and now they were completely numb. I was a bit worried that I stepped  on  something  noxious,  but  I  was  just  happy  to  be  free  from  the pain. 

We arrived at a small clearing. “This place looks good,” she said. But it  didn’t  look  great.  It  was  wet  and  shady  and  cold  and  there  was  a  big spider on the tree that she was now proposing would be the support for our hut. 

“Let’s find something sunnier,” I said. 

“Sunnier?” she said. “Where would we find that?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe up that hill there.” 

“That hill?” she said. “That’s a mountain. You want to climb a jungle mountain to make a shelter? We don’t even know if there is a clearing up there. We still need to make fire so we can drink some water.” 

I sighed and groaned. I hated that little spot. I hated everything about it—especially  that  spider.  But  I  was  thirsty—thirstier  than  I’d  ever  been. 

The  pain  in  my  feet  was  coming  back  now  that  we  were  stopped.  The thought  of  being  at  the  camp  was  enticing—and  I  was  a  bit  tired  of sounding like a pussy. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s build a camp here. But I think we should get a fire going first, so we can have some water.” 

“Okay. You make the fire and I’ll start on finding some firewood.” 

“Why don’t you make the fire and I’ll find the wood?” I said, having no idea how to make a fire. 

She stared at me. “I don’t know how,” she said. “I’m not a fire expert like  you.  They  told  me  not  to  pick  a  fire  starter  as  my  item  because  my partner  was  an  expert  fire  starter.”  Her  eyes  narrowed.  She  looked  angry with me, as if she knew that I lied on my submission video. I didn’t want

the whole world knowing that I was a liar, so I bit down on my tongue. “I can make a fire—jeez. Calm down.” She stared at me for a moment longer before walking out into the woods to find firewood. 

I looked around. When I was a kid, we always tried to make fire by rubbing two sticks together. So I grabbed two sticks, sat down on the wet jungle floor, and I started rubbing them together. I rubbed them quickly for two minutes, and then one of the sticks broke. So I grabbed another one and tried  again.  But  nothing  was  happening:  no  smoke,  no  embers—nothing. 

My stomach turned. I suddenly felt a swell of guilt, knowing I was letting Cassidy  down.  Or  maybe  it  was  karma  for  her—maybe  this  was  the universe’s way at getting back at her for being so cold. She didn’t have to look  at  me  like  I  was  an  idiot.  She  didn’t  have  to  walk  ahead  while  I struggled to walk. 

She came out from the woods with a pile of wood. Then she looked down at my sticks. “Um, what are you doing?” she asked. 

“Making fire,” I said. 

“How?” she said. 

“It’s an older method,” I said. 

“Are you just rubbing two sticks together?” 

“I said it’s an older method,” I said. 

“Those sticks are wet. And you don’t even have any tinder to catch an ember. What’s your plan here?” 

“Don’t worry about it, okay? Why are you such a bitch?” I said. 

Her eyes became wide. “This is a survival situation,” she said. “Sorry if I’m being a ‘bitch’, but I’d like to survive.” 

I rolled my eyes. “It’s not actually a survival situation. The show is rigged.  Everybody  knows  that.  But  that’s  beside  the  point.  You’re  just giving me a hard time for no reason, and it’s not exactly making me want to help you anymore.” 

“Are you high?” she said. “What do you think this is? Are you even a survivalist? Do you know how to make a fire? Why did they pair me with you?” 

I rolled my eyes again. I dropped my sticks on the ground. “Fine,” I said. “If you’re going to treat me like an idiot, then I’m going on strike.” 

“Strike?” she said. 

“Yes,”  I  said.  “I’ve  known  you  for  three  hours  and  you’ve  been nothing but mean to me. You want a fire so bad—you make it. You want a shelter so bad—you make one. I’ll think about helping when you decide to be nicer.” 

She stared at me for a moment longer before shaking her head. She walked up to me, getting within an inch of my face. For some reason, that urge to look down at her breasts came back. She reached down into my bag and grabbed my machete. “I’m going to borrow your weed whacker. I hope you  don’t  mind.”  She  marched  off  to  the  edge  of  the  clearing  and  started hacking away at a branch. I sat down on a log and waited for her apology. 

But  she  didn’t  apologize.  Instead,  she  was  determined  to  make  a point.  She  went  about  her  business  while  I  sat—and  with  each  passing minute, I became more determined to get that apology, so I remained still. 

The camera came in for a closeup of my face. I tried not to look too angry. 

But I was angry—and thirsty, and tired, and hungry, and sore. I watched as she made a small A-frame shelter, which wasn’t big enough for two people. 

Then she started to cover the roof with leaves instead of working on a fire. 

How was she not thirsty? How was she working on no water? 

“Aren’t you going to make a fire?” I said. 

“I’ll  try  to  make  one  in  the  morning.  I’m  focusing  on  this  shelter.” 

She didn’t even look at me as she said it. 

It was getting dark and the temperature was dropping fast. But I was thirsty.  I  needed  water,  but  I  knew  I  couldn’t  drink  the  water  from  the stream—it  would  certainly  make  me  sick  and  that  was  the  last  thing  I wanted. I’d seen many episodes of Survival Situation where the contestants drank the water. 

“We’re  packing  up  for  the  day,”  the  producer  called  out.  I  looked over and saw that the cameraman was stuffing his big camera into a bag. 

“Packing up?” I said. 

“We don’t stick around all night. The sun will be down soon. We still have to find our way to the road.” 

“Where’s the road?” I asked. 

“We can’t disclose that,” he said. 

I stood up, suddenly very confused. “I don’t understand. How are you going to film us tonight?” 

He pointed at a nearby tree. “We have cameras recording,” he said. 

“And if something happens, how will you know? Are you watching those cameras?” I asked. 

His eyes narrowed. “No,” he said. “We’ll be back around 10:00 AM

tomorrow.” 

“That’s  fifteen  hours  away!”  I  said.  “You  can’t  just  leave  us  alone here for fifteen hours!” 

He  sighed  and  shook  his  head.  “We  really  need  to  call  in  an alternate,” he said. “Did you think that this show was staged? Did you think that  you  were  coming  out  here  to  act?”  He  looked  angry.  His  face  was turning red. “What did you think that this show was? How did you even get through the screening process?” 

Was  I  mistaken?  Was  the  show  serious?  Did  some  contestants actually end up injured and in hospitals? I always assumed that there was some  reality  to  the  show.  But  I  figured  the  production  came  around  and gave  the  contestants  the  odd  water  bottle  and  maybe  the  odd  sandwich lunch. I assumed they gave contestants warm blankets on cold nights, and possibly hotel rooms on truly terrible nights. I’d read posts online claiming the  show  was  fake:  fans  spotting  structures  in  backgrounds  and  water bottles hidden in campsites. But maybe I should have done more research. 

Maybe  I  should  have  asked  more  questions.  “If  something  goes  wrong tonight, how do we get through to you?” I asked. 

“You have a walkie that will reach the medic tent,” he said. “But if you use it, we consider that a tap out.” 

My  heart  plunged  into  my  stomach.  Five  minutes  later,  they  were gone.  Now  Cassidy  was  back  to  work,  reenforcing  her  structure  as  the temperature  plunged.  I  was  beginning  to  shiver.  I  thought  about  grabbing that walkie and tapping out. I didn’t want to be stuck in that jungle alone with Cassidy. I wanted to be in a bed. I wanted to have some water. Could I

even survive until the morning without water? And then what? Would we magically produce a fire that could boil our water? 

It  got  dark  quickly.  Cassidy  retreated  into  her  small  shelter,  which was only big enough for her. I wrapped my arms around my legs, feeling very stupid for my little protest, which got me nowhere. A creature howled in the woods behind me. I jumped to my feet. “There’s something there!” I said. 

“It sounds like a bird,” she said. 

“That was no bird! We’re going to die out here!” 

She sighed. I looked around. My skin was cold and damp. Rain drops started falling from above. I looked up and opened my mouth, hoping to get some  water  into  my  system,  but  the  drops  managed  to  miss  my  mouth consistently.  Then  that  creature  howled  again,  making  me  spin  around.  “I don’t like this,” I said. I couldn’t believe I had to endure twenty-one days of this. 

I found a little nook against a tree. I pressed myself hard against it, wrapping my arms around my legs. I rocked back and forth, and then I felt the ants crawling down my shoulders; they were coming out from the tree. 

One bit me and I screamed, lunging forward as I swatted my body. 

“Please let me in,” I said to Cassidy. “I’m sorry. Just let me in. I’ll be more helpful tomorrow.” 

“There’s no room,” she said. “And that’s your problem.” 

“Please,” I said, almost in tears. The creature howled again, this time sounding closer. “I don’t want to die.” 

She sighed and groaned, and then she squished her body tight against her  shelter  wall.  I  crawled  in  next  to  her,  feeling  her  body  heat.  It  was  a small upgrade, but still awful. Creatures explored around our camp, but we couldn’t see them. Bugs crawled onto our bodies while we tried to get some sleep.  I  kept  waking  Cassidy  up  whenever  I  went  to  swat  the  bugs  away, which just made her angrier. 

“Do you think we can die from the cold?” I asked, shivering. 

She groaned and turned away from me. 

“What if we die? I don’t want to die,” I said. I looked at the walkie and  thought  hard  about  calling  the  medic  to  arrange  an  emergency evacuation.  Maybe  I  could  pretend  like  I  was  having  a  heart  attack,  to ensure the urgency of the evacuation. 

I tossed and turned and tried hard not to cry. Signing up for that show was a gigantic mistake

Somehow, I fell asleep late that night—or maybe it was early in the morning as the sun was beginning to rise. I slept for a good twenty minutes before the cold woke me up. My instinct was to roll over and wrap my arms around Cassidy. She didn’t mind, snuggling into my body. She was warm. I closed my eyes and started to drift away again. After I fell asleep, I had a dream  with  her  in  it.  She  was  bending  over  a  rock  with  her  legs  spread wide.  “Fuck  my  pussy,  Finn,”  she  said,  reaching  her  fingers  between  her legs to spread her sticky, damp lips. In my dream, I walked up and pressed my erect cock deep into her body. 

Then  she  woke  up  in  real  life  and  screamed.  “Are  you  fucking kidding me!?” She jumped away from me, hitting the shelter wall, bringing the  whole  thing  down.  She  didn’t  seem  to  care  as  I  crawled  out  from  the pile of sticks. 

