
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​The Valentines That Was Soul-Struck

By Thomas Miller

The rain whispered against the windshield, a gentle tapping like the fingers of a lost lover begging for warmth. Thomas Nylenjule sat at the candlelit table in La Rivière, nervously twirling the velvet box in his palm. Tonight was the night. Tonight, he would place the silver ring on her finger and whisper the promises he had held in his heart since the first time he saw her.

Emily.

She was always late, her laugh teasing like the wind that made autumn leaves dance. But tonight felt different. The seconds stretched into minutes, the minutes into an hour. The waiter gave him a pitying glance, and Thomas knew. She wasn’t coming.

His fingers clenched around the ring box as he paid the bill, his heart a dead weight inside his chest. The drive home was a blur, the headlights carving through the night as the storm thickened. The road twisted along the cliffs of Dead Man’s Turn, a place notorious for its history of grief.

Then he saw it.

A shattered guardrail. A flash of red metal against the jagged rocks below. His stomach turned to ice.

Emily’s car.

Thomas swerved to the side, tires screeching against the wet pavement. He ran to the cliff’s edge, peering down into the abyss. The rain streaked down his face, but it wasn’t enough to blind him to the horror below.

Her car lay like a broken doll, glass scattered across the rocks like shattered dreams. The passenger door had been flung open by the impact. And there she was.


Emily.




Lifeless. Motionless.



Thomas’s scream tore through the storm, a raw, aching howl that no god above could answer. His legs


gave out beneath him as he fell to his knees.




“No... no, please, no,” he begged, his voice cracking. “Why?! Why did you take her?! WHY?!”



His shaking hands reached into his coat pocket. The cold steel of the .45 greeted his palm. He pulled it


out, his breath ragged, his fingers tightening around the grip.




There was no world without her.



The rain thickened, thunder crashing like the heavens themselves were breaking apart. The barrel of the

gun pressed against his temple, a metal kiss colder than the night.

He inhaled sharply.

Then—

BANG.

The silence that followed was absolute. The gun fell from his fingers, his body collapsing onto the rain-soaked earth. His blood, warm and thick, mixed with the rain, creeping toward Emily’s lifeless form.

As he fell, his hand touched hers. Even in death, their fingers brushed, entwining in a final embrace.

The storm raged on. But neither of them would feel its chill.
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​This was the end of Valentine’s Night. A night soul-struck in tragedy.

And so, the rain whispered its mournful lullaby over two lovers who would never part again.
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​Cannibal Holocaust in the USA

By Thomas Miller
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Chapter 1: The End of Civilization
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The collapse came suddenly, like a predator in the night. There had been whispers of economic

downturns, food shortages, and civil unrest, but no one truly believed it would come to this. When the government fell, when the last stockpile of food was raided, when the final gallon of gasoline burned away, humanity turned against itself.

The cities were the first to fall. Without food deliveries, the people resorted to scavenging, then hunting, and finally... feeding. First, it was the pets. Then, it was the weak. The ones who could not fight back. The elderly. The sick. The vegans, ironically the first to go—thin, clean bodies, easy to overpower. Their screams were muffled beneath the hunger of the desperate.
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Chapter 2: The Law of Flesh
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The suburbs did not hold out much longer. Once neighborhoods had been thriving with laughter and the scent of backyard barbecues; now, the only smell in the air was charred human meat. Fathers, who once protected their families, became hunters of their own. They started with strangers, then moved to their friends, and then, when the supply ran out, their own children.

Mothers, those nurturing figures who once rocked their infants to sleep, were the worst of all. Starving beyond rational thought, they turned to their own flesh and blood, justifying it as an act of survival. To them, there was no morality, no God left to judge them. Only the gnawing emptiness in their stomachs and the soft, tender flesh of their offspring.
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Chapter 3: Packs of the New World
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The strongest were the ones who embraced the madness. They formed hunting packs, roaming the highways in gutted-out SUVs, weapons fashioned from rusted steel and broken glass. They tracked the smell of roasting meat, knowing that if they found fire, they found food.

