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In a not too distant dystopian future, the world has been reshaped by the aftermath of a Second to US civil war and a third world war. Governments as we know them have collapsed, and in their place, fractured states and new regimes have risen to power. Society has adapted to this harsh new reality, where personal freedoms have been exchanged for security, and entertainment has become a dark reflection of humanity’s brutal tendencies.

In this new world, laws and morality have shifted. Once frowned upon, the concept of televised violence as entertainment has evolved into a powerful tool for control. The ruling elite have found ways to channel the public’s desire for justice, bloodlust, and survivalism into something that serves both governance and commerce: reality game shows where convicted criminals fight for their lives.

What began as small, underground events has now become a worldwide phenomenon. These brutal contests, where human life is reduced to spectacle, are embraced by the masses. They offer a dangerous proposition: freedom for those who survive, but a televised death for those who fail. The most popular of these is simply known as The Hunt, where criminals—whether guilty or not—enter a deadly arena, facing not just each other, but professional hunters and the unforgiving elements of the world itself.

With the advent of advanced technology, society has normalized the use of GPS implants, constant surveillance, and memory wipes, all to ensure the "entertainment" is pure and untainted by fear of repercussions. To the viewers, it’s the ultimate thrill. To the contestants, it’s a fight for survival they didn’t even know they volunteered for.

And so, with the stage set and the world watching, six contestants wake up in a place they don't recognize, with no idea who they are or why they're here.

But the cameras are always rolling.

Waking Into Fear

In a not-too-distant dystopian future, society has shifted into something almost unrecognizable. Screens across the world flicker with the familiar logo of The Hunt, a televised event that has become more than entertainment—it’s a spectacle of survival. The host's voice, smooth and practiced, draws the audience in.

"Six contestants, six stories, one chance for redemption."

The broadcast cuts to the sterile interior of a facility, a sharp contrast to the chaos that will soon unfold. Each contestant is brought in, one by one, their faces captured by multiple cameras as the lights flare bright.



The first contestant, a man in his mid-thirties, stands rigid in the chair as he’s processed. His name flashes briefly on the screen: Cameron Steele, convicted of armed robbery. He’s all sharp edges, cold stares, and clenched fists. The interviewer asks the same detached questions to each contestant, with no hint of emotion.

"You know why you’re here?"

Cameron’s eyes flicker with annoyance. "I know. Doesn’t mean I agree with it."

"That doesn’t matter," the voice replies, dismissive. "Your memory will be wiped. Once you’re in the enclosure, you’ll remember nothing but your name. You’ll wake up, alone, confused. Only your instincts will remain. The cameras will track you, the audience will watch you. You’ll have one chance—survive."

He barely flinches as the subdermal GPS implant is injected into his arm, the cold metal of the tracking device embedded beneath his skin. Then, a technician places the chest and back cameras onto his vest, the final touch before his fate is sealed.



The next contestant is a woman in her early twenties. Her name, Kyra Mitchell, flashes onscreen as she’s led in. She’s convicted of credit fraud, though the way her eyes dart around the room suggests she has more secrets than that. She’s thin, wiry, and her lips press into a thin line as she listens to the same briefing, but unlike Cameron, she looks ready to bolt. Her foot taps nervously as the interviewer speaks.

"You understand that once the game begins, you’ll remember nothing?"

Kyra looks up, trying to meet the interviewer’s gaze. "I understand. But... what if I don’t want to play anymore?"

"You agreed to this," the voice says coldly. "Now, there’s no turning back."

Kyra’s shoulders tense as the needle injects the tracking device into her arm. The cameras are fixed to her, and she winces as the process is completed. Her only response is silence.



One by one, each contestant is processed. A wide variety of crimes are listed beneath their names, from assault to petty theft. And then, there’s Elias Carter, the last to be interviewed. His file reads "murder," though his hollow eyes and slumped posture tell a different story. He looks broken already.

"I didn’t do it," Elias mutters, almost to himself, as if repeating the phrase enough will make it true.