“What?”  I  said.  It  was  almost  light  outside  now.  She  had  her  hand between her legs and she was swatting at her pussy, as if she was trying to get bugs off of it. It was the first time I saw her pussy, and it was a nice one: tight and shaved and the perfect shade of pink. 

“You stuck your dick in me you pervert!” she said. 

“I did?” I said, turning red. 

“Yes.  You  fucking  penetrated  me,”  she  said.  “You  don’t  have  some STI, do you?” 

“No,” I said. 

“Ew. I’m so disgusted.” She stormed off towards the river. 

“Where are you going?” 

“I’m going to clean myself,” she yelled, and then she was gone. I was embarrassed. I wondered if that was going to end up in the episode. I rolled over under that pile of logs. The morning sun was now on my bare back, 

and  it  felt  kind  of  nice,  so  I  ended  up  dozing  off.  I  didn’t  wake  up  again until I heard the yelling. 

“I’m tapping out!” she said. “I can’t be around him. He’s a pig and he’s useless and he’s the worst partner ever!” 

I opened my eyes slowly and saw the whole production standing in front of a steaming Cassidy. “Get me out of here.” 

“Are  you  sure  you  want  to  tap  out  on  day  two?”  the  grey-bearded producer asked. 

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she said. “Get me the  hell  out  of  here.  He’s  horrible.  He  ruined  my  shelter  and  he  doesn’t know how to make a fire. He brought a fucking weed whacker instead of a machete. He’s an idiot. And he’s disgusting. He tried to have sex with me this morning.” 

“No I didn’t!” I said, chiming in. “I was sleeping. I can’t help what I do in my sleep.” 

Everyone  stared  at  me  in  silence  for  a  long  moment.  Then  Cassidy turned  to  the  producer.  “Get  me  out  of  here  right  this  second  or  I’m involving my lawyer.” 

She didn’t say goodbye. The camera team followed her away and I never saw her again. It was ten minutes later when the second camera team came  back  to  film  me.  I  was  still  under  that  pile  of  fallen  branches.  I thought about closing my eyes to get more sleep, but it was hard to drift off with a camera five feet from my face. 

“How are you feeling right now?” the producer asked. 

“Confused,” I said. “She seemed like a strong girl, so I’m not really sure why she left.” 

“She  said  she  couldn’t  handle  your  complaining.  Do  you  have  any comment on that?” he asked. 

I  sat  up  slowly  and  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “I  don’t  think  I  was complaining more than her, to be honest.” I yawned and stretched out my arms. 

“How are you going to survive?” he asked. “Do you think you’ll be able to make a fire? Are you going to prioritize rebuilding your shelter?” 

I stared at him for a moment before shrugging my shoulders. 

“And  you  know  that  you’re  alone  now,  right?  Can  you  do  twenty days alone?” 

“I’m sure I’ll figure it out.” 

I looked around at our little camp. My lips and tongue were dry—I needed water. I grabbed a couple of sticks and tried rubbing them together, hoping  to  figure  out  the  whole  fire  making  thing.  I  knew  that  the  proper way was to build a bow drill, but I had no idea how to build a bow drill—

and I didn’t even have a string to make a bow drill with. The sticks in my hands both broke at the same time, leaving me frustrated. It didn’t help that the camera man was leaning in close with his camera. 

“Do you mind?” I said, feeling under pressure. 

“Mind what?” he said. 

“I need some space if I’m going to do this,” I said. I was so thirsty. I needed water, which meant I needed fire—otherwise this whole challenge was over. There was no way they would be able to cut an episode out of the material they had, unless they just wanted a compilation of me sitting and complaining for an hour. 

I  tried  again,  and  then  I  failed  again.  I  threw  my  broken  sticks  and groaned loudly. Not wanting to look like a fool, I turned to the camera and said, “The jungle is too damp. Fire is impossible. None of my techniques are working.” 

Cassidy  and  the  producers  thought  that  I  was  an  idiot,  but  I  didn’t need the rest of the world agreeing with them. “I’m going to have to take my chances with the stream water.” 

Two cameras followed me over to the stream, which wasn’t moving very fast. I stepped in, ankle-deep, and I bent over to scoop up some water. I stared at it for a long moment, noticing the little specs of what was probably bacteria clusters. But I had no choice. I had to drink. I drank the water and felt the cool wetness moving down my throat. Maybe I was making myself sick—but the other option was to die of dehydration, so I picked my poison. 

I went back to my camp and looked around again. Now my stomach was churning and groaning with hunger. Sometimes contestants went entire

weeks without eating. I always assumed that they were being given food on the side, to keep the show going, but now I wasn’t so sure. 

I got to work rebuilding the fallen shelter. It took the better part of the day—way longer than it looked on TV. I used roots to tie up the branches and I did my best to make the walls as sealed as possible before covering the walls with large palm leaves. 

The rain started in the afternoon. I slipped into my shelter and left my pot  on  the  ground  outside  to  collect  rain  water.  The  rain  was  too  cold  to endure naked, so I just waited and waited. The production left, leaving me alone. The sun went down and the jungle became dark. Now the sounds of creatures  were  starting  again,  making  me  tremble  with  fear.  My  shelter wasn’t perfect: water was dripping onto the top of my head. It was too cold to sleep, so I just rocked back and forth and tried not to slip into a state of hypothermia. And I tried not to cry. 

The night was long and wet and horrible. I came to the decision that I would tap out in the morning, as soon as the production returned. At least I lasted longer than Cassidy. At least I didn’t tap out after my first day. 

CHAPTER III

Exhausted, thirsty, and hungry, I paced around my camp waiting for the  crew  to  show  up  so  I  could  tap  out.  The  decision  was  final:  I  wasn’t going to endure any more. I couldn’t even remember why I signed up to go on the show. The thought of enduring another nineteen days was horrifying and  unreasonable.  I  needed  out.  I  needed  to  go  back  home.  Maybe  they would  let  me  hang  out  at  that  Panama  City  resort  for  a  few  days  before shipping  me  back  to  the  States—or  if  they  wanted  to  put  me  right  on  a plane, that was fine too. Even the thought of sitting on a cramped plane for ten hours was strangely enticing right now. 

I heard the footsteps coming. I knew it was the crew. It was time for me to tap out and leave that horrible jungle. I turned around and opened my mouth,  ready  to  make  my  announcement.  And  that’s  when  I  saw  the beautiful young woman walking towards me. 

At first, I thought that I was dreaming. I thought that she was just in my head: maybe a hallucination from the little berry I ate the night before (I found berries on a bush near my camp and I decided to eat a single one to see if I would get sick). I stepped back and watched as she came closer. She had  the  perfect  build:  tiny,  perky  breasts,  and  not  too  thin—the  perfect amount of curve. She smiled as she looked at me. Then she tossed her long brown hair to one side of her head and waved. “I’m Hannah,” she said. 

“Really?” I said. 

She giggled and nodded her head. 

“Are you real?” I asked. I felt like I wanted to touch her to make sure she wasn’t part of my imagination. But she had the bag covering her crotch and she had the microphone necklace around her neck. 

“I’m real,” she said. “I heard you got left alone after day one.” 

I nodded my head. 

“What’s your name?” 

“My  name?”  I  said.  I  was  so  tempted  to  look  down  at  her  breasts. 

They were perfect: round and perky. I bit down on my lip and then I cleared

my throat. “I have a name.” 

“Do you?” she said with a small giggle. Apparently, my exhaustion was getting to me. I wasn’t thinking straight. 

“It’s Finn,” I said, finally remembering my own name. 

She reached into her bag and pulled out a metallic stick. “I brought a fire starter as my item,” she said. 

“Thank God,” I said, letting out a sigh of relief. I pointed to my pile of wood chips and shavings that had built up over my time alone. She knelt down  next  to  the  pile.  “Go  and  grab  some  dry  wood—the  driest  you  can find.” She picked up my knife and started to slice at her little metal block. I watched for a long moment before realizing she asked me to do a task. So I went into the jungle and looked around. After five minutes, I managed to find a few small pieces of more-or-less dry wood. I brought them back to camp and then froze at the sight of fire. 

In  just  a  few  minutes,  she’d  managed  to  make  a  fire.  “Are  you kidding me?” I said. 

“I got lucky,” she said with a big smile. She stood up and shrugged her shoulders. “You did all the hard work though, making all of that tinder.” 

I  made  the  tinder  accidentally,  after  hours  of  rubbing  different  sticks together, and chipping away at branches to expose the dry bits of wood. 

The  fire  felt  amazing,  even  though  it  wasn’t  cold.  We  put  a  pot  of water down by the fire and then I took a seat while she collected firewood. 

She had tons of energy that I just didn’t have. Within her first hour at the camp, we had a pile of firewood (enough for at least twenty-four hours) and a burning fire. She even started to make some improvements to my shelter. 

Then  I  noticed  the  camera  team  standing  out  in  the  woods,  filming everything.  They  had  probably  been  there  for  a  while  and  I  just  didn’t notice. They were good at being sneaky and staying out of the way, making me feel like I really was alone in that jungle. 

I suddenly remembered my plan to tap out. I was so excited about the thought  of  going  home,  but  now  I  wasn’t  so  sure.  Now  I  felt  like  I remembered the reason why I went on that show in the first place: to meet a cute girl. And Hannah was definitely cute. She was spunky and she wasn’t nearly as much of a downer as Cassidy. 

“I  found  these  berries.  They’re  edible,”  she  said,  handing  me  a handful  of  little  red  berries.  “They’re  really  high  in  calories,  which  your body definitely needs right now.” 

“Thanks,” I said. I ate them all in a matter of seconds. The food felt good  in  my  stomach.  The  clean  water  felt  great  going  into  my  system.  I placed  myself  down  by  the  fire  and  I  fell  asleep.  When  I  woke  up,  our shelter  had  been  improved  and  there  was  now  a  ring  of  rocks  around  our fire: stacked high to direct the heat towards our shelter. Hannah was a star. 

She was probably making me look bad, but in that moment I didn’t care. I was  too  distracted  by  her  long  brown  hair  and  her  tight  tush.  I  wanted  to squeeze that ass. I wanted to spread her legs and eat her out. Why was I so horny? Why couldn’t I stop looking at her? 

