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Civilization does not die quietly.

It collapses in stages—

first the power grids,

then the hospitals,

then the laws,

and finally... trust.

In The J Family – Book 4: Escape to América, the story expands beyond survival farms and burning barricades. Beyond the pit. Beyond the horde.

Far to the north, an American stronghold still stands. Armed. Organized. Disciplined. Determined not merely to survive—but to rebuild.

The Governor dreams of markets reopening.

The General dreams of order enforced.

Electricity. Hospitals. Borders. Control.

But rebuilding a nation demands more than walls and weapons.

It demands obedience.

As the redirected horde marches unknowingly toward this last bastion of old-world ambition, a new question arises:

Is the greater threat the dead...

or the living who refuse to let the old world stay buried?

Sometimes survival means starting over.

Sometimes it means refusing to go back.

––––––––
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Chapter 1 – The Unintended Target

The sun barely crested the horizon, turning the Atlantic a dull orange, but the beauty of the Algarve coast was gone.

From the deck of the boat, Juliette stared at the shoreline. Houses burned. Vehicles abandoned. Streets littered with debris. Smoke rose from what had once been small fishing villages. The world she had come to for vacation no longer existed.

Tom Gun leaned against the rail, rubbing his face. “Never seen anything like this... two days and the whole coast is gone.”

Fred, crouched near the engine, muttered under his breath and kicked a crate in frustration.

Juliette said nothing. She didn’t need to. Her eyes scanned every detail: the docks, distant hills, the treelines where survivors—or worse—could be hiding. Patterns. Exits. Risks. Escape routes.

“This isn’t just chaos,” she said finally, her voice low, almost calm. “It’s organized death. Something spread fast. Faster than anyone could respond. The weak won’t last.”

Tom chuckled nervously. “You say that like it’s a good thing.”

Juliette didn’t flinch. “It’s not. But knowing that... gives us an advantage.”

Fred groaned. “Advantage? We’re trapped on a boat with no fuel!”

Juliette’s eyes narrowed. “Exactly. Which means we move carefully. Stay quiet. Observe. No heroics.”

She stepped to the edge of the boat, scanning the waters near the marina. One of the yachts had capsized. A small fishing boat had half a dozen bodies floating near it. A seagull landed on a railing, oblivious.

“Listen,” she said, voice sharper now, “we have two options. One: stay here, hope the madness doesn’t reach us. Two: we make landfall, take what we can, move inland, survive.”

Tom smirked. “Option two sounds like a party.”

Juliette turned slowly, her gaze piercing. “This isn’t a party. This is war. If we go inland, we do it smart. Stealthy. One move at a time.”

Fred swallowed hard. “You really trust me to not screw this up?”

“You have one job,” Juliette replied coldly. “Follow instructions. Don’t get killed.”

Silence.

The water reflected the burning villages in orange and gray. Smoke drifted across the horizon. Somewhere inland, faint screams echoed. Human or undead—she didn’t care. The sound mattered less than the threat.
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