They did not kill swiftly. No, that would be wasteful. They kept their victims alive as long as possible, slicing only what they needed, cauterizing the wounds so the meat stayed fresh. Eyes wide with terror, the captives could do nothing but watch as their bodies were harvested piece by piece.

The remnants of the military, those who had survived the initial collapse, attempted to establish safe zones. But there were no safe zones, not anymore. The refugees who stumbled into their outposts weren’t looking for shelter; they were looking for their next meal.
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Chapter 4: The Betrayal of Humanity
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People clung to the past, hoping that some form of government, some semblance of order, would rise
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​from the ashes. But hope was just another word for weakness. Hope got you killed.

A man named Jeb Dawson, once an accountant in Colorado, now led a tribe of flesh-eaters through the remains of Denver. He had once been a man of ethics, of discipline. Now, he ruled through blood. He kept trophies of those he had eaten—teeth strung around his neck, dried tongues tucked into his belt. To him, this was not a fall. This was evolution.

He had seen families turn on each other, seen daughters slit their mother’s throats, seen fathers roast their sons over open flames. The taste of human flesh was no longer taboo. It was currency. It was survival.
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Chapter 5: The Cities of the Damned
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New York had become a towering necropolis, skyscrapers transformed into slaughterhouses. The rich who once looked down on the poor now hung from hooks in their own penthouses, gutted like pigs. Wall Street traders, their bodies flayed and sold by the pound, lined the windows of what were once luxurious offices.

Los Angeles burned, the Hollywood sign barely visible through the black smoke of mass cremations.

The celebrities, those who had once commanded millions with their voices and faces, had been devoured long ago. The ones who had fled to their mansions in the hills were hunted, dragged back, screaming, to the city they had abandoned.
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Chapter 6: The Last Hope Dies
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There had been whispers of an underground resistance—scientists, farmers, those who refused to partake in the slaughter. They had barricaded themselves deep in underground bunkers, stockpiling food, praying that the madness above would pass.

But starvation does not recognize walls. And when their food ran out, when the screams echoed down the tunnels, when the scent of flesh filled the air, they too fell.

They had called themselves the last hope. Now, they were just another feast.
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Chapter 7: The Forever Hunger
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Twenty years had passed since the collapse. The old world was forgotten, replaced by this new, carnivorous reality. The survivors no longer dreamed of a better future. There was no future. There was only meat.

The few remaining humans who had not succumbed to cannibalism were hunted like animals. They lived in constant terror, moving only at night, whispering prayers to gods who no longer listened.

They had seen what happened to those who resisted. Their bones lined the highways, their skulls cracked open and emptied. There were no graveyards anymore. There was no need.

In the end, it was not war, nor disease, nor climate change that ended America. It was hunger. And hunger never dies.
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​Innocent When You Dream

By Thomas Miller

Haceter Fugo Jr. sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the wall like it held the answer to a question he had long forgotten how to ask. The motel room was small, damp, and smelled of cigarettes and cheap whiskey. The flickering neon sign outside cast a dull red glow through the window, bathing everything in a sickly hue.

In his right hand, he held a .38 Special—a revolver that had seen better days, just like him. His fingers trembled as he traced the cold steel along his temple. The weight of it was familiar, almost comforting, like an old friend coming to visit after all these years.

He took a deep breath, but it shuddered on the way out. His ribs ached from crying, from screaming into the void of a world that had forgotten his name.


"Someone... please."




His voice cracked, barely above a whisper. But there was no answer. No one to rush in and pull him

back from the ledge. No warm hands to cradle his face and tell him he mattered.




The only friend he had left was the firing pin, waiting, patient.




His father always told him, "A man dies alone, boy. Get used to it."




And maybe that was the cruelest truth of all.



The Ghosts of Yesterday

The gun felt heavier than it should. A simple squeeze of the trigger, and it would all be over. No more memories clawing at his skull. No more regrets gnawing at his bones.

But before he could do it, something stopped him. Not the will to live—he had lost that years ago. Not fear, either. No, it was something worse than fear.


It was the past.




It came like a storm, crashing through his mind.



He saw his mother, hunched over a kitchen sink full of unwashed dishes, her hands raw from scrubbing. She never cried, not even when his father left. She just wiped her hands on a towel and went back to work, like life was something you could clean off and start fresh.