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking back at me. I snapped my gaze up to her eyes. Now, her bag was once again covering her pussy, which I was sure was as perfect as the rest of her body. 

“Me?” I said. “I’m fine. I’m great.” I sprung up to my feet, feeling that  confidence  that  I  entered  the  competition  with.  I  hadn’t  forgotten  my original  plan.  I  was  there  to  impress.  I  was  there  to  win  over  a  beautiful woman, and now I felt like I had a chance to do it. “I’m going to go for a hunt. You can stick around here—maybe watch the fire for a while.” 

She looked at me strangely before letting a small giggle slip. “Okay,” 

she said. “I believe in you.” 

I felt like I just finished a line of cocaine. Maybe it was the sugar in the berries or maybe it was just my renewed confidence in myself (or my desire  to  impress  a  pretty  girl),  but  I  was  certain  that  I  would  catch something. 

I walked down to the river with my knife and I looked around. I had no  idea  how  to  hunt  without  a  gun—and  even  with  a  gun,  I  probably wouldn’t know how to find an animal. In theory, it seemed so simple: walk until an animal appeared, and then kill it. But the reality wasn’t so simple. 

Animals  hide.  They  can  hear  you  coming—or  smell  you.  And  without  a gun, how are you supposed to catch and kill something? 

My stomach rumbled. The berries were nice but they weren’t filling and  they  certainly  weren’t  going  to  take  me  to  the  finish  line  of  that competition.  I  looked  down  at  the  water  and  saw  a  fish  go  by.  I  pounced

into the water with a loud splash as I tried to grab the fish, but now the fish was gone. Fish are fast. They’re hard to catch in an aquarium—never mind a moving river. I sat in the water and waited for another fish to go by. It was ten minutes before my next opportunity. I lunged again with a big splash, grazing the fish with the side of my hand. It seemed like a matter of time before I finally managed to grab one. 

Then  three  hours  went  by.  I  had  a  dozen  opportunities,  but  they  all ended  in  nothing.  That  familiar  frustration  was  setting  in.  Then  I  had  the idea  to  make  a  spear.  I  spent  twenty  minutes  carving  a  long  stick  into  a fishing spear with a number of sharp points. Then I stood in that river and waited for another opportunity. A fish came by. I stabbed. I pulled the spear out of the water expecting a fish, but there was nothing. “Damn!” I said. So I waited and tried again—and again and again and again. 

The sun was going down when I finally got one. I felt the spear go through more than water and I knew right away that I did it. I pulled that spear out to reveal the thrashing fish. I jumped out of the water before he had the chance to jump off my spear. “I did it!” I exclaimed. It was my first real victory out in that jungle—but it was a sweet victory. 

I marched that fish proudly back to our camp. Hannah was sitting by the fire. She looked up at me with a smile. 

“Look what I got,” I said. I held up the fish. She squinted and leaned forward. 

“It’s a shrimp?” she said. 

“No, it’s a fish.” I looked at it. Maybe it was a bit small—not quite three inches long… or maybe two inches. It definitely looked bigger when I caught it, but maybe that was the early starvation clouding my judgement. 

“I mean it’s something,” she said with a polite smile. That beaming pride quickly fizzled away. It wasn’t a huge win, but she was right: it was something. 

As I sat down, I noticed the pot filled with berries. “They aren’t ripe, so  I’m  cooking  them.  There’s  probably  two  hundred  calories  in  that  pot.” 

She took my fish and threw it in. “Make that two hundred and twenty.” 

So she was better at the show than me—I didn’t really mind. She was probably making me look bad and maybe she was even better off without

me,  but  I  still  had  time  to  make  a  big  catch  and  prove  to  her  that  I  was worthy of a hot jungle romp. 

We  ate  the  berries  and  then  we  ate  the  little  fish.  The  raindrops started falling so we retreated into our shelter. Now the roof was secure and waterproof. The air was still cold, but the fire was directing heat perfectly in our direction. It was comfortable. Hannah’s body was pressed against mine as we sat and watched the dancing flames. 

I tried to think of something to say, but I could only think of pickup lines that I would use in a bar. I was awkward as I sat pressed against her naked  body,  feeling  like  a  young  teenager.  I  remembered  the  first  time  I tried to talk to a girl, when I was in the seventh grade. I said hi to her, and then I completely blanked on continuing the conversation, so I just turned around  and  walked  away.  I’d  forgotten  about  that  awkward  teen  moment until that very moment. 

“Think we’ll make it twenty-one days?” she asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’ve already done three. What’s eighteen more, really?” 

She  smiled  and  then  looked  out  at  the  fire  again.  That  silence returned. I hated that boredom, but I loved it at the same time. I knew what boredom  led  to,  especially  between  a  man  and  a  woman.  “Married?”  I asked. 

She shook her head. “No. Are you?” 

“Nope,” I said. A little glimmer burned bright inside of me. “Maybe one day though.” 

“Maybe,” she said. Then she reclined onto her back, still with her bag covering  her  crotch.  I  reclined  with  her.  Now  we  were  staring  up  at  the ceiling of our structure. Our sides were still pressed together. The structure was  bigger  than  before,  but  still  hardly  big  enough  for  a  pair  of  people. 

Hannah  kept  it  intentionally  small,  to  conserve  as  much  body  heat  as possible.  I  didn’t  push  for  it  to  be  any  bigger  because  I  liked  the  idea  of being squished up against a pretty girl. 

“It’s  getting  cold,”  I  said,  trying  not  to  sound  too  excited.  I  was looking forward to the ‘cuddle’ portion of the night, even though the cold was quite brutal. 

“Yeah,” she said. “Not too bad though. I grew up in Alaska, so this is like a warm summer night to me.” 

That glimmer of hope fizzled slightly. But I knew it was still her first day.  Surely,  she  was  just  feeling  over-confident.  Surely,  she  would  waver and  want  a  big,  warm  manly  body  to  keep  her  comfortable  in  the  night. 

Maybe she was used to cold nights but that didn’t mean that she wanted to be cold. 

Another  twenty  minutes  went  by  without  much  conversation.  I  still couldn’t  think  of  anything  but  her  body.  She  wasn’t  trying  to  cover  her breasts, which were out, wobbling on her chest every time she repositioned herself even slightly. She smelled a bit like perfume—maybe something she put on before they shipped her out, or maybe just the way that she smelled. 

She looked over at me with a smile, and for some reason I darted my gaze away like a terrified teen boy. 

“The rain sounds nice,” I said. 

“It does,” she said. “I’m going to try to get some sleep. Good night.” 

She rolled over, away from me. But now her bum was exposed and pressed against my body. I looked down at it, even though I’d taken many glances at it through the day. I bit down on my tongue to suppress the urge to spank it. And then I had to push away the urge to gently caress it. Why was I so horny? I’d only been in the woods for a few days. 

Maybe  I  needed  to  relieve  myself,  away  from  the  camp  and  away from the cameras. Maybe I needed to stroke myself off so that I wouldn’t be overwhelmed with sexual thoughts. Maybe I would be a better partner if I just dealt with my horniness out in the jungle. 

But I had another thought on my mind: what if I stayed? What if the same thing happened with Hannah that happened with Cassidy? What if I slipped my cock into her, while I was asleep? What if I woke up having sex with a beautiful jungle girl? Maybe she would be into it. She seemed like she was possibly into me—certainly more than Cassidy was. 

I rolled over to face her back, and then I inched closer. I carefully put my arm over her and then waited to see if she would react negatively. She seemed fine with the move, so that’s where I stayed, cuddled in. It wasn’t the jungle action that I hoped for when I signed up for the show, but it was something: pressed against the naked body of a beautiful young woman. 

I closed my eyes and started to doze off. It wasn’t easy with all of the bugs around, and the odd plume of smoke that would make us both choke. 

Then the animals started howling in the distant jungle, putting us both on edge.  There  was  a  moment  when  what  sounded  like  a  large  cat  came through  our  camp.  Hannah  tensed  up  and  recoiled  into  me,  pressing  her bum firmly into my crotch. It was only a minute later when I became erect from  the  feeling  of  her  warm  bum  against  my  crotch.  She  didn’t  seem  to mind the erection, or maybe she was just being polite. 

“I’ll keep you safe,” I whispered once the cat was gone. She didn’t reply, so I had no idea if I eased her mind or if I just creeped her out. 

It was the kind of night that would make most contestants tap out, but for  me,  it  was  a  great  night.  Sure  I  was  exhausted  and  hungry  and  a  bit terrified, but I had a naked girl against me: what else could a straight man really want? 

It  was  late  when  she  finally  fell  asleep.  We  were  still  pressed together. Her back was covered in sweat, and so was my chest. It was hot between  us,  but  cold  everywhere  else.  That  sweat  was  on  my  erection, which came and went. Now, it was as stiff as a rock and cradled perfectly between her butt cheeks. I closed my eyes and tried to will myself to sleep, but with my eyes closed, my horniness only became worse. I found myself starting to thrust slowly, up and down, trying to be careful not to wake her up. Rubbing myself against her ass felt so nice. I couldn’t stop myself, even though I knew there was a camera pointed at me (attached to a nearby tree), and I knew it wasn’t appropriate. My horniness was what drove away my first partner. I needed to stop myself. I needed to control my urges. 

Maybe I went on that show to find myself a girl, but I wasn’t going to end up with a girl behaving like this. Cassidy didn’t believe me when I said I  penetrated  her  while  I  was  asleep,  and  I  had  a  feeling  Hannah  wouldn’t believe it either—especially because this time I wasn’t asleep. 

But I couldn’t stop. I just kept thrusting, slowly, rubbing my erection all  over  her  sweaty  butt  cheeks.  I  bit  hard  on  my  tongue.  ‘What’s  wrong with you?’ I thought to myself. But still, I kept going. 

Then she suddenly reached back, between us, grabbing my dick with her hand. I froze. Was she stopping me? Was she mad? She pulled it down until my tip was pressed against her hole. I felt her puckering. I remained

frozen, now in shock, taken completely by surprise. She wasn’t stopping me

—she was doing the opposite. She was initiating the sex. She was about to press me into her hole—and I was fairly certain that it was her asshole and her not pussy at all. 

