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Chapter 1: Stranded on a Deserted Island
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"Sir, are you also heading to Dubai?"

As soon as I settled into the comfortable airplane seat, the girl beside me curiously struck up a conversation.

"Yeah, I am."

I casually responded while turning to look at her. She wasn't the kind of girl who would stun you at first glance—single eyelids, a small nose—but her large eyes were quite attractive. Two shallow dimples on her cheeks made her seem approachable and easygoing.

One glance, and I found myself liking this girl—not because of her well-defined, curvaceous figure, but because her entire attire exuded understated luxury. Her Chanel spring jacket was unmistakably the same model as Ma Rong's. Don't ask me how I knew—my previous job involved recognizing such details.

Noticing my gaze, the girl's cheeks flushed slightly. A hint of shyness in her voice, she asked, "Sir, are you traveling to Dubai for leisure?"

Leisure? I had gambled my entire savings away—I was going there to beg for a living!

I smiled. "No, I'm going for some preliminary research on international financing."

She responded with a composed smile, showing no surprise or curiosity toward my obviously exaggerated claim. This reaction spoke volumes—she came from an extraordinary background.

"What line of work are you in?" Another woman, with shrewd eyes and thin lips, chimed in. She had been listening to our conversation and seemed intrigued.

I glanced at the girl beside me, then answered reservedly, "I used to be a security consultant at a Fortune 500 company. Eventually, I felt the company's philosophy didn't align with mine, so I resigned and transitioned into the IT industry."

"Wow, you managed to make 'security guard' and 'internet café admin' sound so refined—you're quite the talent!"

My face instantly turned red with embarrassment as I glared at the flight attendant who had suddenly appeared. She had long legs and a striking resemblance to Zhao Liying. Gritting my teeth, I snapped, "Truman Buck, I'm filing a complaint against you!"

Feigning innocence, the flight attendant widened her eyes in mock surprise. "I paid for your ticket, and now you want to complain about me? Where's your conscience? Even if you're freeloading, have some dignity."

Before I could retort, she shot me a smug glance, swayed her petite waist seductively, and walked away. My frustration surged, tempted to chase her down in defiance.

Truman Buck was my cousin, though we weren't blood-related. Our family was enormous, and our lineage was so distant that we couldn't even trace a common ancestor. However, our parents were close, and we had practically grown up together.

Since childhood, we never got along—every meeting turned into a battle. But she wasn't wrong about what she said just now.

I had served in the military, then worked as a security guard at an elite club—before getting fired. I later became an internet café admin—again, fired. Just as I was about to hit rock bottom, I read an article online stating that begging in Dubai could earn someone thousands of dollars a day. That sparked my interest.

Since Truman Buck worked on this flight route, I consulted her. Without hesitation, she bought my ticket, saying she had to support this venture—because I was finally no longer a burden to my home country. And that's how I ended up on this flight to Dubai.

With her gone, the two women beside me now looked at me oddly. My face burned with embarrassment—I had just publicly humiliated myself.

To escape the awkwardness, I turned my gaze to the window. Suddenly, a thick plume of black smoke drifted past.

What on earth?

Alarmed, I stood up, pointing out the window. "Smoke! Smoke—"

Before I could finish, the airplane violently shook. My body was slammed backward, and the overwhelming sensation of free-fall hit me hard. I collapsed back into my seat.

Up ahead, a blinding light flashed—the cabin had been torn open. Fierce winds howled through the breach, pulling several passengers out into the sky amidst their terrified screams.

"Ahh! God!"
"Shit!"
Panic erupted inside the cabin. The gaping hole in the fuselage grew larger. Shattered glass and metal debris whizzed through the air. Right before my eyes, the woman with thin lips was impaled by a jagged piece of metal straight through her chest.

The plane swayed violently. My vision spun as I was tossed around. Then, a sudden shift in my position sent my head crashing against the seat in front of me. Everything went black.

I woke up to a splitting headache, my body aching all over. Something soft was pressing against me—warm and comfortable.

As my vision cleared, I realized I was holding onto the girl from the flight. She clung to me with a desperation that mirrored a drowning soul, her face pale, her delicate makeup smudged away.

I shifted slightly, and she instinctively tightened her embrace, curling into me like a frightened kitten. Her ample chest pressed firmly against mine, sending a chaotic signal to my brain.

The sound of crashing waves snapped me out of my thoughts. Looking around, I saw that we were on a sandy beach, littered with debris—shattered plane parts and motionless bodies.

Each wave swept in more wreckage and bodies, then receded, leaving behind new ones.

Where were we? A deserted island?

My mind raced to reconstruct the last moments before the crash.

Holy shit! I actually survived falling from the sky?!

Overcome with relief, I impulsively kissed the girl's cheek.

At that exact moment, her eyes flew open. She stared at me, dumbfounded, before suddenly screaming in horror.

"Ahh! Pervert!"

Her cries echoed into the wind, met only by my wry, helpless smile.

"Stop shouting! If you can actually summon the police here, I'd gladly go to jail!"

She frantically looked around, spotting the lifeless bodies nearby. Her hands gripped her head as she screamed hysterically.

I lunged forward, pinning her down and clamping a hand over her mouth.

She struggled against me, her body writhing against mine. A familiar yet inappropriate sensation began to rise within me.

She must have felt my body tense up because her terrified eyes widened even more, tears welling up.

"First—this is an island. We don't know if there's fresh water. If you scream yourself hoarse, you might not have anything to drink. Second—there could be wild animals. If your yelling attracts them, we're dead. So stop screaming. Understood?"

Trembling, she gave a reluctant nod.

Only then did I release her. What a shame—she actually listened right away.

I helped her up and asked, "What's your name?"

Tears brimmed in her eyes. Sniffling, she whispered, "Angie."

"Alright, Angie. I'm Chen Bo. From now on, I'll look out for you. As long as you listen to me, no one will harm you."

"But... are there others here?"

Her innocent question made me chuckle. Was she that naïve?

"Chen Bo!"

