
M Y A

––––––––
[image: ]


By 

HARONDO EVANS

Copyright © 2026 All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be copied,

reproduced in any format, by any means,

electronic or otherwise, without “prior consent”

from the copyright owner and the publisher of

this book.

Contents

SOUTH AMERICA


Orientation

Dismissal

Communal

Medical Check

Launch


COUNTDOWN


Trail Zero Begins

Six minutes into trail entry

Nine minutes into Trail Zero

Thirteen minutes into Trail Zero

Ridgeline

Reactivation


MOVE!


Somewhere between Mile 7 & 8

Ghost

Incoming

Mile 10

The Jungle

Mile 11.5

Attack

Strangers

Relentless

New Incentive18


STRANDED


Decision

Realization

Stand


TERROR


No Escape

Gambit

Defiance

Ambush


SHOWDOWN


Run

Last Decision

Final

Prize








	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SOUTH AMERICA

[image: ]


Sector Delta, Outer Landing Point – Valdivian Range, Patagonia

Day 0 – Arrival

The plane banked hard to the right, and the windows exploded with green.

Not the gentle green of city parks or manicured trails. This was dense, wild, and endless—a living sea of forest stretching across the entire visible horizon. Trees as tall as high-rises rippled under hot wind. The canopy shimmered like a reptile’s hide.

Somewhere below that impossible jungle, MYA Institute was waiting.

Jalen Creed cracked the window shutter open another inch, then slumped back in his seat with a groan. “Man... look at all that down there. This had better not be mosquito country,” he muttered, mostly to himself.

He was wearing black designer joggers, a sleeveless Off-White hoodie, and enough jewelry to catch the sun on three continents. His hair was twisted tight and flawless, and he'd been reapplying lip balm every ten minutes since leaving Buenos Aires.

Across from him, an older guy in a linen button-down glanced over and chuckled.

“You’re gonna last maybe a week, kid.”

Jalen didn’t even blink. “I’m gonna last exactly long enough to get my signature, my payout, and catch a better flight home. You can die for Instagram if you want.”

The guy laughed again, but quieter this time.

Outside, the forest broke. A huge clearing opened into view—a crude landing strip hacked out of the wilderness. 

Dirt and metal and freshly packed stone, flanked by a thin ring of jungle that looked like it was trying to take it back already.

As the plane descended, Jalen caught flashes of movement on the ground. People. Crowds. Music.

And buildings, scattered in rings around a central glass structure that shimmered like a damn Apple store dropped in the middle of Jurassic Park.

Patagonia – 45 Minutes Later

The heat hit like a slap the second the cabin door cracked.

Not dry, desert heat—this was humid, sticky, insect-humming heat, the kind that soaked your collarbone and melted gel out of your scalp.

Jalen stepped down the metal stair with a grimace. “Hell no.”

Then he saw the crowd.

There had to be two hundred people already on the ground, and more arriving every ten minutes. Some had duffels and packs. Others wore custom travel gear, color-coded according to some unknown system. Everyone was being sorted by staff in sleek black uniforms who smiled too much and said too little.

Above them all, perched on a black metal stage framed with bamboo and LED lights, stood a towering holographic screen. It looped video of a 70’s throwback dynamite of pure crazed and hyped energy. He was a tall, thin, and dark wearing a custom windbreaker pacing with a mic, pacing and sweating and screaming with joy.

“WELCOME TO MYA! You made it, baby! You signed the waiver, and now you're about to sign your new life!”

Jalen raised an eyebrow. “Oh hell no. This is joke right? This for real?”

The guy on screen was Declan Voss, founder of the MYA Institute, fitness entrepreneur, former military psycho, and current face of what every gym rat on the internet called “grind gospel.”

He screamed again.

“You thought this was a bootcamp?! NOPE. This is war prep, sweethearts! 

We are going to break you, remake you, and extract the WARRIOR from your soft little comfort bubble—whether you like it or not!”

The crowd cheered. Or at least, the ones already drinking did.