I felt the hole open up as she puckered wide. Then she jammed my cock  into  her  body.  It  slid  in  easily  thanks  to  all  the  sweat  acting  as lubrication. I felt her anal walls tense around my shaft for a moment before relaxing to allow me to slide in deeper. 

“Shit,” I mumbled. She let out a soft moan, and then I heard another sound, like a sleeping whimper. Was she asleep? Was she the one partaking in sleep sex? 

I  remained  still  for  another  moment,  and  then  she  pushed  her  bum back, making my cock sink deeper into her. I had to be careful not to make any  sudden  movements.  I  didn’t  want  to  wake  her  up.  I  didn’t  want  her waking up and thinking I was the one who stuck my cock into her; she did it! She took my shaft in her hand and pushed it in. My best defense was to pretend like I was also asleep, just in case she woke up. 

So I remained still and I allowed her to do all the work. She pushed further down until my whole cock was inside of her ass—which was quite impressive.  Then  she  started  bouncing  slowly,  massaging  my  length  with her tight back door. It felt nice. I wanted to caress her body and I wanted to kiss her neck, but I knew that I needed to be still. 

I loved the way her hole puckered along the length of my rod. She was so tight—and so naughty. I loved that we were doing anal and not just boring pussy sex. I liked girls that were sweet and cute on the surface, but dirty under the sheets—or in this case, under the sticks and palm leaves. 

She  started  bouncing  faster.  She  reached  a  hand  down  between  her legs,  probably  to  stroke  her  pussy.  That  hand  started  moving  quickly, pleasuring  herself.  Her  bum  pressed  hard  against  my  pelvis  with  each penetration. I took a deep breath. I didn’t want the pleasure to end. 

But  I  wasn’t  prepared  to  last  long.  I  was  already  on  the  verge  of coming on her when I was grinding my erection between her butt cheeks; now,  I  stood  no  chance,  inside  her  tight  hole  while  she  let  out  the  cutest little moans. 

I bit my lip hard and then I tensed up all of my muscles, but none of it  was  enough  to  stop  my  cock  from  unloading  inside  of  her  body. 

Thankfully it was in her ass where she wouldn’t end up pregnant. She let out a soft scream before her body went completely limp. There was a long silence while I waited for her to realize what she’d done. I thought she was going to turn around and snap at me. My cock was still in her, along with all that cum. 

But  she  didn’t  snap.  Instead,  she  reached  back  and  pulled  my  cock out  with  her  hand.  Then  she  pushed  her  bum  back  against  my  crotch  and she went back to sleep. I remained still, even though I could feel the warm goo  oozing  out  of  her,  now  seeping  into  my  pubic  hair.  I  didn’t  want  my own used cum all over my body, but I wasn’t prepared to move—not yet—

not  until  I  was  for  sure  in  the  clear  and  she  was  completely  oblivious  to what she’d done in her sleep. 

My plan was to wait thirty minutes and then to get up to clean myself in the dark river. Instead, I ended up dozing off with my arm around her and her cum-oozing ass pressed against my body. 

CHAPTER IV

She  woke  up  long  before  me.  When  I  opened  my  eyes,  she  was dragging firewood into our camp, piling it up on a giant pile that was twice as big as the night before; she’d been working hard that morning. 

She looked over at me with a small smile. “You’re awake,” she said. 

I stretched out my arms. “How did you sleep?” I asked, immediately remembering  our  little  romp.  I  could  feel  the  dried  cum  tugging  on  my pubic hairs. 

“I slept great,” she said with a tiny smirk that almost suggested she was referring to the anal sex we had. Maybe she wasn’t asleep; maybe she was just playing along. 

“Good,” I said. I sat up slowly. My body was tense from sleeping on the  ground.  I  turned  from  side  to  side,  trying  to  work  a  crack  out  of  my back. 

“I found some food,” she said. I paused and looked at her. My heart soared up high. I was starving. I’d hardly eaten anything in days and I could feel my stomach begging for food: cramping and groaning as it processed the tiny nibbles I’d managed to consume over four long days. 

“Where is it?” I said. 

“It’s in a tree. I’ll need help getting it down. It might not be ripe, so we’ll have to cook it.” 

“I  don’t  care—I’ll  eat  anything.”  I  jumped  up  to  my  feet  and  then wobbled slightly. That’s when I noticed the cameras on me. Suddenly, I felt that pressure to look like a man. “I mean—I’ll find us some protein today, but it would be nice to have a bit of food before I go out hunting.” So she led me ten minutes away to a tall banana tree. She pointed up at the small green  bananas,  still  months  away  from  being  ripe;  but  she  was  right:  we could cook them and get something out of them. But I knew from watching previous  episodes  of  that  show:  if  we  didn’t  find  protein,  it  didn’t  matter how much fruit we ate. The body needs protein in some form or another to survive. 

“I can reach up there if you hoist me up,” she said. 

“Okay,” I said. I walked around the tree to find the best angle to hoist up Hannah. Then I knelt down and put out my hands to offer her a step. She gently placed her bare foot on the palms of my hands. Then she stepped up. 

I  stood  up  carefully,  lifting  her  like  a  cheerleader.  She  was  light—maybe 110  pounds  butt  naked—but  she  felt  heavy.  My  muscles  were  weak  and getting weaker by the second. 

I looked down at my legs and watched them wobble. I was worried for a moment that they were going to buckle. Then I looked up to see how she  was  doing,  and  that’s  when  I  noticed  the  cock  and  ball  sack  dangling between her legs. I paused for a moment, blinking a few times so my brain could process what I was seeing. 

Then she looked down. “Think you could lift me higher?” she said. 

I remained paused for a long moment. “Are you transgender?” I said. 

She  stared  down  at  me,  her  eyes  narrowing.  “Um,  yeah,”  she  said. 

“What  gave  it  away?”  She  laughed  as  if  it  was  a  stupid  question.  And maybe it was a stupid question. How had I not noticed her cock before? It had been hidden by her bag most of the time—but I probably never noticed because  I  was  so  dizzy  and  weak.  I  couldn’t  focus  for  very  long  and  I couldn’t string a proper thought together in my head. 

“Lift me higher, would you?” she said. So I strained to push her up. 

She managed to grab a bundle of bananas. “Lower me down. I got one.” 

I  took  her  to  the  ground.  Now  her  bag  was  at  her  side,  leaving  her package  exposed.  I  found  myself  staring  at  it,  trying  to  figure  out  how  it could  be  real.  I’d  met  a  few  transgender  girls  before,  but  none  were  as convincing  as  Hannah.  Trans  girls  often  had  broad  shoulders,  visible Adam’s apples, and deeper voices. But Hannah seemed like a normal girl. 

She was petite and curvy and soft and feminine. 

“We can cook them in their peels, let them cool, and then eat them like regular bananas,” she said. “That’s probably our best bet. They might taste kind of gross, but it’s something.” 

“Sure,”  I  said.  We  took  the  bananas  back  to  the  camp.  I  sat  across from Hannah at the fire while she used a stick to hold the fruit over the fire. 

I was still staring between her legs. Her cock was large—maybe larger than

mine. She had the hair around it shaved, giving it a cute, feminine sort of look. She was uncircumcised, but her foreskin was still pulled back slightly to reveal her tip. 

“You okay?” she asked. I looked up at her face. 

“Just tired,” I said. Now I understood why she put me in her asshole and not her pussy: because there was no pussy. And I also understood why she went ahead with the sex instead of storming off the show like Cassidy did before her: trans girls might be girls, but they still have that male sex drive.  They  still  have  testicles  producing  testosterone,  and  testosterone makes people want to fuck. I briefly dated a trans girl in college. Her name was Katie and she wasn’t nearly as convincing as Hannah. She wanted to fuck all the time, which was fun at first, but then it became exhausting. I was always on top, and sex always ended with me coming—but she usually wouldn’t come, so after I was finished, she would still want more. By the end of our three-week relationship, my cock was sore—and I went a whole two  weeks  without  having  sex  or  touching  myself,  just  so  my  cock  could heal up. 

Hannah  was  the  first  one  to  try  a  banana.  She  peeled  it  slowly  and then  she  closed  her  eyes  as  she  plunged  the  long  fruit  into  her  mouth, closing  her  lips  around  the  girth.  She  groaned.  “It’s  still  really  hard,”  she said.  “But  it  tastes  good.”  She  pushed  the  banana  a  bit  deeper  into  her mouth,  savored  it  for  a  moment,  and  then  bit  down  gently.  I  continued watching as she licked her lips clean. 

I  was  strangely  hypnotized—possibly  in  part  because  I  was exhausted  and  struggling  to  set  my  mind  straight.  She  stuck  another  five inches of banana into her mouth and she seemed to suck it for a moment before  taking  a  bite.  Then  she  looked  at  me.  “Are  you  okay?”  she  asked with a giggle. She looked down at my lap. 

“I’m fine. Why?” I said, still feeling like I was half-hypnotized. 

She bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders. I looked down and saw that my cock was rock hard, standing straight up and throbbing. I quickly covered it with my bag. “Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “I—I’m just tired. 

I’m not thinking straight. But I’m fine. I should eat something so I can go out and make a big catch.” 

“If you’re tired, do you want me to go out and hunt something? I still have lots of energy,” she said. 

I shook my head. “Hunting is my specialty,” I said. “And it’s a man’s job.  I’ll  do  it.”  I  took  a  banana  and  ate  it  quickly.  It  felt  good  in  my stomach,  but  it  left  something  to  be  desired.  I  could  feel  my  stomach groaning as it begged for meat—or even a tiny milligram of protein from a peanut.  I  had  to  catch  something.  I  had  to  prove  to  Hannah  and  to  every person that tuned into Survival Situation that I wasn’t just some bum who slipped  into  the  show.  I  had  to  prove  that  I  had  some  skills,  so  the  world wouldn’t  mock  me  into  an  early  grave.  I  set  out  with  my  knife  and  my spear. 

First,  I  spent  two  hours  by  the  water,  trying  to  spear  fish.  There weren’t many to stab at: a fish every forty minutes or so, and they were too fast. So I took off into the jungle to find something else. I hated snakes, but I  knew  I  could  try  to  catch  one.  People  were  always  catching  and  eating snakes on that show, and it looked pretty easy. 