The interviewer offers no sympathy. "The game doesn’t care what you did or didn’t do. The audience won’t either."

Elias winces as the tracking device goes in. His cameras are fitted, and his head droops forward, resigned to whatever awaits him.



Then, darkness.

One by one, the contestants are sedated. Their memories are wiped clean, their only remaining anchor a tattoo on their forearm—both their name and a small QR code. Everything else is gone.



Cameron wakes first. His eyes blink open, disoriented, and all he knows is the oppressive humidity and the dense foliage around him. His breath comes in short bursts as he scrambles to his feet, scanning his surroundings. Nothing is familiar—he doesn’t even recognize himself. But there, on his forearm, is the tattoo: Cameron Steele.

He says his name out loud, as if it will center him.

"Cameron."

Nothing else comes to him. No memories. No idea why he’s here. He hears rustling in the distance, but there’s nothing visible yet. The jungle around him feels both alive and hostile, and instinct kicks in—survive. That’s all that matters.



Kyra stirs next. She’s tangled in vines, half-buried in damp leaves, her heart racing as she pushes herself up. Her eyes dart around, taking in the thick trees, the buzzing of insects, the distant roar of something she doesn’t want to identify. She knows her name—Kyra Mitchell—but nothing else.

She gets to her feet shakily, feeling the weight of the cameras strapped to her vest. She doesn’t know why, but it feels like she’s being watched. Somewhere in the back of her mind, there’s a nagging sense that something is terribly wrong, but there’s no way to piece it together yet.



Meanwhile, the audience watches all of this unfold in real-time. The host’s voice is smooth, almost excited as the show begins. The camera zooms in on the contestants waking up, each disoriented and alone in different corners of the jungle-like enclosure.

"Here we are, folks! Our six contestants, wiped of their memories, dropped into the wilderness. They have no idea where they are, or what’s coming next. Let’s see how long they can last!"

The scene cuts to a commercial break, the bright lights of corporate logos flashing across the screen as viewers sit in anticipation of the chaos to come.



Cameron moves through the underbrush cautiously, every step deliberate. There’s no sense of direction—only survival. He doesn’t know what he’s looking for, but the tension in his muscles tells him to stay on alert. Somewhere, far off, he hears a rustling. He’s not alone.

In a different section of the jungle, Kyra is already moving. Her smaller frame allows her to slip between branches and foliage more easily, though her movements are erratic. She pauses every few steps, her breath catching in her throat, eyes scanning the trees. Every sound feels amplified.

Elsewhere, Elias stirs, his hands shaking as he grasps at the ground. He doesn’t speak his name aloud like the others. He simply stares at the tattoo, feeling the weight of something he can’t explain pressing down on him.

The jungle seems alive, closing in around them, as if daring them to move. And all they can do is try to survive.

First Steps, First Dangers

The jungle is a labyrinth of noise, shadows, and unseen threats. For the contestants, disoriented and confused, each step feels like a plunge into the unknown. The air is thick with humidity, and the sound of distant rain mingles with the rustling of leaves, giving the impression that something is always watching.

Cameron wipes the sweat from his brow as he pushes through the dense foliage. His muscles ache, his senses on high alert. He doesn’t know where he’s going—there’s no clear path, no signs—but instinct tells him he needs to keep moving. His breath comes in heavy bursts as he steps carefully over the uneven ground, scanning the area for any sign of danger.

He moves cautiously, his hand brushing the hilt of the knife strapped to his side. Something primal, deeply embedded in his mind, tells him to stay ready, stay alert. Every rustle of leaves, every snap of a twig sends a shot of adrenaline through him. He passes by a vine-covered tree and nearly steps into a shallow pit concealed by leaves. His foot hovers over it for a split second, his muscles freezing, before he jerks back just in time.

A trap. Not deadly, but enough to injure him if he’d been careless. He kneels beside it, peering into the camouflaged pit. Sharpened sticks at the bottom would have made sure he couldn’t walk for days. Cameron’s eyes narrow. Whoever set this up knew what they were doing. As he stands and continues moving, he starts piecing things together without realizing it—there’s more here than meets the eye.