A sudden voice made my stomach drop. Turning toward the dense tree line, I saw two women emerge—one of them was my cousin, Truman Buck.

More survivors followed, emerging one by one. Men, women, young and old. It seemed Angie and I were merely the last ones washed ashore.

"In total, there are twenty-eight survivors—seven men, twenty-one women. Right now, three things matter most," a strong, tall man announced.

"One—where exactly are we? Two—can we expect rescue? Three—can we survive long enough to be rescued?"

His name was Maltz Spring, the co-pilot and the only one who survived from the cockpit. According to him, at the last second, he managed to steer the plane toward the ocean, giving everyone a fighting chance.

Before I woke up, the others had already accepted him as their leader.

But as I locked eyes with Maltz Spring, I couldn't shake a sense of unease.
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Chapter 2: Borrowing Fire
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"I'm with Danqing!"

A girl dressed as a flight attendant stepped forward and stood beside us.

I led them toward the beach, and along the way, we got to know each other briefly.

This small group consisted of my cousin Truman Buck, the wealthy girl Angie, and Truman Buck's best friend, the flight attendant Xiao Ning'er. They had arrived on the island before us. After regaining consciousness, Maltz Spring had taken them inland to explore in search of an exit. However, shortly after they set off, they heard Angie's scream and rushed back.

Angie asked me why I didn't stick with the group—wasn't there strength in numbers?

I smiled. "Because Maltz Spring is an idiot. The first thing we should do upon waking up is gather supplies, not go wandering around looking for a way out."

"Gather supplies?" Angie looked at me in confusion.

"Exactly!" I waded into the sea, grabbed a piece of airplane debris, and tossed it onto the beach.

"What's the use of this?" Angie, full of curiosity, ran over and inspected the fragment from every angle.

I put on a serious face and said, "From now until rescue arrives, our group won't support freeloaders. If we want sustenance and hydration to survive, everyone must contribute. Now, get in the water and start salvaging!"

Truman Buck was the first to jump into the sea and help me collect scattered debris.

Xiao Ning'er soon followed. I instructed them to prioritize salvaging metal objects, as metal smelting only emerged after a long period of human civilization, and we obviously lacked the means to produce it here.

Seeing our actions, Maltz Spring and his group finally realized the importance of gathering supplies. They rushed over and joined the salvage operation.

However, since they had more people and possibly had received instructions from Maltz Spring, they deliberately surrounded us. Whenever we reached for something, they would snatch it away first. I watched helplessly as a large bag of biscuits was stolen from Xiao Ning'er's hands.

Truman Buck was about to curse at them, but I stopped her.

Glancing at the sky, I said, "That's enough. If we don't leave now, things will get dangerous."

The four of us returned to shore. I told them to move our collected items farther away while I approached the corpses on the beach to "clean up."

By cleaning up, I meant stripping every body of its clothes and taking anything useful—belts, wallets, and any small items. I then dragged the nearly naked corpses into the sea.

Maltz Spring and his group sneered at my actions. Even Truman Buck and the others covered their faces or turned away, seemingly ashamed on my behalf.

I understood their slow adaptation. They hadn't yet realized that in this environment, survival was the only priority. Pride and decency meant nothing.

No rush—give it three days, maybe even less. If they couldn't find food, they'd be desperate enough to eat the dead. But I wouldn't give them that chance.

Once all the bodies were disposed of, I dragged a pile of salvaged items back to our group. The three girls looked uncomfortable, and no one spoke to me.

"If we don't get rid of the corpses, they'll rot, contaminate the beach and air, and spread disease. With no medical resources here, that would be a death sentence for us. Besides, the dead don't need these things anymore, but they can help us survive."

I spoke in a low voice, my expression sincere. The girls exchanged glances. Apart from Angie, the others gave small nods.

In truth, I had additional reasons I hadn't mentioned. Dumping the corpses into the sea wasn't just about preventing disease—it was also to stop Maltz Spring's group from using them as food. More importantly, I hoped the bodies would attract fish and sea creatures.

Any experienced fisherman knows about "baiting a spot." These corpses were my bait.

Just as we were talking, sudden screams erupted from Maltz Spring's group. The tide had risen, and two of their members were swept away by the waves.

That was the price of greed and carelessness.

The three girls watched in horror as the drowning men struggled in the waves. Meanwhile, I tilted my head up and carefully examined the island.

"Let's go. We need to find a place to settle down."

"Home." My words seemed to leave the girls momentarily confused, their faces tinged with sorrow.

"Home is wherever we can find peace of mind." I chuckled and then fixed them with a sharp gaze. "Remember, a place where we can eat and sleep in comfort—that's what we'll call home."

They didn't have my level of emotional detachment, but they followed me into the depths of the island with a sense of melancholy.

The island was vast, but I didn't dare venture too deep. We were unarmed, and any unknown dangers could prove fatal.

Back in the army, I had consistently scored full marks in wilderness survival training. That's why I had the confidence to go it alone rather than relying on a larger group.

Although there's a saying that strength lies in numbers, too many people complicate matters, increase responsibilities, and create conflicts.

From what I had learned about survival, an ideal campsite should be near a water source. Unfortunately, we couldn't find a perfect location nearby, so I compromised and chose a sheltered spot instead.

The island had a subtropical climate, and though it wasn't cold in this season, the proximity to the sea meant that nighttime winds would be strong. Wind chills could sap body heat rapidly and make fire-starting difficult. That's why I selected a spot beneath a large rock to build our shelter.

Using a piece of airplane debris and a wooden handle, I fashioned a crude axe. Then, I cut some branches and tore up old jeans to use as ropes. I built a simple A-frame shelter.

The shelter was tiny—so small that squeezing all four of us inside was a tight fit.

Truman Buck eyed me suspiciously. "Did you make it this small on purpose so you could take advantage of us?"

I rolled my eyes at her. "A smaller shelter means less wind resistance, making it harder for strong gusts to collapse it. Plus, it'll be cold at night, and squeezing together will help keep us warm. Most importantly, a small shelter is easier to defend against snakes and wild animals."