He saw his younger brother, Jace, standing at the edge of the train tracks, waiting for a father who never came back.


And then he saw her.




Marlena.



She was laughing in the moonlight, her dark curls bouncing as she twirled in that summer dress, barefoot on the pavement. She had loved him once. And he had loved her, too, in the only way a broken man could.


"Stay with me, Haceter."



She had whispered those words on the last night they spent together, her fingertips tracing circles on his

chest. But he had left. He always left.
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​Now, there was no one left to stay for.

The Gun and the Dream

The barrel pressed harder against his temple.

He exhaled.

Finger on the trigger.

Click.


But no bang.




Just silence.



For a moment, he thought he had imagined pulling the trigger. Then he realized—the chamber was empty.

His breath came in short, sharp gasps as his hands fumbled with the revolver. He popped open the cylinder.


One bullet.




One.



A game of Russian roulette, but there was no audience. No cheers, no gasps of horror. Just the empty

room, the red neon glow, and the whisper of wind through the cracked window.

He spun the cylinder.

Clicked it shut.

Lifted the gun again.

Took another deep breath.

Then—knock, knock, knock.

His breath hitched.

His heart, dead for so long, kicked once in his chest.

No one had knocked on his door in years.

He turned his head, slowly, as if expecting the world to vanish around him.

Another knock.

Louder.

More urgent.

And then a voice.

Soft. Familiar.

"Haceter... it's me."

His fingers went numb.

The gun slipped from his hand.

It hit the floor with a dull thud, the single bullet inside waiting, still patient.
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​Haceter closed his eyes.


Maybe dreams weren’t just for the innocent, after all.




Maybe, just maybe, someone had been listening.




And for the first time in years, he let himself hope.
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​Pandemic 2.1 The Surge on Palatka, Florida

By Thomas Miller
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Chapter 1: The First Signs
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The morning sun burned off the lingering mist over the St. Johns River, casting a warm golden glow on the sleepy streets of Palatka, Florida. Jimmy McKnight pedaled his rusted bike down River Street, the tires crunching against the pavement as he made his way to Palatka High School. The 17-year-old had lived in this small town his entire life, a place where everyone seemed to know everyone, and time moved just a little slower. The old-fashioned charm of Palatka was something Jimmy had always taken for granted.

Jimmy's parents, Brad and Kim McKnight, were the kind of people who embodied the heart of Palatka. Brad, a rugged mechanic with a permanent smudge of grease on his hands, had worked at Wilson’s Auto for over two decades. Kim, on the other hand, was a nurse at HCB Hospital. Her long shifts often left her exhausted, but she always managed to show up to Jimmy’s basketball games, her cheers the loudest in the crowd. Together, they had built a life that revolved around community, family, and resilience—values that would soon be tested in unimaginable ways.

A City on the Brink

The first rumors started circulating on a Tuesday. Jimmy overheard snippets of conversation in the hallways at school—kids complaining about strange fevers, whispers of absences piling up. By Friday, several of his classmates had stopped showing up altogether. His best friend, Toby, leaned against the locker beside him, coughing into his sleeve.


“You okay, man?” Jimmy asked, frowning.




“Yeah, just a cold or something,” Toby mumbled, his voice hoarse.



But Jimmy wasn’t convinced. The news had been talking about an outbreak—something new, something deadlier than COVID-19. H5N1, they called it. Bird flu. It had started overseas but was now spreading rapidly through the U.S.

Jimmy couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling. When Toby fainted during third period that day, the feeling turned to dread.

The Mayor’s Blind Eye

Across town, Mayor Jenny McMillan stood in front of City Hall, her bright red blazer shining in the afternoon sun. She smiled for the cameras, proud of her recent election victory.

“This is going to be the year Palatka shines!” she declared to the small crowd gathered for her ribbon-cutting ceremony for the new community center. “Let’s focus on the positives and bring some joy back to this town after the challenges we’ve faced!”
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​Mayor McMillan was an eternal optimist, but her determination to keep the town “normal” was starting to feel like denial. Reports were already coming in about rising cases of H5N1 in neighboring counties, but she dismissed them as fear-mongering.