Kyra’s movements are quicker, her slim frame allowing her to duck and weave through the trees with surprising agility. Her heart races with each step, her senses heightened by a growing sense of danger she can’t quite place. The sound of buzzing insects fills her ears, the hum almost deafening in certain patches of the jungle. She slaps one off her arm, grimacing as she feels the sting of its bite.

The buzzing gets louder. Swarming. Kyra’s breath catches in her throat as she catches sight of a cloud of insects moving through the trees. They're fast, aggressive, and headed her way. Without thinking, she darts behind a nearby tree, pressing her body flat against the bark, holding her breath.

"Stay still," she whispers to herself. The words come naturally, like muscle memory. She doesn’t know why she knows this, but it feels right. She listens as the swarm passes, just barely missing her. When the buzzing fades, she lets out a shaky breath, heart still pounding.

Kyra continues on, her eyes darting from shadow to shadow, but there’s a growing awareness in her movements—a sense that she’s done something like this before. Whatever that was, she was prepared for it.



The camera shifts to the next contestant. Maya Chen wakes up slowly, blinking against the brightness of the sunlight filtering through the trees. She pushes herself up, her head swimming with confusion. Her fingers brush over the tattoo on her arm—her name, Maya, and the strange QR code. It’s the only thing she has, the only anchor to who she is.

Her muscles tense as she hears something behind her. Slowly, cautiously, she turns her head. It’s a snake—brightly colored, coiled around a nearby branch, watching her with unblinking eyes. Maya’s heart races, but her body remains still. She doesn’t know why, but some buried instinct tells her not to move. The snake hisses softly before slithering away, disappearing into the underbrush.

Maya breathes out slowly, relieved but shaken. The jungle feels alive, hostile. She gets to her feet, moving forward carefully, her eyes scanning for other potential threats. The landscape is dense and difficult to navigate, the uneven ground and thick trees making every step a challenge.

A few feet ahead, she spots something—a small metal box half-buried in the dirt. She moves toward it cautiously, her mind racing. Is it another trap? Or something useful? She kneels, brushing away the dirt to reveal the contents—a small cache of emergency supplies. Water purification tablets, a compact knife, and a flare gun.

She grabs the supplies, grateful, though a part of her wonders why they were left there. The thought leaves her uneasy, but she doesn’t have time to question it. She packs the items and continues, her footsteps careful and deliberate.



The show cuts to the audience, where the host’s voice provides commentary.

"And here we go, folks! Our contestants are getting their first taste of what The Hunt is all about. Cameron Steele narrowly avoids his first trap, while Kyra Mitchell evades a nasty swarm of jungle insects. But look at Maya Chen, already scoring some extra supplies! Looks like her survival instincts are kicking in."

The camera zooms in on the different contestants’ movements, showing their progress as they traverse the dangerous terrain. A commercial flashes briefly on-screen before cutting back to the action.



Elias stumbles through the undergrowth, his body trembling. His mind feels foggy, the world around him surreal, as if he’s woken up in a nightmare he can’t escape. His breaths are short, panicked. There’s no clear direction, only an overwhelming sense of dread.

He stops, his eyes catching sight of a figure in the distance—a large, hulking animal moving slowly through the trees. At first, he doesn’t recognize what it is, his mind scrambling for context. But then it hits him—a jaguar, prowling silently, its eyes focused ahead.

Elias freezes. He doesn’t know what to do. The animal doesn’t seem to notice him yet, but he knows better than to make any sudden movements. His hand tightens around the machete strapped to his side, though he’s not sure he even remembers how to use it.

The jaguar moves closer, its massive body weaving through the trees with predatory grace. Elias’s heartbeat pounds in his ears, but somehow, instinctively, he manages to crouch low, moving as quietly as possible. His body feels like it knows what to do, even if his mind doesn’t. He presses himself into the thick bushes, the jaguar passing mere feet away without noticing him.

Elias exhales, his whole body shaking. He watches the animal disappear into the jungle, knowing it’s not the only danger lurking in this place.