Hearing my explanation, Truman Buck shut her mouth.

Despite its small size, the shelter had taken quite some effort to build. By the time we finished, the sky had already darkened.

In the silence, a gurgling stomach broke the quiet. Angie blushed, clutching her stomach in embarrassment.

We had been struggling on this island all day. Given that she was a pampered rich girl with little physical activity, it was understandable that she'd be the first to get hungry.

"Can we find something to eat?" Xiao Ning'er asked, her own hunger apparent.

"Of course!" I nodded confidently. The girls' faces lit up slightly—until I added, "But not tonight. First, we need to find fresh water. Humans can survive nearly a month without food, but without water, we'd be dead in three days."

"But don't we need to go looking for water?" Angie gazed at me pitifully, likely hoping I'd bring back food as well.

"Water can be made."

I gathered some dry grass and branches, then used a shoelace to start a fire using the bow-drill method.

The moment the flames flared up, our faces were bathed in a warm glow. The rising smoke stung our eyes a little, but we still cheered in excitement.

A fire at night on a deserted island—it was enough to make anyone let down their guard.

"How do you make water?" Angie swallowed, her hunger evident.

"That's easy," I smirked. "But first, we need to protect our supplies."

"Protect our supplies?" Angie asked, puzzled.

I simply smiled and looked toward the dim figures approaching in the twilight. Moments later, Maltz Spring arrived with four men.

"Not bad! You got a fire going so quickly!" He grinned, giving me a thumbs-up.

"Just lucky," I replied, watching him with an amused expression.

Maltz Spring chuckled dryly. "Perfect. Lend us some fire."

Two of his men stepped forward, each holding a makeshift torch wrapped in cloth.

I stepped in front of the fire and revealed the axe I had hidden behind my back. My voice was firm:

"No."
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Truman Buck frowned. "Are you so sure they'll trade biscuits for fire? I saw how easily you started that fire earlier. They should be able to do the same!"

I chuckled twice. "Truman Buck, I'll give you an hour. If you can start a fire using my method, I'll wash all your underwear for you from now on!"

Truman Buck's face flushed red. She was about to snap at me when I winked at her. Only then did she notice Maltz Spring approaching under the cover of night.

"We're all stranded on this island together; we should help each other," Maltz Spring said with a smile, holding up seven or eight biscuits in one hand and a makeshift torch in the other.

We exchanged glances. I forced a fake smile. "Haha, yeah, no need to be so formal next time!"

Maltz Spring traded the biscuits for fire but didn't leave immediately. Instead, he quietly observed me. After a while, he spoke seriously, "I've been thinking about it for a long time, and now I understand why you threw all the bodies into the sea. You're a very capable man."

I looked at him. The flickering torchlight cast shifting shadows on his face. I responded sincerely, "I didn't expect you to return so quickly for a trade either. I thought short-term cooperation would be fine, but if we're here long-term—"

"Let's hope that doesn't happen," Maltz Spring interrupted firmly, a sharp glint flashing in his eyes.

He turned and left, holding the torch. The three girls looked at me in confusion. I lowered my head in thought before saying, "When Maltz Spring left to borrow fire, I counted in my head. If he came back within five minutes, it meant he was dangerous. But he returned in just three minutes."

I knew they didn't quite understand, so I continued, "Back home, when we need fire, we just press a lighter or turn on the gas. But on this island, fire is not so easy to obtain."

"But earlier, you—" Angie blinked her big eyes at me.

I fiddled with a piece of airplane wreckage. "That's exactly my point. Some things seem easy when someone else does them, but when you try, it's a different story. Some wood is hard, some soft. Some have dense grain, some are coarse. Do you know which type to choose? Then there's the placement of the firewood, the wind direction—these are all crucial factors. He doesn't understand these, so he wouldn't have been able to start a fire!"

"But he's decisive," I continued. "Right now, his biggest concern is maintaining his authority within his group. If he fails too many times, others will lose confidence in him. So he didn't hesitate—he came to trade with us immediately. This guy is not easy to deal with."

"Why do you need to 'deal' with him?" Xiao Ning'er asked. "We're stranded on this island together; shouldn't we help each other?"

"Do you really believe Maltz Spring will always play fair?" I asked in return.

Xiao Ning'er immediately shook her head and smiled. "I get it now!"

"But I don't!" Angie looked at us with innocent confusion.

Truman Buck chuckled and patted her shoulder. "You'll understand eventually."

Angie looked around blankly as I finished hammering a piece of airplane wreckage into a simple, semi-circular pot.

"Wait here," I said, picking up the pot and heading out.

Soon, I returned with seawater and placed it over the fire.

"Are we drinking seawater?" Angie wrinkled her nose in disgust.

"Distilled water." I draped a piece of clothing over the pot. Soon, rising steam soaked the fabric.

When I wrung out the condensed water from the cloth, the three girls simultaneously showed expressions of disgust.

I actually had cleaner ways to obtain fresh water, but I wanted them to start adapting to life on the island.

The seawater quickly evaporated, leaving behind white crystals at the bottom of the pot. I scraped them off with my axe.

"This is sea salt!" Angie's eyes sparkled with admiration.

I nodded, cleaned the pot with a little water, and poured in all the distilled water.

As the fire roared, I quickly tossed Maltz Spring's biscuits into the pot.

The girls watched in astonishment as the biscuits spun in the boiling water, gradually dissolving. A sweet aroma of cream and strawberries spread through the air.

I stirred the mixture with a small twig, making sure every drop of water absorbed the carbohydrates.

All for one reason—fairness.

The final product resembled cheap coffee—grayish-white with a few bubbles on top.

"This is our dinner!" I took out several plastic cups salvaged from the wreckage and had cleaned with seawater.

The biscuit porridge wasn't enough to fill all four cups, but I ensured each portion was exactly equal, with a difference of no more than 3ml.