I walked slowly, scanning the jungle. I could hear the cameraman and the  producer  behind  me,  about  fifty  feet,  whispering  as  they  discussed which  angles  to  shoot  me  from.  At  one  point  I  heard  the  cameraman whisper,  “I  can’t  believe  he  hasn’t  tapped  yet.  Is  that  alternate  still  on standby?” 

“He  is,”  said  the  producer.  “But  if  Finn  makes  it  a  few  more  days, we’ll probably send the alternate home.” 

I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to feel proud that I was almost out of the ‘need an alternate’ stage of my challenge, or if I should be embarrassed that they still thought I was a loser who wouldn’t make it to the end. I was determined to prove them wrong, but I wouldn’t make it another three days without real food. 

I walked and walked, looking around until my mind got carried away thinking  about  Hannah.  I  imagined  myself  bringing  back  a  large  snake.  I imagined  her  throwing  herself  at  me.  “After  we  eat  this  snaked,  you  can fuck  the  hell  out  of  me,”  she  said  in  my  fantasy.  But  we  didn’t  end  up waiting until we ate. Instead, I turned her around while the snake was on the fire  and  I  pumped  her  until  her  cock  was  leaking  cum  all  over  her  pretty feet. 

Something rustled in the trees in front of me and I snapped out of my fantasy. I jumped back and nearly stumbled before realizing how far away from camp I was. I walked for an hour and found nothing, and now I had to start walking back or I would be stuck in those woods in the dark. 

The  cameraman  came  close  to  me  with  his  camera  raised.  The producer was lingering over his shoulder. “Want to comment on your hunt today?” he said. 

I felt dumb. It was starting to seem obvious that I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know how to find an animal and I definitely didn’t know how  to  catch  it  with  just  a  spear.  “Sometimes  you  don’t  get  anything,”  I said, shrugging my shoulders. “That’s just survival.” 

By the time I was back at the camp, my legs were weak. My stomach was  once  again  groaning  and  cramping.  My  head  was  dizzier  than  ever before. I knew that I ended up burning more calories than I consumed with the  banana.  “Did  you  get  anything?”  Hannah  asked  as  she  sat  before  an improved shelter and a large pile of firewood, which was now covered by an impressive little shelter, so it wouldn’t get too wet from the next rainfall. 

“Not today,” I said. I hated that humiliated feeling. I hated that she was making me look bad. I’d watched the show enough times to know how embarrassing it is when the man is outperformed by the woman. I sat down next  to  her.  To  make  my  humiliation  worse,  she  had  some  food  ready  for me: another banana and some berries. It was just more fruit, but at least it was something. 

“We’ll  need  protein  soon,”  she  said.  “Maybe  I  can  take  a  stab  at hunting tomorrow.” 

But I just couldn’t let her worsen my humiliation. “I’ll be fine. I think I’ll get something tomorrow. You just keep the fire going.” 

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Okay,” she said. “That’s fine.” 

But  I  could  tell  that  the  hunger  was  getting  to  her  too.  She  was already a small girl, without much meat on her bones. She was only on her second day but she was already starting to look thinner in the face. I had to find something for her to eat. 

“We  should  probably  try  to  conserve  some  energy  then,”  she  said. 

“We should have enough firewood here to last us a few days. I think there’s a storm coming.” 

We  crawled  into  the  little  shelter  to  lay  down,  and  it  was  only  ten minutes later when the storm started. In that jungle, skies went from blue to black in seconds. It was scary to think that I could get caught out in a storm, an hour away from camp like I was earlier in that day. 

Luckily, Hannah built an awesome shelter that kept us dry. 

At first, I was turned towards her, keeping my arm over her to keep her warm. If I couldn’t feed her, at least I could keep her warm. Then she snuggled against me, rubbing her bum into my penis, and that got my blood flowing. Sexual thoughts started to enter into my mind and my cock began to  throb.  I  didn’t  want  to  make  her  feel  awkward  by  pressing  an  erection against her, so I turned away from her, letting her press her back against my back—but that didn’t last long. She flipped over and put her arm over me. 

Now my attempt at avoiding an awkward situation had backfired: I could feel her cock against my bum and I probably looked like a loser on that tree camera that was still blinking its little red light across the camp. 

I  bit  my  tongue  and  tried  to  will  away  the  urge  to  flip  back  over.  I still  had  that  erection—I  just  needed  to  wait  for  it  to  go  away,  and  then  I could  go  back  to  looking  like  the  dominant  partner.  But  that  erection wouldn’t  go  away—and  now,  I  could  feel  her  shaft  throbbing  against  my rear end. 

“Are you awake?” I whispered. 

“Yeah. Why?” she said. 

“Just wondering,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. Did she not know that I could feel her shaft hardening? Did she not care? It was getting hard fast: warm against my tush. 

There was a long silence before she said, “Sorry, I can’t really help it. 

You know how it is.” 

“I know,” I said. “It’s fine. It doesn’t bother me.” 

I bit down on my tongue as beads of cold sweat began to form on my skin. She snuggled in closer, wrapping her arm around me even more. She

pulled me close to keep that warmth captured between us, but now that stiff rod was more obvious than ever. 

I laughed nervously. “It’s big. I think you’re bigger than me.” 

She returned the nervous little laugh. “Is it bothering you? I’m sorry

—I’m sure it will go away.” 

“It’s really fine,” I said. “Maybe I can just reposition it so it’s not so awkward.” I reached back and slipped my fingers around the hot member. It was impressively thick, pulsing in my hand as I pushed it downwards, so it would  be  below  me  instead  of  against  me—but  it  was  so  hard  that  it  just sprung right back to where it was. “It’s stubborn,” I said. 

“I can turn the other way if you’d prefer,” she said. 

“It’s fine,” I said. I tried grabbing it again to move it, but it was too stiff to move. 

“Oh,  I  almost  forgot  something,”  she  said,  sitting  up  suddenly.  My heart skipped a beat as I rolled over to see what she was doing in that small space. She reached down and pulled up a white stick. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“It’s heart of palm,” she said. 

“What’s that?” 

She  stared  at  me  with  a  strange  gaze.  “Seriously?”  she  said.  “It’s from the inside of a palm tree. I got it today while you were out and I saved this  piece  for  you.  It’s  got  tons  of  calories.”  She  handed  it  to  me.  I  was starving, so I devoured it—and it was amazingly filling, though I still had my craving for proper proteins. 

“You’re making me look bad,” I said with rosy cheeks. 

“Don’t  worry  about  that,”  she  said.  “You’ll  make  a  big  catch tomorrow and I’ll be the one looking bad.” 

I  looked  down  at  her  cock,  which  was  still  erect.  She  awkwardly covered it. “Sorry,” she said. “The body does weird things sometimes.” 

I thought that I was going to be going to Panama to find a girl who would put out because I was such a great provider. Now, I was starting to feel  the  opposite—like  I  needed  to  give  her  something  in  return  for everything she was doing for me. Otherwise I was just a mooch. She was

better off without me. Maybe I could give her a little something. Maybe I could provide her with a little bit of pleasure. 

I  bent  down  and  crawled  forward,  lifting  her  arm  away  from  her erection  with  my  hand.  “What  are  you  doing?”  she  asked  with  a  nervous little laugh. Then I grabbed her cock and put her tip into my mouth. I began to suck. 

I would have much preferred to be the one getting the blowjob, but I needed to be a provider in some way. If a blowjob was all I could give, then that’s what I was going to give. 

I’d never given a blowjob before. Even when I had my college fling with Katie, Katie never let me near her cock. She wanted to be the girl, one hundred percent. She wanted to do the sucking and the bending over—and I was okay with that. I’d never been much for going down on girls—trans or otherwise. 

It was a bit awkward having a cock in my mouth, but I didn’t mind the  way  it  felt.  It  was  actually  kind  of  nice,  the  way  it  throbbed  on  my tongue as it slid back and forth. Once she relaxed and slipped her fingers into my hair, it was even better, knowing that she was into it. She let out a small feminine moan to remind me that she was cute—and indeed a girl. 

I  cupped  her  ball  sack  with  my  hand  and  massaged  gently  as  I bobbed up and down. “I guess this is one way to deal with the boner,” she said before letting out a small whimper. 

“It’s  the  least  I  could  do,”  I  said,  stroking  her  shaft  as  I  gave  my mouth a five second break before diving back in. I sucked hard. 

“There’s protein in cum,” she said. “Almost half a gram. So be sure to swallow it.” 

“Okay,”  I  said.  I  bobbed  my  head  faster,  pressing  my  lips  tighter around her girth. 

“Oh God,” she said. “That feels good.” 

She  let  a  small  shot  of  pre-cum  blast  into  the  back  of  my  throat.  It was sweet. I kept sucking, planting my hands down on her thighs so I could bob  faster.  I  was  taking  the  whole  shaft  in  my  mouth,  letting  her  press against the back of my throat with her tip as my nose pressed into her pelvic

bone.  I  could  feel  that  she  was  going  to  come  soon.  Her  throbbing  was intensifying. 

“It’s coming,” she said, as if I didn’t already know. I grabbed the base of her shaft with a tight fist and I kept my lips pressed firmly around her tip. 

She squirmed and groaned, and then her warm goo began to blast into my mouth.  I  caught  all  of  it,  letting  it  pool  on  my  tongue  until  she  was completely drained. Then I let go of her dick and I sat up, looking her in the eyes. “If there’s protein in it, do you want to share it?” I asked—making a bit of sense as I spoke with a mouthful. 

She paused for a moment. “Okay,” she said. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. I gently opened my mouth so she could suck up  some  of  her  own  cum.  We  each  swallowed  our  halves,  and  then  we began to make out. Her lips were soft—and sweet like her load. She gently penetrated my mouth with her tongue as my hands explored her body. Her tits were perky and soft. Her bum was perfectly curvy. I used the tip of my finger to explore inside of her asshole for a moment. 

“Want some more protein?” I asked, looking down at my cock. 

She looked down and bit her lip. “I’m just not sure it would be worth burning the calories.” 

“I’ll do the work,” I said, grabbing my own cock. I began to stroke myself. “It won’t take long.” 

She stared into my eyes while I pumped. She had a gentle smile as her eyes glistened—and it really didn’t take long. “Okay. Open your mouth. 

Quick,” I said, stumbling up to my feet. I had to stay bent over in that small space. I pushed my cock into her mouth and unloaded on her tongue. “You drink  it,”  I  said.  She  sucked  hard,  getting  the  last  drop  out  from  my  tip. 