“We can’t let panic ruin us,” she told her advisors. “People need to enjoy themselves. Let’s keep the festivals, the fairs, everything. We need this.”

Sheriff Gator: The Unlikely Hero

Sheriff Gator Monroe was not a man to mince words. He had been the sheriff of Palatka for over fifteen years, a towering figure with a thick Southern drawl and a reputation for getting things done.

When the first reports of sick residents started coming in, Sheriff Gator knew this was no ordinary flu season. He’d seen the way people went downhill fast—fevers spiking, lungs filling with fluid, families devastated overnight.

“This ain’t somethin’ we can just pray away,” he muttered to his deputy, slamming his coffee mug onto his cluttered desk.

But resources were tight. The sheriff’s department had been operating on a shoestring budget for years, and now they were expected to coordinate evacuations, enforce quarantines, and keep order in a town on the verge of chaos.

The Hospital: Ground Zero

HCB Hospital sat on the edge of town, its modern glass facade a sharp contrast to the old brick buildings of downtown Palatka. Inside, the scene was anything but modern. Nurses and doctors were stretched to their breaking points, working double shifts as patients flooded the ER.

Kim McKnight had seen tough days before, but nothing like this. The virus moved fast, leaving little time for treatment. Entire wings of the hospital were being converted into makeshift isolation units, and supplies were running dangerously low.

“What do you mean we’re out of ventilators?” she shouted at the head nurse, her voice shaking with frustration.


“The board refused to order more,” the nurse replied. “Said it wasn’t in the budget.”



HCB had always been a for-profit operation, and now its greed was costing lives. Rumors were swirling about nurses walking off the job, unable to face the mounting deaths. Kim stayed, driven by a sense of duty, but she knew it was only a matter of time before she, too, became a casualty.

A Town in Turmoil

As the virus spread, Palatka’s small-town charm gave way to fear and desperation. Grocery store shelves were stripped bare. Schools were shut down. The streets, once bustling with life, were eerily quiet.

Jimmy, now quarantined at home, tried to convince his parents to take action.
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​“We have to get out of here,” he urged Brad and Kim. “This thing is everywhere.”

But Brad shook his head. “This is our home, Jimmy. We’re not running.”

As tensions rose, Sheriff Gator found himself at odds with Mayor McMillan. While the sheriff pushed for stricter measures to protect the town, the mayor continued to downplay the severity of the situation.

“We can’t shut everything down,” she argued in a heated meeting. “The economy will collapse.” “The economy don’t mean a damn thing if we’re all dead,” Gator shot back.
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Chapter 2: The Outbreak Widens
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It didn’t take long for the situation to spiral out of control. By the end of the month, Palatka was a town transformed—no longer sleepy and quaint, but eerily still and somber. Sirens blared through the nights as ambulances raced back and forth to HCB Hospital. Jimmy McKnight watched from his bedroom window, his world suddenly reduced to the walls of his small house.

Brad and Kim tried to maintain some sense of normalcy, but fear hung over the household like a thick fog. Kim came home from the hospital with dark circles under her eyes, her hands red and raw from washing and disinfecting.

“How bad is it, Mom?” Jimmy asked one evening as Kim sat down to dinner, the exhaustion plain on her face.

“It’s...bad,” she admitted, her voice tight. “People are coming in faster than we can help them. And there’s no end in sight.”

Brad leaned back in his chair, a grim expression on his face. “We need to do something. This isn’t going away by itself.”

Kim nodded. “The government says they’re sending supplies, but they’re late. They’re always late.”
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Chapter 3: Voices in the Dark
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Jimmy tried to keep busy. School was now online, but with half the students out sick and teachers struggling to adapt, it was a mess. His phone buzzed constantly with messages from his friends— stories of parents getting sick, of ambulances not coming in time, of fear taking hold.

He decided to do something. If the grown-ups weren’t going to act, maybe he could help get the word out. He started a blog, "Palatka Unmasked," posting updates on the situation in town, urging people to take the virus seriously.

“Mom, I’ve been calling the health department,” he said one evening. “But no one’s listening. They keep saying everything’s under control.”