As the contestants press forward, they begin to understand the stakes. The jungle is unforgiving. The traps, animals, and environment are not their only enemies—their own instincts and decisions could mean life or death. But there’s something else, too, something lingering just beneath the surface. Skills, instincts, reactions—they’re not just random. Each contestant feels the flicker of memories, something familiar in the way they move, the way they survive.

It’s the beginning of the realization that they’ve done this before—maybe not here, but somewhere. And the audience, watching it all unfold, knows this is just the start.

Unexpected Encounters

The jungle hums with life, but beneath the surface, there’s a tension that’s hard to shake. The air is thick with anticipation, every rustle of leaves or distant animal call heightening their awareness. Somewhere, unseen eyes are watching every move, but for those trapped inside, all that matters is survival.

Kyra moves cautiously through the thick underbrush, her sharp eyes scanning for any sign of danger. The distant sounds of the jungle have become part of her rhythm now—each step calculated, every pause purposeful. But something feels different this time. There’s a new sound in the air, faint but distinct—the crunch of footsteps. Human.

She freezes, crouching low behind a thicket of ferns. Her breath is shallow as she listens, straining to hear. The steps grow closer. Kyra grips her knife tightly, ready to defend herself, but a small part of her holds back. She knows it’s another person, but is that better or worse than a wild animal?

The steps stop just ahead, and a figure steps into view—tall, broad-shouldered, with a machete in hand. He moves cautiously, eyes scanning the trees, unaware of Kyra’s presence. She watches him closely, trying to gauge if he’s a threat. He’s not moving like a predator, but there’s something calculating about the way he surveys his surroundings.

Kyra’s instinct is to remain hidden, but something pushes her to step out, to confront him. Maybe it’s the isolation starting to wear her down, or maybe it’s the realization that she might need an ally. Slowly, she rises from her hiding spot, keeping her knife at the ready.

He turns sharply, his machete raised, eyes locking onto her. For a long moment, they just stare at each other, neither moving.

"Who are you?" Kyra asks, her voice low but steady.

The man narrows his eyes. "I could ask you the same."

There’s no recognition between them, no familiarity. All they know is their names, tattooed on their arms, and even that feels fragile.

"I’m not looking for trouble," she says cautiously, though her hand doesn’t leave the hilt of her knife.

The man lowers his machete slightly but keeps a tight grip. "Neither am I."

They stand in silence for a moment, both sizing each other up, trying to decide if trust is an option. The jungle seems to close in around them, as if forcing them to make a choice.

Finally, Kyra nods. "Fine. For now."

The man steps back, still watching her warily. "For now."



Meanwhile, in another part of the enclosure, Dante is facing something far more immediate than human distrust. He’s already running, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts as he darts through the trees. The heavy thud of footsteps behind him tells him all he needs to know—he’s being hunted. But it’s not by another person.

The jaguar, sleek and powerful, moves with a predatory grace, its eyes locked onto Dante. It’s been following him for the last five minutes, and Dante’s only hope is to keep moving. He knows it’s faster, knows it could close the distance any moment it wanted, but something keeps it at bay, as if it’s toying with him, waiting for the right moment to strike.

Dante pushes through the underbrush, his legs burning, his mind racing. There’s no time to think, only react. His instincts tell him to find higher ground, somewhere the animal can’t reach him. He spots a tree, thick and sturdy, and without a second thought, he leaps onto the lowest branch, pulling himself up with all his strength.

The jaguar slows, watching him climb, its eyes gleaming in the dim light. It circles the base of the tree, prowling, calculating. Dante presses his back against the trunk, trying to catch his breath. His eyes dart to the small knife strapped to his waist—it’s all he has, and it feels woefully inadequate against the predator below.

For a moment, the two stare at each other, locked in a tense standoff. Dante’s heart pounds in his chest, adrenaline coursing through his veins. He knows this isn’t over. The jaguar isn’t leaving. It’s just waiting.



The show cuts back to the audience, where the host’s voice is laced with excitement.