"From now on, we must strictly ration our food. This is the only way to control our desires," I said sternly. "You might not understand now, but here, only three words matter: survive at all costs."

I took a sip of the biscuit porridge. It smelled delicious but tasted a little strange. Still, I knew this might be the last bit of processed food we'd ever eat.

Truman Buck picked up her cup, took a sip, and frowned but continued drinking in small sips, even toasting Xiao Ning'er.

Xiao Ning'er reluctantly followed suit.

As for the wealthy girl Angie, she hesitantly licked a little from her cup, then immediately scrunched up her face and spat it out.

"If you don't like it, don't drink it," I said gently.

"Okay!" Angie nodded eagerly and was about to put the cup down when she noticed Truman Buck and Xiao Ning'er looking at her with an odd expression.

She touched her face. "What?"

Truman Buck sighed. "This is an island, not the city. You can't just order takeout. If you skip this meal, you don't know when the next one will be or what it'll be."

Angie glared at me, her face full of inner conflict. Finally, she held her nose and forced the porridge down like bitter medicine.

"Time to work!" I said after we finished eating. I had cut many branches and sharpened their tips with my axe. We arranged them around the shelter as a defensive barrier.

This time, they didn't need an explanation—they knew it was for protection.

After finishing, I scattered ashes from the fire around our shelter, stacked enough firewood, and crawled inside.

The small shelter was already packed with the three of them. When I squeezed in, our breaths mixed in the cramped space.

"Can you tell us your plan?" Angie asked.

I lay down wearily. "I already did."

"You did?" Angie widened her eyes.

"Survive."

"Tch! Stop being so mysterious!" Truman Buck muttered, kicking me lightly on the leg.

I grabbed her long leg, and my eyes suddenly lit up.

"I almost forgot something important!"

"Let go!" Truman Buck tried to pull her leg back.

"Hold still, I need it!" I slid my hand up her leg to her thigh. She shivered involuntarily.

"Your stockings!"

I carefully peeled off her black flight attendant stockings.

"You pervert!" Truman Buck's voice came from behind as I walked out of the shelter with the stockings in hand.

Ten minutes later, I returned empty-handed. The girls curiously asked what I had done, but I just smiled and lay back down.

Despite acting strong in front of them, I was deeply uneasy. Stranded on an unfamiliar island, with no idea when rescue would come—if ever.

Modern search and rescue isn't as reliable as people think. Even a Malaysia Airlines flight had once disappeared without a trace—so who’s to say rescue will come?

I shook off my dark thoughts and drifted into sleep.

In my dream, I was in Dubai, begging outside the Burj Al Arab. A beautiful Arabian woman in a white veil threw a pouch into my bowl.

Inside were dozens of sparkling diamonds.

I looked up in shock. She smiled and pulled down her veil, revealing a familiar, stunning face.

Before I could react, she leaned in and hugged me tightly.

Her warm, fragrant body wrapped around mine. I was lost in the moment—until a piercing scream woke me.

I opened my eyes to find myself clutching Angie. She screamed and struggled.

No wonder the Arabian woman in my dream looked so much like her...

"Let go of me, you pervert!"

I glanced to the side—Truman Buck and Xiao Ning'er were hugging each other too.

"Humans instinctively huddle together for warmth at night," I explained.

Angie blushed and secretly glanced at me. Following her gaze, I looked down—ah.

A small "tent" had formed under the blanket.

I sighed. "Don't blame me. Blame my name."
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Chapter 4: Jungle Law
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"What does that have to do with your name?" Angie displayed her signature clueless expression. Truman Buck spat at me, while Xiao Ning'er pulled Angie aside.

"Don't pay him any attention; he's nothing but a complete scoundrel!"

After speaking, Xiao Ning'er whispered something in Angie's ear. Angie let out a soft whimper, her face instantly flushing a deep red.

I burst into laughter and gestured for them to leave the hut with me.

As we rounded the rock wall, the salty sea breeze hit us, instantly stealing away our body heat. I realized we had chosen an excellent spot to camp last night—the towering rock wall had shielded us from the wind. Otherwise, we would have been frozen solid by now.

A crimson sun had just risen over the sea, painting the horizon in a dazzling array of colors. The girls stood entranced by the breathtaking view. Even I felt a surge of exhilaration, the frustrations of the previous night vanishing without a trace. Unable to contain myself, I cupped my hands around my mouth and let out a long, loud howl.

"What on earth are you screaming for?!" Truman Buck jumped, rolling her eyes at me.

"Haha! The world is vast and boundless—how can a man like me not roam freely across it?" I declared boldly, striding forward. "Come on, let's go grocery shopping!"

We reached the shoreline, where the tide had receded, leaving behind an assortment of shells and small fish stranded on the sand.

Demonstrating, I lifted a piece of reef rock, revealing two crabs the size of walnuts scurrying away.

"Any crab that didn't retreat with the tide will be hiding under the rocks, but be careful when lifting them—you don't want to cut your hands on the sharp edges!" I warned before walking ahead.

Shrieks erupted behind me. No doubt, one of them had either been pinched by a crab or cut by a rock.

These were necessary lessons for survival, so I ignored them and headed to where I had left my stocking last night.

The stocking, held open by two sticks and submerged in the water, functioned just like a fisherman's trap—any fish that swam in couldn't escape.

I lifted it, revealing several lively fish wriggling inside. Carrying my catch back to the beach, I saw the three girls squealing as they chased a large crab.

The crab, about the size of my fist, scuttled across the sand with impressive agility, completely unfazed by its pursuers. The girls, meanwhile, were too scared to grab it.

I sighed. At this rate, the crab might as well grow old and wise.

Striding forward, I bent down and scooped it up, gripping its belly. The crab waved its pincers wildly in vain—it couldn't reach me.

That morning, our haul was quite bountiful—besides the fish trapped in the stocking, we caught three crabs and even found two squid.

I threw everything into a pot, added some salt, and set it to boil. Soon, the air was filled with the briny aroma of seafood.