Because yes—there was a bar.

No joke. A full, open-air, ultra-modern tiki bar, serving cucumber gin slushes and electrolyte cocktails to anyone already registered.

And registration was the easy part.

You showed your ID. You gave your chip scan. You dropped your bag. You got a bracelet—a smooth black thing that locked automatically—and you were assigned a pod.

Jalen’s wristband clicked into place with a mechanical chirp.

“Pod Eleven,” the woman at the desk said, without even looking up. She handed him a small map printed on silver laminate. “Orientation briefing in twenty. You’re in Sector Delta.”

He squinted at her. “You gonna tell me what that means?”

She smiled—flat, corporate, like a hostess at a tech funeral. “It means you’re exactly where you need to be.”

She didn’t say it like a good thing.

Further down the path, a live DJ was spinning what could only be described as "Silicon Valley jungle vibes." Synths overlaid with tribal drums, looping chants, and pulsing drops that made no one dance but kept the air buzzing with unease.

People milled. People posed. A cluster of shirtless guys compared heart rates on wrist monitors. Two girls in white camo leggings were live-streaming, tagging every post with #MYAreborn and #VossSaves.

And scattered through it all were the support staff—attractive, toned, always watching. They didn’t carry guns. But they wore earpieces. And none of them sweat.

Near the food station—where macro-optimized rice bowls were being served beside gourmet grilled trout—Eli McRae stood like a tree trunk among palm trees.

He wore worn jeans, a clean gray T-shirt, and boots that had seen real dirt.

His hair was short, sun-bleached, and damp with sweat.

He held his tray like he was used to eating standing up.

No one spoke to him. No one needed to.

He watched everything—the bar, the staff, the glittering screen still playing Voss’s greatest hits on a loop.

“Pain is love! Pain is power! You think transformation happens in a fucking hot tub?! NO. It happens when you MOVE OR DIE.”

Eli blinked once. Then kept chewing.

Rae Callahan arrived off the next transport.

She didn’t drink. Didn’t eat. Didn’t speak.

She got her bracelet. Took one look at the crowd. And kept walking.

Someone tried to hand her a drink. She batted it away without slowing down.

On her map: Pod Eleven.

Sector Delta.

Orientation briefing in fifteen minutes.

She was already late. And she didn’t give a damn.

Near the stage, the crowd started to shift as the live feed changed.

Voss wasn’t pre-recorded now. He was live.

There was sweat under his eyes and heat in his voice. He grinned like a man on fire.

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said. “This looks like a party. This feels like a festival. But don’t you DARE get comfortable.”

He stepped toward the screen, close enough that the camera picked up every pore.

“Because starting tomorrow morning... we take your wonderful lives apart.

And if you stop moving,

even once—you’re gone!”

Jalen rolled his eyes and turned away.

"Yeah, sure. Whatever you say, gym prophet."

But the crowd had quieted.

And no one—not a single one of them—noticed the hum that passed through the trees behind them.

Not the shift in the wind.

Not the pulse of heat that came without warning.

The drones weren’t in the sky yet.

But the forest knew they were coming.
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Day 0 – Afternoon

They gathered under a canvas canopy strung between six matte-black pylons sunk deep into the earth.

The shade didn’t help much. The heat clung to their necks and backs like wet cloth. Flies hovered and vanished. Someone coughed. A few people already stank.

Pod 11 had been sorted without ceremony. Just a number. A map. A dot on a digital screen and a direction from a staffer with sunglasses and a tight smile.

Now they stood in a loose half-circle around a standing display unit shaped like an obelisk. Its screen flickered, cleared, and began to stream an orientation video.

“Congratulations, Pod Eleven!”

“You’ve been selected for the Sector Delta Progression Path. Your transformation begins now.”

There was a pause. The screen held static. Then Declan Voss filled the frame again—shirt off this time with thin, lean muscles glistening like lacquered stone.

“Listen up, warriors. Some of you think this is a game. A vacation. You think you can flex on this land the way you flex online.”

“Wrong.”