“Trust me, Jimmy, it’s not under control,” Kim replied, rubbing her temples. “And HCB is in chaos. They didn’t prepare for this—none of us did.”

Jimmy’s blog gained traction. People started sending him stories—anonymous accounts from HCB Hospital about shortages of protective gear, nurses collapsing from exhaustion, and the mounting number of deaths. The more he learned, the angrier he got.

How could Mayor McMillan keep pretending everything was fine?
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​Chapter 4: Mayor McMillan’s Gamble
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Meanwhile, across town, Mayor Jenny McMillan was finding it harder to maintain her cheery facade. Despite her efforts to keep businesses open and the town “functional,” Palatka was coming apart at the seams. She held press conferences, assuring the public that help was on the way, that they just needed to “hold strong and keep going.”

But behind closed doors, Jenny was panicking. Calls from angry residents flooded her office. Business owners were furious about the dwindling customers, and health officials were demanding stricter measures. Her advisors were divided, some urging her to lock down the town, others worried about the economic impact.

“Sheriff Gator’s got half the town ready to lock themselves in their houses,” she fumed during one tense meeting. “We need to keep people calm, not scare them into thinking the world is ending!”

“But Jenny,” one of her advisors said quietly, “the hospitals are overwhelmed. We can’t keep pretending this isn’t happening.”

She waved him off. “It’s a blip. We’ve survived worse.”

As the death toll rose, her stance grew more controversial. The tension between her and Sheriff Gator escalated, coming to a head when a group of protestors gathered outside City Hall, demanding that the town be shut down.


“They need to leave,” Jenny insisted. “We can’t have a mob spreading panic.”




Sheriff Gator met her gaze, unflinching. “It’s not panic, Mayor. It’s fear. And they got a right to be



scared.”
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Chapter 5: Kim’s Descent
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At HCB Hospital, the situation was deteriorating rapidly. Kim McKnight was on the front lines, facing an endless wave of patients. It seemed as though every hour brought another crisis—a doctor down with symptoms, a nurse fainting from exhaustion, families begging for help that wasn’t there.

Kim’s supervisor, Dr. Harris, tried to keep things together, but he was visibly cracking under the pressure. “We’re not built for this,” he told Kim in a hushed tone one night. “We don’t have the staff, the equipment—this isn’t a hospital anymore, it’s a battlefield.”

Patients were now being turned away. Makeshift tents were set up outside to serve as overflow. The staff was being pushed to their limits, and Kim knew it was only a matter of time before she got sick, too.

That night, she came home and sank into a chair, tears of frustration and exhaustion streaming down her face. “It’s like fighting a war we can’t win,” she told Brad, her voice breaking. “People are dying, and we’re just...watching.”

Brad pulled her close, his own fears silently echoing hers. “We’re gonna get through this, Kim. Somehow, we’re gonna get through this.”
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​Chapter 6: Sheriff Gator Takes Charge
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Sheriff Gator Monroe was not a man who backed down from a fight. When it became clear that Mayor McMillan wasn’t going to act, he took matters into his own hands. He organized checkpoints, issued curfews, and set up temporary shelters for the homeless.

His small team of deputies worked day and night, delivering supplies to the most vulnerable and trying to keep the peace in a town that was on edge. It wasn’t enough, but it was something.

Sheriff Gator also made a public statement, standing in front of the courthouse, a grim expression on his face. “We are in a crisis, folks. You need to stay home, wear masks, and do what you can to protect yourselves and your neighbors. We’re fighting something we can’t see, but it’s here, and it’s real.”

People listened. They trusted Gator in a way they didn’t trust the mayor. And slowly, a small but determined group of volunteers began working alongside the sheriff, delivering groceries, checking on the elderly, and offering whatever help they could.

But even with these efforts, the death toll climbed. The virus was relentless, and Palatka was quickly becoming a ghost town.
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Chapter 7: The Corruption at HCB Hospital


[image: ]




It wasn’t long before the state of affairs at HCB Hospital reached the ears of the media. Reports of negligence and profiteering started leaking out. Jimmy’s blog was one of the first to break the story, thanks to the anonymous tips he received from hospital staff.