Dividing the crabs among the girls, I picked up a squid and was just about to take a bite when a sharp cry pierced the air.

Turning my head, I saw Maltz Spring approaching with four other men. They had gotten alarmingly close while we were preoccupied with food, and we hadn't even noticed.

One of them had stepped on a sharp stake we had buried the night before, injuring his foot and letting out a cry of pain. If not for that, we might not have realized they were here.

My eyes narrowed at the wooden clubs they carried.

Among the twenty-eight survivors stranded on this island, seven were men. I was the only man in our group, while Maltz Spring's group had six, excluding the middle-aged bald man he had beaten up before.

It wasn't hard to guess their intentions. If they had come to talk, they wouldn't be carrying clubs, nor would they have been sneaking up on us.

"None of you are to say a word," I muttered to the girls. "Let me handle this."

Gripping my axe, I stepped forward.

"Here to borrow fire again?" I sneered at Maltz Spring.

His voice was hoarse—clearly, they were running low on fresh water. He studied me silently, while the men behind him fixed hungry eyes on our crabs.

"No, we're here to invite you." Maltz Spring took a deep breath and said in a low voice, "I've always believed that since we're all stranded here together, there's no need to split into two separate groups. I want you to join us."

"And if I refuse?" I asked, my expression unreadable.

Maltz Spring tightened his grip on his club and stepped closer. "That wouldn't be wise."

It was clear that he had established absolute authority within his group. As he advanced, the others fanned out, forming a semi-circle to surround us.

Yesterday, they had been unprepared and were scared off by my axe. Today, they had come armed, clearly ready for a fight.

I could guess why. From their gaunt faces, it was obvious they were struggling. Their food and shelter were likely inadequate, and there was a good chance they had lost their fire source due to poor management. They desperately needed me, the only one who knew how to start a fire, to join them.

More importantly, my existence threatened Maltz Spring's dominance. The better my group's living conditions, the more his authority would be undermined. To prevent people from defecting to my side, he had to force me to join.

If I agreed, he would cement his rule, and I'd never be able to challenge his position. If I refused, they wouldn't hesitate to attack—those wooden clubs were specifically meant to counter my axe.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped back, drew a line in the sand with my foot, and raised my axe.

"There's fire here. A pot. Food. If you want it, take it. But this is my bottom line—if any of you cross this line, we fight to the death."

"Chen Bo—" Truman Buck called my name disapprovingly. I snapped my head around and growled, "Shut up!"

Startled, she flinched, then noticed the quick wink I gave her. Pouting, she remained silent.

Maltz Spring stared at me, momentarily thrown off. Clearly, this wasn't the reaction he had expected. He frowned, deep in thought.

Meanwhile, behind my back, I signaled the girls. Slowly, they began retreating.

Maltz Spring quickly caught on and ordered, "Stop them!"

"Maltz Spring!" I roared, raising my axe high.

"Do you really want this to end in bloodshed? Yes, I admit—there are more of you. I can't take you all. But I swear, I'll drag at least two of you down with me. If you don't believe me, go ahead and try!"

Maltz Spring took a couple of steps forward, then hesitated—his men weren't following as quickly. He suddenly realized no one wanted to be the first to take the risk.

After all, everyone here had been on a flight to Dubai—they were all successful professionals. The more ambitious the person, the more selfish they tended to be. This was one of the reasons I had no desire to join them.

"Come on, then!" I bellowed, stepping forward with my axe, eyes burning red with fury.

Perhaps intimidated by my stance, Maltz Spring halted and quickly made a decision.

"Fine! Have it your way!"

I clenched my jaw, watching them devour our freshly cooked food, ransack our hut, and take all our belongings and precious provisions.

They left, carrying torches, disappearing into the distance.

Behind me, I heard quiet sobbing. Angie's little face was scrunched up like a steamed bun, tears streaming down.

"Bastards! Scum!"

Truman Buck and Xiao Ning'er clenched their fists, glaring at the departing figures.

"It's not their fault," I said, patting Angie's shoulder. "I've been trying to teach you this—on this island, the morals and laws of civilization don't apply. Only one rule matters here: jungle law. The strong prey on the weak."

A writer once said that poverty can turn even the most refined individuals into beasts. We should be grateful—this is only the second day. If this were a week later, ten days later—what do you think they would do then?"

"They would kill us without hesitation and dry our flesh into rations."

Truman Buck suddenly hugged me briefly, whispering, "I know—if we weren't here, you would've fought them to the death. Sometimes, endurance takes more courage than resistance."

She was sharp. Despite her usual sarcasm, she understood what I needed at that moment—comfort and encouragement.

I quickly regained my composure, glanced past the rock wall, and said, "We can't stay here. In a few days, when they're truly desperate, they won't hold back. We need to leave and find somewhere safe."

"Safe?" Xiao Ning'er asked. "What do you mean by safe?"

"Easily defensible," I replied grimly. Without looking back at our ruined shelter, I strode forward.

From now on, we had nothing left. The only way was forward—to find a new chance at survival.
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Chapter 5: Water Curtain Cave
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From the top of the cliff, a dense tropical forest unfolded before us. Towering trees stretched endlessly towards the sky, their lush green leaves vibrant with life. A faint mist lingered in the air. Even with my 5.2 vision, I couldn't see the end of this vast jungle.

Was this really just an island, or an extension of the continental shelf?

I surveyed the surroundings and suddenly felt the urge to kneel and thank the heavens for their mercy!

From my vantage point, I could see that this place was surrounded by towering cliffs along the coast. The only exception was the white sandy beach where we had washed ashore yesterday. This meant that if our trajectory had been even slightly off, we wouldn't have landed here—we might have drifted endlessly with the waves or been smashed against the cliffs, shattered to pieces by the relentless tide.

"If we cross this forest, could we reach the mainland?" Truman Buck asked me hopefully.

"No," I shook my head firmly. "We'd die along the way. Our corpses would become nutrients for the trees, our bones entwined in their roots for eternity."