Cut to footage of last year’s “graduates”—ripped, glistening, smiling corpses of former weaklings, now bronzed gods. Then: Voss again.

“This is your new battlefield. Every meal is earned. Every step is counted. You stop? You stall? You surrender?”

“You lose.”

Behind him, words flared on screen like commandments:

MOVE. EARN. ADAPT. SURVIVE.

“We are not here to pamper you. We are here to strip the old you away—burn it, bury it, and walk the new you out of this jungle when it’s done.”

Then: the feed cut.

Silence.

One of the girls near Jalen clapped—awkward, too loud. “Woo! Let’s fucking go, right?” No one joined her.

Jalen shifted his weight. Sweated through the back of his hoodie.

Ty—Tyrese Malloy—was grinning beside him.

“Man, this is wild. I thought they’d start us with yoga or some sh—some stretching or something. This jungle’s legit, though.”

Jalen squinted toward the trees. “This whole thing’s performative as hell. They’re not gonna let anything happen to us. You see the money here?”

Ty nodded. “True. But yo, that one lady in the camo jacket? She looked at me like she’d seen a ghost.”

He chuckled. Jalen didn’t.

A few yards away, Rae Callahan was counting.

People, trees, supplies, exits.

She already knew who wouldn’t last. She’d done detox in a state-run bootcamp with fewer resources than this. 

And she’d buried people softer than half the crew standing around this clearing.

Her eyes landed on Keller Strand, the smiling, yoga-toned "trainer" who’d introduced himself earlier as Pod 11’s “wellness support liaison.”

He didn’t have dirt on his boots.

Didn’t seem to sweat either.

And his backpack was too clean.

“Anyone asks,” Rae muttered, “he’s first to go.”

Eli McRae sat on a low, moss-covered rock beside the gear station.

He watched everyone talk. Laugh. Argue about who had better trail shoes. Someone had already popped open a protein bar like this was a fucking hike.

He said nothing.

When the staff handed out hydration kits and preloaded smart bottles, he nodded. Took his. Adjusted his pack.

Then he looked at the forest—not the trail. The space beyond it.

And for the first time since arriving, his jaw tightened.

Because something was watching back.

Day 0 – Nightfall

The music had stopped.

Not slowly. Not faded out. Just... gone. One moment the bass was thudding behind a tribal loop. The next: nothing but wind and insects.

Pod 11 stood on the edge of the tree line now, packs at their feet, still waiting for someone to explain the next step.

No one did.

The “staff” who’d guided them here had peeled away an hour ago. No vehicles. No tracks. No sound. Just a vague promise:

“You’ll be briefed again in the morning. Get rest. Hydration is everything.”

Now, the only sign of structure was a circle of black synthetic tents, each just big enough to fit a body and a bag. They weren’t assigned. There were no names.

First come, first safe.

Jalen took one look at the gear and shook his head.

“I’m not crawling into a tent like I’m in fucking Girl Scouts.”

Ty laughed. “Then sleep on the ground, Gucci. Ain’t nobody carrying you tomorrow.”

A few tents over, Rae didn’t bother zipping hers shut.

She’d strung her bag strap through both loops, curled her arm through it, and propped herself up with her back to a tree. No trust. No comfort.

She scanned the group. She counted again.

Still thirteen.

No Keller. But she’d seen him heading toward the staff trailers earlier.

“Gone before sunrise,” she whispered to herself.

Then: nothing. Just the soft rasp of her breath and a chorus of unseen life surrounding them.

In the dark, Eli McRae didn’t sleep.

He lay inside his tent with one ear open, boots still on, knife tucked behind his belt, pack under his knees.

He listened to the wind.

The insects. The trees.

And beneath all of it... a different sound.

Not constant. Not obvious.

But real.

A click. 

A hum. 

Somewhere out past the canopy line. Low. Mechanical. Not like a plane. Not like anything he’d heard on the farm.

It passed once. Then twice. Then was gone.

Eli opened his eyes to the dark above and whispered:

“Something’s movin’ out there.”