Then she tilted her head back and swallowed everything. She licked her lips and then looked into my eyes again. 

“That deals with that,” she said. She cleared her throat. “You have to do what you have to do in a survival situation, right?” 

“Totally,” I said. “Absolutely.” 

“We should get some sleep before tomorrow.” 

I  nodded  in  agreement,  and  then  we  cuddled  up  as  the  temperature dropped a few more degrees. The water was beginning to drip down on our

fire, making dark smoke rise up. I had a feeling the fire wasn’t going to last the  night.  I  had  a  feeling  we  were  in  for  a  rough  eight  hours  before sunrise… And I was right. 

CHAPTER V

It  was  the  longest  night  of  my  life:  cold,  shivering,  and  hungry. 

Hannah’s body wasn’t providing much warmth. She was shivering too after our fire went out and the water started to seep into our hut from the ground. 

Maybe building a shelter in a small valley wasn’t such a great idea. Maybe we should have built further up, where the rain wouldn’t pool. 

It was hard to stand up in the morning once the sun finally found our campsite. Our bones and joints were locked from the cold. “We’re burning way more calories shivering like this,” Hannah said to me. 

“I know,” I said. 

“We need food,” she said. 

“I know. I’m going to find food. Don’t worry about it.” 

“I  can  go  if  you  want  to  get  the  fire  rebuilt—and  maybe  dig  some sort of drainage system for the rain water, if it rains like that again.” 

“No,  no,”  I  said.  “I’ll  get  the  food.  Trust  me—I’ll  bring  home  the bacon… Literally. I know that there are lots of animals here. I can get one.” 

I  started  to  walk  away.  “And  that’s  the  spear  you’re  going  to  use?” 

she said. 

“Why? What’s wrong with it?” I asked. 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “Nothing.  I  mean—you’re  the  hunting expert.  I  don’t  really  know  much  about  hunting.  I’ve  done  a  bit  of  spear fishing and I’ve made a few snares, but compared to you, I don’t really have any experience.” 

It took me a moment to realize the production probably told her the things  that  I  said  in  my  submission  video.  I  told  them  that  I  was  a  fire building  expert,  and  that  I’d  been  hunting  with  primitive  tools  my  whole life. Sure, it was a lie, but how hard could it be? Cavemen figured it out. I could figure it out. I understood the basics of killing something: stab it in the heart. I just had to get close to it. 

So  I  started  walking  out.  It  wasn’t  long  before  I  started  to  feel embarrassed, hearing the cameraman’s footsteps behind me. 

I walked for an hour before remembering that I didn’t want to get too far  from  the  camp.  I  didn’t  want  to  end  up  burning  more  calories  than  I would take in from whatever I ended up catching. I stopped for a breather. 

In that hour, I saw nothing but ants and a few quick birds. I thought about throwing  my  spear  at  one  of  the  birds,  but  my  spear  was  curved  and definitely not designed to be thrown. 

My stomach groaned. That familiar humiliation was starting to set in. 

Now, it was paired with a strange guilt. I was letting Hannah down. Maybe I should have just let her hunt. Maybe I should have just admitted that I was a liar and that I didn’t know how to catch anything. It sounded like she had a pretty good idea of how to catch food—and soon, she wouldn’t have the energy  to  do  it.  But  if  I  couldn’t  make  a  fire  or  build  a  decent  shelter  or catch food, then what could I do? Was I just leeching off of her skills? Was she sacrificing half of everything she foraged to keep my dumb ass alive? 

Maybe I needed to tap out, for her sake. 

I  looked  around  for  food,  and  that’s  when  I  spotted  a  plant  that  I recognized  from  the  small  amount  of  research  I  did  on  Panama.  It  was  a deadly plant, filled with poison that could paralyze a person. I knew that it took a few hours for the poison to set in, which was enough time to get back to the camp and call the medic. I knew that the medic would insist that I go to  the  hospital—so  I  wouldn’t  be  tapping  out;  technically,  they  would  be forcing me out. It would be slightly less embarrassing than tapping out after failing  to  do  anything  over  five  days…  or  had  I  been  there  for  six  days? 

Maybe it was seven, or eight. I had no idea how long I’d been there, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t seem to put my memories into a coherent timeline. 

I’d seen just about every episode of that show, and even the dimmest losers manage to find food. So what was wrong with me? Where was all the food hiding? 

I  spent  the  day  looking  everywhere,  but  I  came  up  with  nothing. 

When  I  told  Hannah,  she  looked  upset,  but  she  still  managed  to  put  on  a smile for me. “We’ll find something,” she said before giving me my daily dish  of  berries,  cooked  banana,  and  heart  of  palm.  It  was  better  than nothing,  but  that  lack  of  protein  was  really  starting  to  get  to  my  brain.  I couldn’t see straight or keep a consistent thought in my head for more than

ten seconds. I felt like I was going to pass out—but I knew that I needed to pay her back. 

It was late and I was tired and sore. She was laying behind me, arm over  me  as  if  to  remind  me  that  I  was  losing  my  position  as  man  in  that camp. I had to give back to her, so I spat into my hand, reached back and jerked  her  cock  until  it  was  hard,  and  then  I  pushed  her  tip  into  my  ass. 

“What are you doing?” she asked with a groggy voice. 

“Just enjoy it,” I said. 

I  used  all  of  my  energy  to  rock  myself  back  and  forth,  using  the inside  of  my  anus  to  massage  her  cock.  I  didn’t  love  the  idea  of  being fucked in the ass, but it actually felt kind of nice. It was easy to get swept away in the tingling euphoria that was swelling in my rear end. I could feel her cock throbbing as it went deeper and deeper. After a couple of minutes, she grabbed my hips and thrusted into me, sinking her whole shaft into my body—and not just the first few inches. I gasped and tensed up all over. She began  to  thrust:  more  than  I  was  prepared  for.  I  reached  for  something  to grab onto. I nearly knocked over our shelter wall trying to hold on while she fucked me in the ass. 

I got more than I bargained for. It hurt, but felt amazing at the same time.  She  kept  thrusting,  pushing  her  shaft  deeper  into  my  body  than  any outside  object  was  supposed  to  go.  I  felt  her  tip  somewhere  in  my  empty gut,  pushing  up  towards  my  lungs.  I  groaned  as  she  snuggled  in  closer, pressing her breasts against my back. I could feel her perky nipples against my back while she fucked me from behind. 

And with each pump, she was getting more powered up, gripping me tighter,  pumping  faster,  and  using  up  more  of  her  calories.  She  ended  up rolling on top of me, pinning me down on my stomach while she thrusted in and  out  of  my  tight  asshole.  “Oh  God!”  I  moaned.  I  had  a  mouthful  of jungle dirt, but I didn’t care. 

“I’m going to come,” she moaned. 

She  pumped  a  few  more  times  before  pulling  out.  “Roll  over!”  she said  through  clenched  teeth.  She  was  holding  back.  I  used  the  last  of  my energy  to  roll  over  and  open  my  mouth.  She  pressed  her  tip  against  my tongue and unloaded a massive load of cum into my mouth. “Swallow all of it,” she said. “You need it.” I swallowed it; it was amazingly delicious and

well-needed. I could feel it inside of me, giving me a tiny burst of energy—

and I needed that energy more than anything. 

But  I  didn’t  feel  right.  I  put  out  for  her—to  give  her   something   for keeping me alive in that jungle. But in the end, she was the one giving me something in the form of her ejaculate. “I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Sorry  for  what?”  she  asked,  snuggling  back  in  behind  me.  I  could feel  that  hard  shaft  against  my  back,  getting  softer  now  that  she  had  her orgasm. 

“Sorry that I haven’t caught anything for us,” I said. 

“It’s  fine.  You’ll  make  it  happen.  You’re  an  expert,  after  all.”  She snuggled  in  closer  and  pressed  her  face  against  my  damp  back.  Now  the guilt was worse than ever. I knew that I needed to come clean if there was going to be any chance of her completing the challenge. 

I was dragging her down in so many ways, and it wasn’t fair to keep it going. 

I took a deep breath. I knew what needed to be done: I needed to tap out for her sake. I needed to face the humiliation so that she could have a chance,  before  she  became  too  weak  because  she  was  splitting  all  of  her food with me. 

There  was  no  sense  in  tapping  at  that  moment.  The  crew  was  gone for  the  evening  and  I  didn’t  want  to  put  any  unnecessary  stress  on  her shoulders.  I  snuggled  up  against  her  and  felt  the  soft  warmness  of  her plump tush for what I assumed would be the last night. Falling asleep was difficult, knowing that it meant speeding up our final moments together. 

CHAPTER VI

In the morning, I woke up before her. The crew hadn’t arrived yet. I thought about spending those final few moments alone with her, before the crew showed up to start filming—but I knew that I was going to tap out the moment  they  arrived.  I  didn’t  want  to  miss  my  last  opportunity  to  do something for Hannah. 

So I snuck out of bed and I grabbed my long spear. I hiked into the jungle  and  looked  around  for  something  I  could  bring  back  for  her:  a parting  gift  of  sorts—or  maybe  a  peace  offering.  She  was  going  to  be spending the next two weeks alone, so I could at least start her off on the right foot. 

I  moved  quietly,  determined  to  find  her  something.  I  tried  to  be  as silent as possible, but my stomach kept growling, and I was pretty sure that it  was  scaring  away  the  animals.  I  walked  for  thirty  minutes  before  I stumbled  over  a  rock,  stubbing  my  toe.  “Ouch!”  I  cried  as  I  fell  to  the ground, grasping my foot. I was glad the cameras weren’t there to see my embarrassing fall. Then I looked over and saw three grubs squirming where the rock was. Grubs were major sources of protein. They looked disgusting, but they were full of vital nutrients. Three grubs were about the equivalent of two chicken wings—I knew that from watching the show. So I scooped up the grubs and put them in my bag; it was something—maybe the only little bit of food that I’d managed to provide while I was there. 

I  started  hiking  back.  As  I  crossed  over  the  stream,  I  noticed  a fluttering  in  the  water.  I  looked  down  and  saw  a  small  fish,  swimming  in circles.  It  was  caught  in  a  ring  of  rocks,  and  it  apparently  wasn’t  smart enough to escape through the opening that it must have entered through. I watched it for a moment before lowering myself down slowly. I readied my hands, and then I pounced without my spear. I grabbed the small fish with both hands and threw it out of the water, onto dry land. I watched it jump into the air for a moment before running over to it with my spear. I smacked it hard on the head, rendering it limp. 