“The board of HCB has blood on their hands,” one post read. “They refused to stock up on necessary equipment, put profits over patients, and now people are paying the price.”

The hospital administrators scrambled to control the narrative, but it was too late. Journalists from across the state descended on Palatka, uncovering the ugly truth about how the hospital had been cutting corners for years. Lawsuits were filed, investigations launched, but it was little comfort to the families who had lost loved ones.

Kim, too, was at her breaking point. She saw the greed, the mismanagement, and the devastation it caused. One evening, she collapsed at home, her body finally giving in to the exhaustion and the virus she had fought so hard to avoid. Brad and Jimmy rushed her to the overcrowded hospital, where she found herself on the other side of the bed rails—now a patient instead of a caregiver.
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Chapter 8: The Collapse
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With HCB barely functioning and the virus ravaging the town, Palatka seemed on the verge of total collapse. The streets were nearly empty, save for the occasional ambulance or patrol car. Jimmy watched the events unfold, the helplessness and anger growing inside him.

He knew he had to do something more than just report on the crisis—he had to be part of the solution. Inspired by Sheriff Gator and the volunteers, he began organizing neighborhood help groups, using his blog to connect people who needed assistance with those willing to give it.

Palatka was battered, bruised, but not completely broken. The community began to pull together in ways they never had before. Amid the suffering, acts of kindness and heroism shone through—ordinary

––––––––
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​people doing extraordinary things to help one another.
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Chapter 9: The Reckoning
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Mayor McMillan’s denial and missteps finally caught up with her. Under increasing pressure, she called for an emergency lockdown, but it was too little, too late. As she stood in front of a dwindling group of reporters, trying to justify her decisions, the people of Palatka had already turned to Sheriff Gator and each other for leadership.

The crisis at HCB brought sweeping changes. New management took over, and the state launched a full investigation into the hospital’s practices. For Kim McKnight, the ordeal left scars that would never fully heal, but she survived, and so did her family.

Sheriff Gator remained a symbol of hope and resilience, a man who had faced down the worst and stood his ground. His face appeared on local news, a testament to what small-town strength really looked like.

And Jimmy McKnight—once just an ordinary teenager—emerged as a voice for truth and accountability. He had faced the darkness head- on and helped bring light to a community that desperately needed it.

Epilogue: The Aftermath

In the end, Palatka was forever changed. The virus had taken lives, exposed corruption, and pushed the town to the brink. But it also revealed the strength of its people—their ability to adapt, to stand up for each other, and to rebuild even after everything seemed lost.

“Pandemic 2.1: The Surge on Palatka, Florida” isn’t just a story of survival. It’s a story of resilience, of ordinary heroes, and the power of a community to confront its challenges and emerge stronger, despite the hardships. It’s about a small town that faced an invisible enemy and found a way to fight back.
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​The Tragic Tale of Charles Digem

By Thomas Miller

In shadows cast by the fire’s dim light,

Stood Charles Digem, cloaked in the night.

A mortician bound by death’s cruel game,

Whispered through halls, they called his name.

The yellow fever swept the land,

A silent plague with a merciless hand.

Bodies stacked in cold disarray,

While Charles worked, night turned to day.


His fingers trembled, his gaze grew wild,

Each corpse a weight, each spirit defiled.



The air was thick with rot and despair,

And voices began to fill the air.

"Charles, dear Charles," the whispers came,


"Join the dance, be one with the flame.

Your hands can sew, your blade can bind,

But what of the soul you’ve left behind?"




He stood transfixed, his thoughts askew,

A mortician’s craft he once thought true.



Now haunted by cries of those who’d passed,

Their mournful wails, a spell he’d cast.

Before the hearth, he bared his chest,

A scalpel poised, a devil’s jest.

"Preserve myself," he muttered low,

"As the voices demand, so it shall go."


He pierced his skin with trembling hand,

Drawing patterns like a cursed brand.

Veins embalmed, blood turned to wax,

His sanity splintered, no turning back.



The fire roared, a ghastly glow,

Casting shapes of the dead in tow.

Eyes unseen but felt their stare,


He carved his flesh in morbid despair.




"Charles, oh Charles, embrace our kin,



Feel the life seep from within.