"And there you have it, folks! Two survivors cross paths—will they work together, or will suspicion tear them apart? Meanwhile, look at this! Dante Sharpe, cornered by a jaguar. Can he outsmart one of nature’s deadliest hunters?"

The camera zooms in on Dante, sweat dripping down his face as he grips the tree, while Kyra and Jackson keep a wary distance from each other, both unsure of what comes next. A commercial break cuts in, teasing the audience with what's to come.



In another part of the enclosure, Lena Morales moves quietly through the jungle, her footsteps soft and deliberate. She’s been alone since waking up, and she prefers it that way. Her dark eyes scan the landscape for signs of danger—whether human or otherwise. So far, she’s managed to avoid any confrontations, but she knows it’s only a matter of time before her luck runs out.

Lena’s movements are fluid, precise, as if she’s done this before. Her hand brushes the handle of the hunting knife strapped to her thigh, and she feels a strange sense of comfort. Something in her blood tells her she knows how to survive this. The jungle is a challenge, but it’s one she feels oddly equipped to face.

Suddenly, there’s a rustle in the bushes ahead. Lena freezes, her hand tightening around her knife. She crouches low, blending into the foliage as she watches the leaves shift. Her mind runs through the possibilities—animal or human?

The answer comes quickly as a figure stumbles out of the bushes—Elias. He looks panicked, his eyes wide as he scans the area, clearly trying to shake off something that’s been following him. He hasn’t seen her yet, and for a moment, Lena debates whether or not to reveal herself. Trust is dangerous in a place like this.

But something in Elias’s demeanor tells her he’s not a threat. At least, not right now.

"Hey," Lena calls out softly, stepping forward.

Elias whips around, startled, his hand immediately going to the weapon at his side. When he sees her, his shoulders relax slightly, though the fear in his eyes doesn’t fade.

"Who are you?" he asks, his voice shaky.

"Lena," she replies, keeping her distance. "And you?"

"Elias."

They stand there, both unsure of what comes next. Trust is a fragile thing in this place, but the jungle is vast, and the dangers are many. For now, it seems, they have no choice but to stick together.



Back at the tree, Dante watches the jaguar pace below, its yellow eyes never leaving him. Sweat trickles down his forehead, and he feels the strain in his arms from gripping the branch. The silence is suffocating, broken only by the sound of the predator’s low growl.

Dante knows he can’t stay up here forever, but the moment he comes down, the jaguar will strike. He scans the surrounding trees, searching for anything that could give him an edge. A vine hangs loosely from a nearby branch, and an idea forms in his mind.

It’s a long shot, but it’s the only shot he has.



The survivors are beginning to form loose, tentative alliances, but trust is thin, and danger is everywhere. The jungle, with all its natural predators and hidden traps, seems to be closing in around them, but the greatest threat may not be the environment—it may be each other.

Faint Hope, Hidden Supply

The jungle remains relentless. Every hour stretches longer, every sound sharper. The constant rustling of leaves, the distant howls, and the oppressive humidity all serve to remind them that this place is not meant to be survived. Yet, amidst the dangers, there are moments of hope—fleeting, but real.

Jackson and Kyra move cautiously through the trees, their earlier tension still palpable. The silence between them is heavy, broken only by the occasional snap of a branch beneath their feet. Neither fully trusts the other, but the need for survival has forced an uneasy truce. It’s not until they spot something unusual that the quiet finally breaks.

“There,” Jackson says, his voice low as he points ahead.

Kyra narrows her eyes. Half-buried under a patch of leaves and vines is a small metal box. They exchange a look before moving toward it, both on guard for traps. Jackson crouches down, brushing the dirt off the surface of the box, revealing a faint symbol on the lid.

“It’s a supply cache,” he mutters, popping it open.

Inside are a few essentials: water purification tablets, bandages, a small knife, and some dried rations. For a moment, the sight of the supplies fills Kyra with relief. But that relief quickly fades as Jackson starts to pack the items into his bag without a second glance in her direction.
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