"Why?" The three girls stared at me, their eyes filled with disappointment. This reaction confirmed that, in their minds, I had already established myself as an authority figure.

"Have you ever heard of Wild Man Mountain?"

They shook their heads in unison.

Their lack of awareness of historical hardships made me sigh deeply in feigned sorrow.

"Wild Man Mountain is in northern Myanmar, north of Myitkyina—an undeveloped stretch of primeval forest. Beyond it lies the Himalayas. During World War II, China sent an expeditionary force to aid Myanmar in resisting the Japanese invasion."

"But the expedition was defeated, and 40,000 soldiers were forced into Wild Man Mountain. Do you know how many made it out?"

I lowered my voice. "Only 4,000 survived. And even those 4,000 were only saved because the Americans discovered them and airdropped supplies. Otherwise, they would have all perished.

"In the tropical rainforest, dangers lurk everywhere. Besides the countless strange creatures, there's malaria and other diseases. Even insects, leeches, and mosquitoes here are abnormally large and venomous—one bite could be fatal.

"These were battle-hardened soldiers, yet they still met such a tragic fate. If we, completely unprepared, try to cross a dense tropical jungle, it would be nothing short of suicide!"

The girls fell silent. Angie's eyes turned red again.

"But... we're plane crash survivors! The airline will search for us! The whole world will search for us!" she argued.

"Exactly!" I smiled reassuringly. "That's why we don't need to cross this jungle. We just need to find a safe place to settle down and wait for rescue. As for sustenance and hydration, there's no need to worry—though the tropical rainforest is dangerous, it's also an incredibly rich resource."

I glanced at Angie with encouragement. Sometimes, fear is more dangerous than the actual predicament. I needed to boost their confidence. In reality, I had a nagging sense of unease. Ever since we landed on this island, the feeling had been there, vague at first but now growing clearer as I looked at the boundless jungle.

Our flight was a direct route from Beijing to Dubai. Based on my knowledge of geography, there was only one sea along this route—the Arabian Sea, between the Iranian Plateau and the Arabian Peninsula.

But the climate there is a typical tropical desert climate—it couldn't possibly support a rainforest with towering trees. Had we veered off course?

I remembered the bald man questioning Maltz Spring earlier. He had avoided mentioning our exact location. As a co-pilot, he had flown this route many times and should have been able to state our position without hesitation. Yet, his expression showed uncertainty.

Had our plane deviated from its course? Or was there something else going on? The next time I saw Maltz Spring, I needed to get answers.

But for now, our top priority was to find shelter. Being near a tropical rainforest meant heavy rainfall. We needed a place to keep dry and stay safe.

"Ah! Look over there!"

Xiao Ning'er suddenly shouted, pointing excitedly.

We moved to her side and saw a small waterfall cascading down the rock face. The flowing water shimmered under the sunlight, reflecting brilliant colors.

For the three girls, water was now more precious than diamonds or perfume. Their thirst drove them to unanimously demand that we head in that direction.

We changed course, following the jungle's edge toward the waterfall.

Climbing down the cliff, we gradually approached the water. The fresh, oxygen-rich air of the jungle replaced the salty sea breeze, making us take deep breaths. It felt as if our lungs were being cleansed.

Gurgle.

Angie's stomach growled at that moment. She covered her face in embarrassment. No one laughed—because we were all starving, myself included.

About half an hour later, we reached the base of the waterfall. The cliff here was tall, and crystal-clear water cascaded down, forming a small, winding stream that disappeared into the jungle.

"Wait! Don't go near it yet!"

I spread my arms to stop them and gripped our only weapon—a makeshift axe—before cautiously approaching the water's edge.

Water sources like this were often frequented by animals. I carefully inspected the area but found no footprints or droppings. Only then did I relax.

I bent down, took a sip of water, and smacked my lips. It was sweet. Most likely, this was rainwater that had accumulated on the cliff top and been naturally filtered through limestone—safe to drink but probably high in minerals. Too much of it wouldn't be good.

"It's safe to drink!" I waved them over and gulped down a few mouthfuls myself.

"You can drink it, but not too much. The mineral content is high. Also, we don't know if it contains parasites or snake eggs, so just sip to moisten your throat."

Hearing this, they only took small sips before stopping. Then, after a hushed discussion, Truman Buck approached me with a smile.

"Chen Bo, I need to talk to you."

She reached out, covering my eyes with her hands. "The ladies are going to bathe. We all agreed that you'd definitely try to peek, so I'm making sure you stay a gentleman."

The sound of splashing water filled the air. My mind instantly conjured up the image—two naked women sitting in the clear water, sunlight glinting off water droplets sliding down their soft, white skin.

"Ew, you're drooling!"

Truman Buck's disgusted voice snapped me back to reality. I smiled bitterly. "You might as well plug my ears too!"

Xiao Ning'er finished bathing and switched places with Truman Buck, taking over the task of covering my eyes. Unlike Truman Buck, she was polite enough to whisper, "Sorry about this."

I chuckled. "Honestly, you don't need to bother. Danqing and I bathed together countless times as kids. I even know she has a mole on her chest."

"Pfft!"

Xiao Ning'er giggled, while Truman Buck cursed me from the water. I couldn't help but laugh smugly.

But in the midst of our laughter, the sound of rushing water suddenly ceased.

"There's a cave!"

Hearing their startled cries, I instinctively uncovered my eyes.

Truman Buck and Angie were still sitting in the water, their upper bodies partly exposed above the surface, rippling reflections making the scene look almost surreal.

...Truman Buck's were bigger.

My gaze moved upward, following theirs, and I saw it—the waterfall had vanished, revealing a dark cave entrance hidden behind it.

The water was rapidly draining away, exposing their bodies to the open air. The girls suddenly realized I wasn't blindfolded anymore.

"AHH!"

Their shrill screams echoed through the jungle, sending flocks of seabirds soaring into the sky.

"I can't see anything! My eyes! I've gone blind!"

Feigning blindness, I flailed my arms dramatically, stumbling forward like a fool—right past them, straight to the rock face below the cave entrance.

