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Prologue




[image: ]


"Welcome, everyone, to the newest season of The Hunt—where survival is the only way out! This year, we’re taking you to the freezing, unforgiving wilderness of the Antarctic, where six brave contestants will face off against the elements, the hunters, and each other in a battle for their very lives!"

The announcer’s voice booms across millions of screens, his tone electric with excitement. The camera pans across a massive digital screen behind him, displaying images of jagged ice cliffs, frozen tundra, and icy waters stretching to the horizon. It’s an environment where danger lurks at every corner, and survival is a feat in itself.

"Now, this season brings an all-new twist—three of our contestants have criminal pasts, and three are completely innocent. But all of them have volunteered to face the ultimate challenge, knowing the stakes. One of them will claim victory and their freedom, but first, they must endure."

The show transitions to a series of interviews with the contestants, giving the audience a glimpse of their personalities, backgrounds, and why they’ve chosen to risk it all.

The camera zooms in on one of the contestants—a sharp-eyed man named Caleb. His expression is calm, but there’s a hint of steel in his voice as he speaks.

“I’m here to prove something,” Caleb says, his hands clasped in front of him. “My past doesn’t define me. This is my chance to start over.”

The screen cuts to another contestant, a woman named Sarah, her posture more defensive.

“I didn’t do anything wrong,” she says, her voice trembling slightly. “But if this is what it takes to get my life back, then I’ll do it.”

The interviews continue, showcasing the mixture of determination and fear in each contestant’s face. Some are hardened by their pasts, while others seem out of place, their innocence clouding their decision to join the game.

As the interviews end, the camera returns to the announcer, who grins at the screen.

"Now, let’s move on to the main event—the moment they lose everything. Our contestants are about to have their memories wiped, their minds reset as they enter the arctic wasteland. It’s time for the chips to be implanted, and once they’re dropped in the frozen wilderness, there will be no going back."

The screen shifts to show the contestants being led, one by one, into sterile rooms. Each is fitted with cold-weather gear and microchipped. Their eyes glaze over as the memories of their lives are erased, replaced only by a survival instinct and the drive to make it through the game.

With a flicker, the camera cuts to a wide shot of the Antarctic, a helicopter hovering above the ice. One by one, the contestants are dropped into the frozen wilderness, scattered across the snow and left with only their cold-weather gear and minimal supplies.

"Six contestants, one icy wasteland, and danger around every corner. Who will outlast the cold, the hunters, and each other? Let The Hunt begin!"

The screen fades to black as the show cuts to a commercial break, the excitement in the audience palpable.
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Chapter 1: Awakening in the Ice
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The cold was the first thing they felt—biting, relentless, and unforgiving.

Caleb’s eyes fluttered open, his breath coming out in shallow, misty puffs as he blinked against the blinding white landscape around him. The sharp sting of frost bit into his exposed face, and for a moment, he could hardly move, his body sluggish from the cold. His fingers fumbled with the layers of his cold-weather gear, trying to gather enough warmth to keep himself from freezing.

Where am I?

The question rang through his mind, but there was no answer. He couldn’t remember. He didn’t know how he got here or why he felt so disoriented. All he knew was the ice, the snow, and the bone-chilling cold.

The heat pack nestled in his gloves had already started to lose its warmth, and a dull sense of panic began to settle in his chest. Shakily, he reached into one of his pockets and pulled out a fresh heat pack, tearing it open and shaking it vigorously until it began to warm up in his hands. It wasn’t much, but it kept the cold at bay for the moment.

As he stood, scanning the white expanse, he noticed a small pack lying in the snow near him. He opened it quickly, finding a few essentials: more heat packs—12 in total—an emergency first aid kit, a couple of MRE rations, flint and steel, and two chemical glow sticks. His fingers were already stiff from the cold as he fumbled with the supplies, his breath coming in heavy puffs that dissipated in the icy air.

The cold-weather gear he wore was thick, designed to fight off frostbite, but it felt just barely enough. The layers of insulation insulated him from the wind, but the chill still seeped through, threatening to freeze him from the inside out.

He glanced around, his vision filled with nothing but snow and ice stretching endlessly in every direction. The wind howled like a distant scream, and as he took a few steps forward, something caught his eye—a shadow moving in the distance. He blinked, squinting against the glare of the sun reflecting off the ice. Was that...someone?

His heart skipped a beat, a mixture of hope and fear twisting in his gut. He wasn’t alone out here. But were they friend or foe?



Not far away, Sarah stumbled through the snow, her hands trembling as she struggled to keep the heat packs pressed against her body. Her mind was a haze of confusion and fear. Like Caleb, she had no memory of who she was, why she was here, or what had happened to her before this moment. All she knew was that she had woken up in the middle of this frozen wasteland, with the overwhelming need to survive.

Her eyes scanned her surroundings, looking for any signs of shelter or warmth, but there was nothing. Just the endless stretch of ice and snow.

As she moved, her foot hit something solid beneath the snow. She knelt down, brushing the snow aside to reveal a pack similar to the one Caleb had found. Inside were the same essentials: heat packs, first aid kit, MREs, flint, steel, and glow sticks. She stuffed the items into her pockets, her hands moving quickly despite the cold.

But as she stood, a flicker of movement in the distance caught her attention. A figure—tall, cloaked in white, almost blending into the snowy landscape.

A chill ran down her spine, but it wasn’t from the cold. Something about the figure felt off, dangerous even. Her instincts screamed at her to run, but her feet were frozen in place, fear gripping her tightly.

What is that?

The figure moved closer, and Sarah’s breath hitched in her throat. Whoever—or whatever—it was, they weren’t friendly. She didn’t know how she knew, but every fiber of her being screamed danger.

Without thinking, she turned and ran, her feet slipping in the snow as she struggled to escape. The cold bit at her face, the wind whipping against her as she fled into the white void.



One by one, the others woke up, each in different parts of the arctic wasteland, disoriented and freezing. They, too, found their gear, barely enough to keep them alive, and each spotted the shadows lurking in the distance.

The hunters.

They moved silently, always at the edge of vision, watching, waiting. The survivors, unaware of
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