Day 1 – 02:12 A.M.

The klaxon tore the night in half.

A deep, industrial screech—rising, warbling, pulsing through the forest like it had teeth.

It wasn't music. It wasn’t natural.

It was the sound of something mechanical and urgent and designed to move humans like cattle.

The tents exploded with bodies.

Screaming. Stumbling. Cursing. Jalen Creed crashed out of his, dragging his hoodie over one arm and yelling: “WHAT THE F—”

Ty fell out of his tent sideways and nearly knocked over Sierra. Griffin was already up and pacing, fists clenched, nostrils flaring.

Rae was already standing.

Fully packed. Boots laced. Eyes locked on the clearing like she'd been waiting for this.

A trail of flickering floodlamps lit up in perfect sequence, leading the mob back toward the bamboo-framed stage.

The open bar was gone. 

The music rig was gone.

The fake resort glow was gone.

Now, there was just the platform, the screen, and a lot of panicked breathing.

More than two hundred people—every pod, every team—herded into a wide semicircle. No staff in sight. No instructions.

Then: the screen lit white.

And Voss appeared.

Live again.

But different this time.

He wasn’t smiling.

He wasn’t screaming with joy.

He was pacing with a look that said everyone had already failed him.

“Some of you,” he said, “think this is a joke.”

His voice echoed through hidden speakers set in the trees. No reverb. No delay. Just raw, live clarity like he was in their skulls.

“Some of you think you’re here for a motherfucking sun and fun vacation.

That MYA is just another cleanse, or soul journey, or scenic step-count challenge.”

His eyes narrowed.

“You signed the waiver, right?”

No one answered.

“So don’t look at me like I owe you a damn thing.

You wanna die fat and slow, fine—hell, I’ll build a drone that sings to you while it burns your ass into fertilizer.”

The crowd didn’t laugh.

Jalen’s face went slack. Rae didn’t blink. Eli stared like he was seeing Voss for the first time.

“This is the only warning you get.

Motion begins at dawn.

You stop moving?

You stop mattering.”

The screen went dark.

No fade-out. No goodbye. Just silence.

The kind that felt too quiet for that many people to still be breathing.

Day 1 – 02:22 A.M.

Nobody moved.

Two hundred people stood shoulder to shoulder in the dark, faces half-lit by stage lights that were now humming low and pulsing red.

Nobody said a word. Not yet.

Then:

“What in the actual fuck was that? Is he like, on some kind of drugs?”

Tasha Ellison—fitness influencer, Instagram queen, and detox cult royalty—ripped off her oversized sleep mask and fanned herself with a monogrammed sweat rag. “That man needs therapy and a damn muzzle.”

Griffin Bane laughed. Too loud. Too sharp.

“Hell yeah, he does. But he’s not wrong.”

He pointed at a short guy sweating through a thermal shirt. “You stop moving, you’re done. That’s the rules now.”

“Is this legal?” Sierra Locke asked no one.

The senator’s wife clutched her sleep roll like it could block bullets.

“There are laws about sleep deprivation. And threats. And—”

“Girl,” Jaycee Wren cut in, “there’s also laws about water in Phoenix. Let me know how that’s goin’.”

The senator’s wife blinked. Went quiet.

Ash Vega stood just outside the circle, hands in his hoodie pockets, eyes low.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t flinch.

Just stared at the spot where Voss had been.

He wasn’t looking scared.

He was looking like he was trying to memorize something.

Micah Renn sat down.

Didn’t care if anyone stared.

His hands were on his knees, breathing steady, mouth tight.

He was grounding himself—the way they taught you when the flashbacks tried to claw up from your spine.

Eli McRae watched him.

Said nothing.

Filed it away.

Jalen rubbed his jaw like maybe that whole speech had punched him in it.

Ty stepped closer.

“You good?”

“I don’t now yet. I sure as hell didn’t come here to get screamed at,” Jalen muttered. “I came here to sign a fucking paper that I came, I saw and I left. Damn. I didn’t even get to eat that grilled trout.”