Climbing up, I peered inside. The air was damp but bearable.

I had found our home.
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Chapter 6: Terror in the Dense Forest
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"Ugh, annoying!"

I managed to escape their flurry of playful punches, grabbed the axe, and ran toward the dense forest.

Ten minutes later, I returned, carrying a bundle of long vines and some dry branches.

In the tropical jungle, the last thing we lacked was wood and vines. Climbing back up to the cave, I let the vines hang down.

The girls hesitated as they stared at the smooth stone wall. Seeing their apprehension, I shouted down, instructing Truman Buck to tie the vine around her waist with multiple knots.

Truman Buck knew me best. She understood that while I usually acted unserious, when it came to matters of life and death, I was reliable.

Following my instructions, she tied the vine securely around her waist, leaned back horizontally, and walked up the rock face step by step while I pulled her up.

Next was Angie. With Xiao Ning'er's assistance, she tied the vine around herself and cautiously climbed up.

Hauling all three of them up had drained a lot of my energy. I took a short break before starting a fire using friction.

Flames flickered, casting our shadows against the cave walls. The damp air inside quickly evaporated, making the space drier. After resting for a while, I told them to stay put while I went out to find food.

I tied the vine securely to a protruding rock and instructed them, "If I don't return before dark, tie yourselves to the vine and climb down to find Maltz Spring and the others."

"We're afraid of falling to our deaths! So we'll just wait for you to come back!"

"Is that your roundabout way of professing loyalty to me?" I laughed, grabbed the vine, and leaped from the cave entrance, letting out a Tarzan-like yell mid-air.

As soon as I landed, my smile vanished.

I knew all too well that the lush beauty of a tropical rainforest was like that of a poppy flower—enticing but deadly.

But I had no choice. Everything we had was stolen by those bastards. If we wanted to survive, we had to take from the forest.

The ground was covered in soft, thick layers of fallen leaves, like a natural carpet. I remained vigilant, scanning my surroundings. The jungle was full of creatures adept at camouflage, especially venomous snakes.

There were no paths inside. Moving forward meant hacking away at obstructing branches with my axe. After only a short distance, my arms were already sore.

Then, I spotted a towering plant with massive, fan-like leaves. Unable to contain my excitement, I let out a cheer.

I recognized this plant—it was the traveler's tree, the national tree of Madagascar.

Although it didn't bear bananas, its leaf stems held a reservoir of fresh water, which could quench a traveler's thirst. That's why it was called the traveler's tree.

I struck its base with my axe, and clear water gushed out. I pressed my lips to the cut and drank greedily.

Never in my life had I tasted water this sweet. I drank until my stomach bulged, feeling my strength return. Tearing off a massive leaf, I continued forward.

A sudden burst of birdsong erupted as several birds took flight from a nearby tree. My eyes lit up.

This was exactly what I was looking for!

I wasn't arrogant enough to think I could dominate this forest. I knew my place—I was a weak outsider in a land that had existed for tens of thousands of years. There were few creatures I could actually hunt. Birds were my primary target.

I folded the traveler's tree leaf into a makeshift hat and climbed the tree where the birds had been perched.

Luck was on my side. In one of the nests, I found over a dozen eggs—the very thing I had been searching for.

Placing the eggs carefully into my leaf hat, I secured them to my body with thin vines. Just as I was about to climb down, I noticed more birds taking flight from another tree.

Greedy for more, I raided that nest as well. But this time, the birds noticed the thief in their midst. They circled back, screeching furiously at me.

They must have never seen a human before. After a few moments of shrieking, they grew bold and began dive-bombing me with their sharp beaks.

This was the moment I was waiting for. I raised my axe and swung at one of them.

But I had underestimated its agility. The bird twisted mid-air, narrowly dodging my strike. As it soared past, the tip of its wing brushed against my face, making my skin tingle. Reflexively, I shut my eyes and reached up to rub them.

Big mistake.

I had forgotten I was still in the tree. The moment I loosened my grip, my legs slipped, and I began sliding down uncontrollably.

In desperation, I swung my axe and embedded it into a thick tree branch, barely stopping my fall.

Before I could catch my breath, a terrifying buzzing sound reached my ears.

Bzzzzzz!

A swarm of yellow hornets, each the size of my fingertip, had been disturbed by my axe strike and were now rising in a deadly cloud, surrounding me.

Shit! I had accidentally hacked into a beehive!

These tropical hornets were highly venomous—a swarm could kill an elephant. I wouldn't last three stings.

Without hesitation, I released my grip and slid down the tree. The rough bark tore my pants and scraped my skin, but I had no time to care. The moment my feet hit the ground, I bolted.

I sprinted along the path I had carved earlier, the buzzing never leaving my ears.

Exhaustion hit fast. My chest burned, and my legs turned numb. The hornets were relentless. Just as despair crept in, the sound of flowing water reached me.

Ignoring the risk of getting lost, I veered off the beaten path and charged through the undergrowth.

Bursting through the trees, I found myself in an open wetland. A meandering river shimmered in the sunlight, surrounded by lush grass. Birds, startled by my approach, either took flight or stared at me dumbly.

A paradise hidden in the jungle.

But there was no time for admiration. I sprinted to the river and plunged in.

The cool water rose only to my waist, so I crouched down, fully submerging myself.

The hornets hovered above the surface for a while but eventually gave up and dispersed.

Gasping, I emerged from the water, flipped off the retreating swarm, and climbed back onto shore.

I checked the eggs on my back—intact. A small victory.

Just as I was about to find my way back, I froze.

A black mass loomed nearby, lifting its head to meet my gaze.

Shit. I almost cried.

A wild boar, the size of a calf, stood covered in mud, two long tusks protruding from its ugly snout. It snorted aggressively.

It must have been sleeping peacefully by the river, only to be rudely awakened by my commotion. Its bloodshot eyes turned from confusion to rage.

I gripped my axe, fear flooding my mind.