A mortician’s fate is to preserve,

Yet you shall serve what you deserve."

By dawn, the hearth burned low and faint,


And Charles, now a ghastly saint.

Skin of parchment, veins of glass,

A macabre relic of death’s morass.
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​The townsfolk found him, stiff and cold,

His story whispered, dark and old.

In yellow fever’s cruel embrace,

A mortician lost to death’s own face.

The fireplace stands, his scalpel near,

A haunting reminder of madness and fear.

For Charles Digem, in shadows tread,

Lives on in whispers, though long since dead.
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​The Sock Hop That Turned to Hell

Written by Thomas Miller – All Rights Reserved

It was a crisp autumn evening in 1964, and the air was filled with the twang of rock ‘n’ roll and the hum of excitement. The high school gymnasium buzzed with students dressed in their finest, the boys in slicked-back hair and letterman jackets, the girls in poodle skirts and saddle shoes. Ted and Kelly, high school sweethearts, were the picture of young love. Ted, a cocky quarterback, and Kelly, the shy but stunning girl-next-door, were the couple everyone envied.

The sock hop was the event of the season, and as the night wore on, Ted whispered to Kelly about a thrill-seeking idea: a trip to the old Miller place. “C’mon, Kel,” he said with a mischievous grin. “Let’s do something spooky. You aren’t scared, are ya?” Kelly hesitated, clutching the hem of her skirt, but eventually gave in. After all, how could she resist Ted’s charm?

The Old Miller Place

The Old Miller place loomed at the edge of town like a ghostly sentinel, its decaying structure

swallowed by creeping ivy and the shadows of ancient oak trees. For decades, the house had been the source of whispered tales—a place of death and madness. No one dared venture inside, especially after Thomas Miller, the last heir of the estate, was institutionalized for his heinous crimes. The stories said he had murdered half a dozen drifters with a chainsaw before the sheriff’s department finally subdued him.

But those tales were old, and Ted scoffed at them. “All stories to keep kids like us out,” he said as they approached the sagging wooden door. He pushed it open with a creak, revealing a dark and dusty interior. “See? Just an old dump.”

What they didn’t know was that Thomas Miller had returned.

The Chainsaw’s Lullaby

Thomas had spent years in the mental institution honing his fantasies. The chainsaw wasn’t just a tool —it was an extension of his desires, his identity. The sound of it roaring to life was music to his ears, a symphony of power and chaos. In his warped mind, the vibrations of the saw were like the pulse of his darkest pleasures, the spray of blood like a lover’s embrace.

When Thomas escaped the institution, his first act was to return to the house of his twisted legacy. He turned the once-grand estate into his killing ground, a shrine to his fetish for carnage. The sight of fresh victims, wide-eyed and naive, ignited his most depraved urges.

A Night of Horror

Ted and Kelly ventured deeper into the house, their flashlights slicing through the suffocating darkness. They didn’t notice the faint hum at first, but soon it grew louder—a metallic whine that sent shivers down Kelly’s spine.
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​“Do you hear that?” she whispered, clutching Ted’s arm.

“Probably just the wind,” he muttered, though his bravado was beginning to crack.

Then, the chainsaw roared to life.


Thomas emerged from the shadows, his face obscured by a grotesque mask of stitched leather. The chainsaw in his hands gleamed under the moonlight seeping through a shattered window. His eyes burned with manic glee as he revved the blade, the sound echoing like a scream through the house.



Ted pushed Kelly toward the door. “Run!” he shouted, but it was too late. Thomas was faster than they imagined, driven by a perverse hunger.

The chainsaw tore through Ted’s back with a sickening crunch, his screams mingling with the shriek of the saw. Thomas groaned in ecstasy as he felt the resistance of flesh and bone, his twisted mind awash with pleasure. Kelly’s cries only fueled his frenzy as he turned his attention to her.

“Please, no!” she begged, but Thomas didn’t hear her pleas. He was lost in the rhythm of his grotesque ritual. The chainsaw danced through the air, carving a macabre masterpiece. Blood painted the walls, and the old house seemed to come alive with the echoes of the past.