It wasn’t a huge fish, but it was something to give to her. My heart skipped  a  beat  before  beginning  to  pound  against  my  ribcage.  Maybe  she

wouldn’t hate me so much for tapping out after all. I put the fish into my bag and I continued back towards camp. On my way, I spotted a banana tree that we hadn’t noticed before. By some miracle, the bananas were actually ripe. I grabbed a bundle and put them into my bag. 

I  was  exhausted  and  the  sun  wasn’t  even  all  the  way  up  yet.  But  I decided to use the last of my energy picking up some dry wood for our fire. 

I  would  have  left  the  wood  behind  normally,  but  now  I  didn’t  need  the energy. I knew that the production would give me a protein bar and a warm blanket the moment I said that I was tapping, and the production would be showing up at any minute. 

I brought my large haul back into the camp. I stacked the firewood, skewered  the  fish,  and  I  put  the  little  grubs  onto  a  bark  bowl,  next  to  the bananas. Hannah was still asleep, but she was beginning to stir as the smell of cooking fish filled the air. 

She sat up slowly. “What is that?” she said. 

“Breakfast,” I said with a smile. She stretched out her arms, stood up, and walked over. Her bag was at her side, so I could see her morning half-chub, waving from side to side with her foreskin gently pulled back. She sat down next to me. 

“It looks like you had some good luck this morning,” she said with a warm smile. 

“I  did  great.  This  is  just  half  of  it,”  I  said,  lying.  “I  already  ate  the other  half  while  you  were  sleeping.  I’ve  been  back  for  almost  an  hour already.” 

“Seriously?” she said, narrowing her eyes. 

I smiled with a nod. “So eat up,” I said. 

I took the fish off of the fire to cool while she started with the less appetizing  grubs.  I  watched  her  eat,  trying  to  stop  my  stomach  from growling  so  she  wouldn’t  know  that  I  was  lying  to  her.  Watching  her  eat was  strangely  satisfying—somehow  more  satisfying  than  having  a  bite  to eat  myself.  But  I  did  find  myself  fantasizing  about  taking  a  big  bite  from that bony fish. I was salivating as I watched her bite into the tender meat. 

She looked at me. “Do you want a bite?” she said. 

“No—I already ate. I’m good,” I said. 

The production showed up minutes later. The producer looked at our campsite and paused. “Did Hannah go out hunting this morning?” he asked, scratching at his grey beard. 

“No—Finn  got  all  of  this,”  Hannah  said,  wiping  her  lips  with  her wrist. I looked up at the producer and smiled. 

“You couldn’t have waited until we showed up?” he said, turning a slight shade of red. It was a big moment that would have been good to have on camera. 

“It’s fine,” I said. “You have lots of time to get lots of footage—and you can edit it however you want.” 

He stared at me with narrowed, suspicious eyes. “Just do us a favor and wait before you go off on a big hunt next time. The whole point of you being here is for us to film you surviving. It’s not a very good episode when we have to explain things that happen when we’re not filming. It’s bad TV, and it makes us look bad.” 

And  in  that  moment,  I  realized  that  I  wasn’t  just  dragging  Hannah down. I was dragging the production down as well. Most people tuned into Survival  Situation  to  watch  professional  survivalists  thriving  in  survival situations.  There  probably  weren’t  many  losers  like  me,  hoping  to  see drama as if it was the Real Housewives of the Great Outdoors. Only idiots like me wanted to see if the couples would fight or if they would get hot and  heavy.  Only  morons  like  me  wanted  to  laugh  when  contestants  cried over having sore feet. The show wasn’t meant for people like me—audience or contestant. 

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” I said to the producer. 

Hannah  gave  me  a  concerned  look,  which  I  did  my  best  to  ignore. 

“What do you want to talk about?” she asked. 

“I  just  want  to  ask  him  a  question,”  I  said.  I  stood  up  and  walked away from the camp, motioning the producer to follow me. I made sure we were  far  away—out  of  earshot  of  the  camp—before  I  said,  “I’m  tapping out.” 

“You’re doing what?” he said. 

“Tapping. I’m done. I don’t want to be a nuisance anymore,” I said. I thought it would be a humiliating moment, but in a weird way, I felt like I

was finally doing the right thing. 

“Why?”  he  said.  “I  mean—why  do  you  think  you’re  being  a nuisance?” 

“Let’s  face  it.  I’m  not  supposed  to  be  here,”  I  said.  Then  I  looked over and saw Hannah standing and watching, looking pale and concerned—

probably terrified of being alone. But she was better off alone and getting twice  the  nutrients.  She  was  a  strong  girl.  She  could  handle  a  bit  of  fear. 

Nothing was going to hurt her as long as she stayed alert and kept that fire going. 

“You can’t tap,” she said. “I need you here.” 

“I’m sorry, Hannah,” I said. “I don’t want to be dragging you down anymore.” 

“You aren’t dragging me down. You just found all of that food this morning. That was a lot of food.” 

“It wasn’t,” I said. “I lied to you. Everything you ate was everything I found—a  few  grubs,  a  small  fish,  and  a  few  ripe  bananas.  It  might  be enough to get you through the day, but that’s probably it. Especially if the nights  start  getting  colder.  When  you  start  shivering,  you  burn  more calories. That entire meal probably wasn’t even two hundred calories.” 

“But it was something. Please don’t go,” she said. 

“Stay,” said the producer. “You’ve gone too far for us to replace you, so Hannah will be alone for two weeks. Don’t do that to her.” 

I  laughed  and  shook  my  head.  “Trust  me—she’s  better  off  without me.” 

“But I don’t really know how to hunt—and I just got lucky with that fire. I need an expert with me.” 

“I’m not an expert. I’m a liar. I’ve never made a fire before and I’ve never hunted anything in my life. I lied on my submission tape and I lied in my interview and I lied to your face and… I’m just a big liar.” I looked over and  saw  that  the  camera  was  filming.  Instead  of  feeling  ashamed,  I  felt relieved.  I  was  finally  being  honest.  The  world  could  go  ahead  and  mock me—but at least I wasn’t a liar anymore. “I’m sorry,” I said. “So I think it’s best that I go home.” 

Hannah said nothing. I could tell that she was upset with me—maybe because  I  lied  or  maybe  because  I  was  leaving  her—or  maybe  a combination of both things. But it was for the best; I came clean and I was leaving her to thrive. It was the best thing for everyone. 

The producer used his walkie to call the production tent, which was hidden somewhere within walkie range. “Finn is tapping. Let’s call for the truck,  and  let’s  get  a  blanket  over  here  so  we  can  film  his  wrap-up interview.” 

He put his walkie down and shook his head. He looked at me with an unimpressed face. “These episodes always get the worst ratings.” 

“It’ll be fine,” I said. “People will love Hannah. The episode will do great.” 

Now, Hannah was gone. She was probably embarrassed that I lied to her and she was gullible enough to believe me for so long. I thought about tracking her down to tell her that I was sorry, but I knew saying goodbye would be too hard. Maybe this was the easiest way to split up—to have no goodbyes or heart-breaking embraces. It was a clean split: I go home and she goes straight to preparing herself for the next two weeks of her life. 

“It’s going to be about ten minutes before we’re ready to shoot your exit interview,” the producer said. 

“No problem,” I said. “I might just sit down for a minute. My legs are  feeling  pretty  weak.”  I  was  starting  to  wobble.  Lack  of  nutrition  was getting to me quickly. I took a seat on a mossy log and then I looked down. 

There was a large rock next to my foot. It looked just like the rock that I found the grubs under earlier, so I decided to flip it over to see if there were more grubs. And to my surprise, there were five large ones. I scooped them up. 

“Look  at  this,”  I  said.  “Five  under  a  single  rock.  That’s  a  lot  of protein.” 

I  stared  at  the  little  creatures.  I  didn’t  want  to  see  Hannah  again, worried that the sight of my face would just make her angrier, but I had to deliver the nutrients. She needed every little bit she could get. So I got up and walked back over to the camp. She wasn’t there, so I just carefully put

them down in one of the bowls she’d carved the day before. I covered the bowl with a piece of bark. 

I  felt  another  glimmer  of  redemption  burn  inside  of  me.  I  looked around and noticed that there were no cameras on me. It seemed like I was especially fortunate when there were no cameras around… Or maybe I was just  better  off  when  I  was  hunting  and  foraging  for  the  well-being  of someone else, someone that I actually cared deeply for—and not just trying to show off for the sake of my own vanity. 

I  noticed  a  small  gap  in  the  wind-blocking  wall  of  our  shelter.  I couldn’t  just  leave  her  with  a  big  gap  in  the  wall.  It  explained  the  cool breeze  I  was  feeling  the  night  before.  It  would  be  more  than  just  a  cool breeze  if  I  didn’t  put  some  effort  into  fixing  it  now.  So  I  went  into  the woods and tried to find a number of branches to fill the gap. I found some scraggly roots to tie the branches up, and then I had the idea to reenforce the wall with a second layer; it was going to use up a lot of energy, but now that  I  was  leaving,  I  could  use  my  energy  up  without  worrying.  So  I collected more branches and more roots, making a large pile while Hannah was  still  out.  I  spent  some  time  tying  the  branches  up,  building  up  that second  layer  to  further  insulate  that  sleeping  shelter.  Then  I  remembered that I was supposed to be doing an exit interview. A whole hour had passed. 

I looked around and noticed the cameraman filming me. The producer was standing behind him. 

“Are you ready for my interview?” I asked. 

“Well  are  you  tapping  or  not?”  the  producer  said  from  behind  the cameraman. 

“I  am,”  I  said.  “It’s  the  best  thing  for  everyone.”  Then  something tingled  inside  of  me.  I  still  had  a  bit  of  energy  left.  I  could  still  leave Hannah  with  a  bit  more  of  an  advantage.  “Just  let  me  grab  a  few  more pieces  of  firewood.”  I  went  into  the  woods  to  collect  more  firewood  for Hannah, to make sure her first night alone was warm and comfortable. Then I  saw  a  snake  slither  by,  and  I  thought  about  all  of  the  nutrients  it  would provide the beautiful trans survivalist. I ran after the snake. It was slow. I had  no  idea  what  kind  of  snake  it  was,  but  I  knew  how  to  kill  it  from watching many episodes of that show. I used a branch to pin it, and while it

was  thrashing,  I  chopped  off  its  head.  I  knew  not  to  touch  that  head—

snakes can apparently still bite for a long time after decapitation. 