Ty tried to smile. “Man, we just gotta play the game.”

Jalen looked around at the crowd.

“I don’t know about that. The way that fool talking, I’m pretty sure we might be the game.”

Back at the edge of the mob, Rae Callahan was already walking away.

She didn’t look back.

Didn’t say a word.

Just peeled off from the group and moved toward the tree line where the floodlamps flickered out like dying candles.

Someone called after her. She didn’t answer.

The night was still broken.

But the silence was finally back.

And everyone understood now:

This wasn’t a camp.

It was a countdown.
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Day 1 – 02:34 A.M.

A soft tone blipped through the treeline—calm, polite, artificial.

Then came the voice.

“Return to your designated lodging.

Lights will shut down in ten minutes.

Hydration units will reset at dawn.

Movement enforcement begins at sunrise.”

Nobody argued.

The mass began to shift—slowly, nervously—back toward the treetop-lit paths.

Whispers passed like smoke: “Is this part of it?” “Were they serious?” “What happens if—”

No answers came.

And the staff? Gone. Not a single black-uniformed escort remained.

Ash Vega shoved her hands deep into her jacket and started walking.

Behind her, the senator’s wife was still frozen in place.

Ash didn’t care.

She'd grown up watching systems pretend to work. This?

This was just another one—only with LEDs and branding instead of red tape and excuses.

She was already calculating how far she could move before the sun came up.

And who she wouldn't wait for.

Jalen followed the pack, silent now.

For the first time since arriving, he didn’t reach for his phone.

Didn’t roll his eyes.

Didn’t make a joke.

He just walked, hoodie half-zipped, breathing like the air was suddenly thinner.

Beside him, Ty kept scanning the trees.

“Yo,” he whispered. “You hear that?”

Jalen shook his head.

“That’s what’s messed up.

I don’t hear anything.”

By the time they reached their tents, the sky was black again. No klaxon.

No music.

No bugs.

Just the low, constant hum of something waiting above the canopy.

Too high to see.

Too quiet to place.

But it was there.

And the countdown had already begun.

Day 1 – 06:00 A.M.

The forest glowed.

Not in that Instagram-filter kind of way—this was pure, wild sunlight flooding through trees older than any country. Everything looked wet and gold and impossibly alive.

And that was the most unsettling part.

Because it was beautiful.

The klaxon didn’t scream this time.

Instead, a low pulse vibrated through the ground—like a silent alarm for the earth itself—and every pod's tents lit up in sequence. Interior strips glowed white. The tent seams popped open. The canopy lights came alive.

It was morning.

And Sector Delta was already moving.

Pod 11 shuffled out, squinting, groggy, heads down.

Until they saw the breakfast setup.

It looked like a damn Michelin-star open-air restaurant.

Smooth prep stations, stainless steel cooking gear, staff in charcoal aprons moving with military precision as they flipped protein cakes, poured kale-tonic shooters, stirred cast-iron grits, and assembled hydration trays.

People stared.

Ash Vega was the first to laugh—just once, a dry little snort.

“So it’s brunch bootcamp now? Cool.”

Jalen nodded slowly beside her. “Yo, if they’re gonna kill me, at least do it after mimosas.”

Everyone lined up. Perfectly.

No orders had been given. No signs posted.

But somehow, everyone just knew where to go.

Micah Renn stayed near the back, arms crossed, scanning trays like they might explode.

Sierra Locke leaned in to ask someone if the lentils were organic, then snapped at the server for not answering.

Griffin Bane cut the line twice and dared anyone to say something.

Ty grabbed a tray for Jalen without being asked. “Gotta fuel up, bro. Can’t win the jungle on an empty stomach.”

Jalen didn’t answer. He was watching the tree line again.

At a corner table shaded by overgrowth, Rae Callahan sat with her tray untouched.

Her eyes scanned every movement—the staff, the food, the glances between campers.

It was all too clean.

Too smooth.