I had seen wild boars before, but never one this massive.

Hunters had a saying: "One boar, two bears, three tigers."

It meant wild boars were even more dangerous than bears or tigers. They were fast, reckless, and aggressive. If one set its sights on you, it wouldn't hesitate to charge.

No hesitation—I turned and ran.

With an enraged snort, the boar thundered after me, shaking the ground with each step.

I zigzagged through the trees, narrowly avoiding its charges. A few times, I felt the rush of air as it missed me by inches.

If someone filmed this, it would make any Jackie Chan stunt look tame.

I bolted deeper into the forest, using the dense trees as cover. The boar, too large for such tight spaces, struggled.

Finally, I lost it.

Slumping to the ground, I panted heavily, my whole body aching.

First hornets, then a boar—I was beyond exhausted.

As my breath steadied, I checked my back. Sticky.

All my eggs had broken.

Damn it! I couldn't return empty-handed.

Gritting my teeth, I gathered more eggs.

Then, luck returned—I found a cluster of coconut trees.

Despite my fatigue, I climbed up and harvested several coconuts.

More importantly, from the treetop, I spotted my way back.
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Chapter 7: The Sound of Wind and Rain at Night
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"He's back!"

Angie's crisp voice came from above. Hearing the joy in her tone, I felt a wave of emotion wash over me.

The life-threatening ordeal I had just survived was still vivid in my mind. If I had been even a little slower, I would have already perished in the dense forest. And these girls—without me, their chances of survival would be grim.

Now, my life was no longer just my own. It belonged to these girls who trusted and relied on me.

I raised my hand as a signal, and they struggled to pull the long vine down from the cave to help me gather the supplies I had brought back.

Bird eggs, firewood, coconuts, palm bark—a chaotic pile of everything.

Looking at me, the girls' eyes welled up with tears. My clothes were in tatters, barely holding together. Even without asking, they could easily imagine the dangers I had faced.

Even Truman Buck, who usually didn't get along with me, showed a rare moment of tenderness and softly asked what had happened.

I swung my axe, cutting a small opening in a coconut, handing it to them before taking one for myself and drinking.

The cool coconut water not only quenched my thirst but also replenished my energy with its natural sugars. After downing two coconuts, I felt somewhat revitalized.

I dug a small pit with my axe and buried the bird eggs inside before lighting a fire on top of them. Then, I grabbed some palm bark and began roasting it over the flames.

I instructed the girls to follow my lead—roast the palm bark until it was dry but be careful not to set it on fire.

As we roasted the bark, I animatedly recounted my jungle adventure, exaggerating my feats—punching wasps, kicking wild boars, displaying unrivaled bravery.

The girls knew I was embellishing and giggled. But as they laughed, their eyes reddened, and soon, they were all crying.

"Chen Bo!" Truman Buck wiped her eyes and stared at me. "We don't want you to carry everything on your own. Since we've chosen to be together, we have to rely on each other. What you can do, we should at least try to do as well!"

"Uh, well, I can pee standing up."

Before I even finished speaking, I quickly leaned back to dodge the slap she aimed at me.

The three girls shot me disdainful looks, but I just laughed carelessly.

I didn't want the atmosphere to turn too somber. As long as we were alive, we had to stay strong and optimistic. That joke was just a way to lighten their sorrow.

"Dinner time!"

I moved the fire aside and brushed away a thin layer of dirt, revealing the buried bird eggs.

Peeling off the shell, the egg whites had solidified into a translucent, jade-like texture, while the yolks remained slightly runny. There was a faint gamey taste, but compared to what we had eaten so far, this was a delicacy.

We devoured dozens of bird eggs until we were stuffed, then lay on the ground, basking in the warm sunlight and resting comfortably.

"Alright, time to get to work!" I stood up, grabbed a few empty coconut shells, and asked Truman Buck to accompany me into the forest.

Before leaving, I helped Angie and Xiao Ning'er back into the cave and told them to continue roasting the palm bark until it turned into fibrous material resembling fabric.

Truman Buck and I followed the path I had cut through the jungle with my axe and arrived at a traveler's palm. I showed her how to extract water from it, filling our empty coconut shells with fresh water.

I also picked more coconuts since they were easy to store and could serve as strategic reserves in the cave.

Watching me peel layers of bark from a palm tree, Truman Buck asked what I planned to do with it.

I explained that palm tree bark was the primary material used in making palm mattresses. Since all our clothes had been taken by Maltz Spring and his gang, sleeping directly on the stone floor was unbearable. Once roasted, the palm bark would turn into fibers, which could be laid down to insulate against moisture and make a comfortable bedding surface.

If we had time, we could even twist the fibers into ropes and weave proper mattresses.

Truman Buck frowned. "Why do you know so much? During your years in the military, where exactly did you go? And why have you never talked about it since you returned? I remember you were supposed to be promoted—why did you suddenly leave?"

My hands paused mid-swing with the axe. Everyone has a locked-away place in their heart that they don't want touched—a part of the past that can only be hidden, never forgotten.

Truman Buck's questions were prying into that sealed corner, the memories I didn't want to revisit.

"Oh, my girlfriend got caught soliciting. So, they kicked me out." I replied flatly and swung the axe even harder.

Truman Buck looked at me suspiciously, but no matter how she probed, I said nothing more.

We returned to the cave with our haul—coconuts, palm bark, bird eggs, firewood, and an additional bundle of long vines.

By now, the dampness in the cave had completely disappeared, replaced by the warmth of the fire.

We split into two teams: Angie and Xiao Ning'er continued roasting the palm bark, while Truman Buck and I began weaving a rope ladder using the long vines.

The vines were incredibly strong, able to bear even the heaviest weight when twisted together.

However, they were also rough. Truman Buck's delicate hands quickly developed blisters, but her pride wouldn't allow her to complain. She gritted her teeth and kept working alongside me.

By the time we finished the ladder, night had fallen. From the cave entrance, we could see the sun slowly sinking, painting the western sky with fiery hues
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