My heart soared and my body filled with a sudden surge of energy. I held the snake up. “I got one!” I said to nobody. The cameraman moved in for a closeup. 

I brought the snake back to the camp and I hung it up high where it was safe from rodents. “Where is Hannah?” I said. 

“She went out for a walk,” my producer said. 

“I’ll just wait until she gets back before I leave,” I said. “I just want to make sure an animal doesn’t get the snake.” 

“Why don’t you cook it and eat some of it?” the producer asked. 

“It’s for her—not for me. I’ll eat later, when we’re back in Panama City.” 

“You don’t just want to stay here?” he said. 

“No—I  told  you—I’m  not  supposed  to  be  here.  I  lied.  I’m  not  a survivalist. I don’t want to drag everyone down.” 

He stared at me strangely, and I knew why. I was having a good day. 

I had a good string of luck and I’d provided a ton for my partner. In that moment,  I  probably  looked  like  a  perfectly  fine  survivalist.  I  probably seemed  like  someone  who  might  thrive  in  a  survival  situation.  But  was  it just  luck?  Was  it  an  actual  skill  that  I  was  developing?  Or  was  it  just  the desire to provide for Hannah overwhelming my lack of ability? 

“Why are you still here?” I heard her voice say. I turned around and saw her behind me. She was carrying a small stack of dry branches. 

“I was waiting for you,” I said. “I caught you a snake and didn’t want an animal to grab it before you got back.” I stood up and nearly fell over. 

My  lack  of  energy  was  finally  catching  up  with  me.  I  felt  faint  and lightheaded,  so  I  reached  out  and  grabbed  onto  a  nearby  tree.  “Now  that you’re back, I’ll get going.” I turned to face the producer. “Let’s do that exit interview now.” I didn’t want to look back at Hannah. I wanted to hold her so badly. I wanted to feel her soft, warm skin. I wanted to kiss her lips and I wanted to grab onto her long, thick cock. Leaving was going to be hard. I found myself wondering if she would ever talk to me again—probably not

for the first few months, but maybe in time she would come to realize that my exit helped her to win the challenge. 

The cameraman kept filming and the producer said nothing. 

“Well?”  I  said.  “Go  get  whatever  you  need  for  the  interview.  I’m ready to go.” 

There was another long silence as they ignored me. 

“This isn’t funny,” I said. “I want out. We’re wasting Hannah’s day now. She has a lot to do here.” 

“Tell us again why you want to go,” the producer said. 

“Because I’m a liar!” I said. “I’m not a survivalist. I don’t know how to  build  shelters  or  fires,  and  I  don’t  know  how  to  hunt  or  fish.  I’m  not meant  to  be  here.  Hannah’s  waited  years  to  be  on  this  show  and  I’m  just here ruining it for her.” 

“But you’re not,” she said behind me. I was still too ashamed to face her again. “I was feeling so weak this morning, and then you brought all of this. Look at all of this—between what I already ate and what’s here—it’s more than enough for both of us.” 

I slowly turned to face her. I looked at the dangling snake, which now seemed  bigger  than  before.  I  looked  down  at  the  fish  skeleton,  which  I knew I could use to catch another small animal. “I just got lucky with that stuff,” I said. 

“What about this shelter?” she said. “You fixed the wall. That’s going to  make  a  huge  difference.  And  look  at  all  this  firewood.  What  can  a survivalist do that you haven’t done?” 

“I—I don’t know. I just got lucky, I guess.” 

“That’s half of it: luck. Sure, there are techniques that some people know that are a huge help, but you already know some of them. None of that really matters though. I don’t care if I have to find the food and split it with  you.  There’s  more  to  surviving  than  just  eating  and  being  warm. 

People are meant to be together. Part of the challenge is mental, and you’ve helped me keep my sanity for the few days I’ve been here.” 

It was true. Since she showed up, I felt far more stable than before. I felt comfortable—too comfortable, and not just because she was providing

for  me.  Instead  of  dreading  cold,  rainy  nights,  I  found  myself  looking forward to the opportunity to cuddle. I was hoping for a long rainy day so that I could have the excuse to sit in the shelter and talk with her all day. 

Maybe I was providing more than I realized—and not just the food and firewood I managed to find that morning. “I guess I can probably stay for a little bit longer,” I said. 

I watched a smile grow on her face. She really was excited that I was staying, and that filled my heart with a special kind of joy. “Sit down,” she said. “Let’s split this snake, and get a few grubs in you.” 

I took a seat and she sat down next to me, pressing her body against mine.  She  handed  me  a  grub,  which  I  ate  without  chewing.  It  was  pretty gross,  but  I  felt  the  effects  within  minutes.  I  started  feeling  stronger  and more awake. I ate another one, even though I caught them for her, and then I had another. She cooked up the snake, and then I ate half of that as well. I felt invigorated. I felt like I had a new opportunity to provide for a beautiful woman—and this time it wasn’t just because I thought it would get her to put  out.  This  time,  it  was  because  I  cared  for  her  and  I  wanted  her  to succeed  even  more  than  I  wanted  to  succeed.  “I’m  going  to  go  and  find some dinner,” I said after swallowing my last bite. 

“No,” she said. “You stay here and rest and tend to the fire. I’ll go find  some  food.”  Normally,  the  thought  of  letting  my  woman  go  out  and provide  for  me  would  have  killed  me.  But  now,  I  was  happy  to  share  the load and let her take charge. I knew that I would get more opportunities to provide for her. Now, she had the energy and the motivation to make a big difference for the both of us. 

I watched her cute butt bounce as she left our camp, and then I turned to see the camera pointed in my direction. “Are you glad you stayed?” the producer asked. 

“Sure,” I said. “As long as I’m helping, I’m happy to stay.” 

“So you’re not tapping, right?” he said. 

“No. Not unless she taps—then I’ll go with her.” 

He laughed. “What if she taps a day before the end of the challenge? 

Surely  you’ll  stay  that  extra  day  just  to  be  able  to  say  you  won  Survival Situation.” 

“I would leave with her,” I said. “To be honest, I don’t care about this show. I don’t care how you make me look, or how I make myself look. I just care about her. I’m going to make sure that she makes it to the end—

and if she doesn’t, I’m going to tag along with her wherever she ends up—

if she’ll let me.” I smiled. “I hope she lets me.” 

I looked around and saw things that could have been done. I saw a small fence that needed to be finished, to keep the critters out of our camp at  night.  It  was  a  big  project,  but  it  could  wait  for  another  day.  Hannah wanted me to rest, and I didn’t want to let her down. Part of surviving is taking care of yourself, after all. 

So I conserved my energy and ate a decent dinner: another snake that Hannah  managed  to  spear  while  out  in  the  jungle.  Hers  was  bigger  than mine,  but  I  didn’t  mind.  It  was  delicious  and  we  both  had  full  stomachs after the crew left for the night. 

“You feeling energized?” she asked me. 

“More than ever before,” I said. 

She  smiled.  “Good.  You’ll  need  it  for  tonight.”  She  leaned  forward and  kissed  me  on  the  lips.  Then  she  grabbed  my  hand,  gently  pulling  me away  from  our  camp  where  all  of  the  cameras  were  set  up.  We  weren’t supposed  to  leave  the  camp  at  night,  so  that  the  production  could  record everything.  But  we  were  off  to  do  something  that  couldn’t  be  aired  on television anyway. 

We  found  a  cozy  little  spot  in  the  woods.  She  pushed  down  on  my shoulders, making me drop to my knees. Her cock was already half erect—

her foreskin pulled back and her veins throbbing. I let it into my mouth and pressed my lips firmly around her girth. She sunk her fingers into my hair and pulled my head into her crotch. I began to suck. 

“Suck a few more milligrams of protein out of me,” she said with a small giggle. “Then you can do what you want to me. You earned it.” 

I  kept  sucking,  getting  her  hard  quickly.  I  loved  the  feeling  of  her blunt, hard tip pressing against the roof of my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head quickly, loving every second as she inched closer and closer to her climax.  I  tickled  her  tip  with  the  tip  of  my  tongue,  and  then  I  slipped  a finger into her asshole, just to make it feel a little bit better for her. I knew

she  was  about  to  come  when  her  moaning  turned  into  squirming  and screaming. 

I  gripped  her  shaft  tight  and  I  opened  my  mouth  wide,  getting  the biggest  cumshot  I’d  ever  seen,  right  on  my  tongue.  I  swallowed  all  of  it, then I stood up and turned her around, pressing her against a palm tree. I kicked her legs apart so that they were nice and wide, and then I pushed my tip into her puckering asshole. She moaned loudly as I sunk deep. I reached around with both hands to squeeze her beautiful breasts. “Don’t try to leave me again,” she said, looking over her shoulder at me. 

“I won’t,” I said. 

“Even if this is all you provide for me—this is more than enough,” 

she said. We kissed and then I penetrated her with the rest of my cock. She screamed out: a euphoric noise. I began to pump, holding her petite body firmly  with  both  of  my  hands.  I  pumped  hard  and  fast,  knowing  I  wasn’t going to last long. If I wasn’t going to last long, then I could at least give her a good, hard fucking. 

Her bum rippled as I slammed my pelvis against it. Her legs began to wobble  and  her  cock  stood  back  up,  pointing  straight  up  at  her  perfect breasts. I reached down and squeezed it, feeling her pulsing veins. I gently slid my hand up and down, feeling every inch of her perfect penis, and that was  enough  to  make  me  orgasm.  I  came  deep  in  her  ass  with  a  euphoric orgasm,  and  then  I  pulled  out,  spread  her  cheeks  using  both  hands,  and  I watched the cum pour out, down her beautiful thighs. 

She reached down and scooped some of my cum using two fingers. 

She tasted it and giggled. “Can’t miss out of the nutrients,” she said. 

I laughed with her. We made a good couple. I had a feeling that we were going to do just fine. 

THE END
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