A wellness retreat with military-grade precision was not a wellness retreat.

She ate eventually. Slowly.

One bite at a time.

Eli sat down across from her without asking. He didn’t say a word.

Just peeled open a protein pack and nodded once like he already knew what she was thinking.

“Not real,” she said quietly.

He nodded again.

“Yeah. But it’s here. So eat.”

Sector Delta Checkpoint – 07:00 A.M.

The screens flared again.

Declan Voss, full-body shot this time, pacing on a pressure-sensitive digital floor that mirrored his every step with fire trails.

“Good morning, my beautiful degenerates!

You ate? You hydrated? You stretched your excuses into pretzel logic yet?”

The crowd chuckled—but softer this time.

“Here’s the deal. You’ll move today. Just a little. Baby steps.

It’s what we call Orientation Trail Zero.

No danger. No pressure. Just a chance to feel the dirt under your soft little soles. So long as you moving your asses.”

He grinned.

“Oh—and keep your bracelets on. They’re tracking everything.

Speed. Distance. Heart rate. Emotional response.

Some of you are already losing.”

He winked.

Then vanished.

Want to follow with the Orientation Trail march next?

Or zoom in on the pod splitting into social cliques and tension groups as they start their first hike through the jungle?
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Day 1 – 07:25 A.M.

The breakfast buzz hadn’t worn off yet.

People were fed, hydrated, and halfway convinced the nightmare klaxon from last night was just some over-the-top scare tactic.

Voss reappeared on the main screen, this time standing beside a fake campfire on a set designed to look “rustic.” He wore cargo shorts, a trail vest, and the same wraparound mic he used when he screamed about pain being love.

But this time, his voice was low. Calm. Charismatic.

“Before we begin Trail Zero, I thought we’d take a few questions.

Because here at MYA, we believe in transparency.

We believe in empowerment.”

He smiled. A few staffers appeared from the tree line—each holding wireless mics. They moved into the crowd with practiced choreography.

Some campers laughed. Others clapped. A few raised hands like this was a TED Talk or a retreat in Sedona.

The first question came from a woman in Pod 7:

“Are we allowed to call home if there’s an emergency?”

Voss nodded, thoughtful.

“You won’t have emergencies. That’s what transformation prevents.”

“Next.”

A younger guy in Pod 3:

“Are the meals always that good?”

“Only if you keep moving,” Voss said with a grin.

More laughter. More raised hands.

A few questions later, the mic passed to a voice that came from the center of the crowd—clear, loud, too casual.

“Yo—when the hell do we get to the beach?”

Instant ripple.

Laughter. Whistles. Cheers.

People clapped. A few even shouted:

“Yeah, let’s go!”

“Beach day, baby!”

“MYA party bus!”

It felt good. Normal. Like maybe this was all just extreme theater.

Even Jalen cracked a small grin.

Ash elbowed him. “You should’ve asked that.”

Ty was laughing, hands in the air like finally, someone said what they were all thinking.

Even Rae smirked—just barely. Even she wanted to believe it was still that kind of story.

All eyes turned back to the screen.

Waiting for Voss to clap back. Throw out a joke. Maybe flash a smile and say, “You earn the beach, sweetheart.”

But he didn’t.

Voss didn’t smile.

He didn’t blink.

He didn’t move.

The cheer rolled through the clearing like a warm tide—echoes of laughter, scattered claps, one guy even held up a peace sign like it was all love.

But on the screen...

Voss just stared.

His mouth twitched once.

Not up.

Not amused.

A tick—like something short-circuited behind the eyes.

The guy with the mic—whoever he was—lowered it slowly.

You could almost hear the plastic cooling in his hand.

Then one by one, the laughs stopped.

No music.

No birds.

No wind.

Just Voss.

Standing still.

Watching them.

Like a god who just got insulted by ants.

And then—he turned.

No word. No cue. No outro line.

Just turned.

Walked out of frame.

And the screen cut to black.

No one spoke.

No one moved.

Not even Griffin.

Sierra blinked twice and looked
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