Thomas’s World

For Thomas, the act wasn’t just about killing; it was about the art of destruction. The chainsaw was his brush, and human bodies were his canvas. Each cut, each spray of crimson, was a testament to his obsession. He didn’t just kill Ted and Kelly; he turned them into his creations, their remains arranged in a grotesque display that he admired long after their screams had faded.

As the night wore on, Thomas sat in the dimly lit parlor, cradling his chainsaw like a lover. He whispered to it, thanking it for the euphoria it brought him. For Thomas, there was no guilt, no remorse —only the thrill of the hunt and the satisfaction of the kill.

The Legend Lives On

By morning, the sheriff’s department found the car parked outside the Old Miller place, its doors wide open. Inside, they discovered the aftermath of Thomas’s dark symphony, the bodies unrecognizable and the air thick with the metallic scent of death.

Thomas Miller vanished into the woods, leaving behind nothing but horror and the roar of his chainsaw in the distance. The legend of the Old Miller place grew darker with each retelling, and the townsfolk warned their children to stay far away.

But Thomas was still out there, his love for the chainsaw driving him to seek new victims, new thrills, and new horrors to unleash on the unsuspecting world.

––––––––
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The Return to Darkness

Written by Thomas Miller – All Rights Reserved
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​The news of the massacre at the Old Miller place spread through the small town of Greenville like wildfire. The sheriff, a grizzled man named Hank Stetson, had seen plenty of horrors in his time, but nothing compared to the scene he walked into that morning. Ted and Kelly’s remains were barely identifiable, and the sheer brutality of the crime left even the most seasoned officers shaken.

“This ain’t no drifter or vagrant,” Hank muttered, staring at the blood-streaked walls. “This is Miller’s work. Damn lunatic’s back.”

But Hank faced a dilemma. Despite Thomas’s capture years ago, the town’s records had been sealed, the gruesome details of his crimes buried by officials who wanted to spare the community further shame. Most of Greenville’s newer residents had no idea about the horrors that had once taken place at the old estate. Now, the past was clawing its way back into the light.

“We gotta find him,” Hank growled, loading his shotgun. “Before anyone else ends up in pieces.”

The Predator Stalks Again

Meanwhile, Thomas had already moved on. The chainsaw, cleaned and polished, hung from his belt like a trophy as he stalked the dense woods surrounding the town. For him, the thrill wasn’t just in the act of killing—it was in the chase. The anticipation of cornering his next victim, hearing their panicked breaths, and seeing their wide, terror-filled eyes was as intoxicating as the kill itself.

He’d spent years in the institution fantasizing about this freedom. Every night, his dreams were filled with the roar of his chainsaw and the satisfying resistance of flesh and bone. It was his symphony, his dance, his love.

The next targets weren’t random. Thomas had studied the town while lurking in the shadows. His new victims were Mary and Daniel Harris, a young couple who had recently moved into a farmhouse on the outskirts of Greenville. Mary, a teacher, and Daniel, a mechanic, were hardworking, unsuspecting, and isolated—a perfect combination.

A Night to Remember

The Harris farmhouse was quiet that evening, with Mary grading papers at the kitchen table and Daniel tinkering with his truck in the barn. The cool breeze carried the scent of hay and oil, and the only sounds were the distant hoot of an owl and the occasional rustle of leaves.

Thomas watched from the tree line, his breath slow and steady as he observed the couple. He could almost taste the fear they would feel, the adrenaline coursing through their veins as he made his move. His fingers danced along the handle of the chainsaw, itching to unleash its power.

He struck first in the barn.

Daniel never saw him coming. The roaring chainsaw drowned out his scream as Thomas lunged, the blade tearing through metal and flesh with ease. The barn lit up with the sparks of the saw meeting steel, but Thomas didn’t falter. He took his time, savoring every moment, every scream, every futile attempt Daniel made to crawl away.

When Thomas was done, he turned his attention to the farmhouse.
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​The Final Moments

Mary heard the commotion and froze. “Daniel?” she called out, her voice trembling. Gripping a kitchen knife, she inched toward the door, her heart pounding in her chest. The barn door stood ajar, and the light flickered ominously.

As she stepped outside, the chainsaw roared to life, and Thomas emerged from the shadows. His mask, now speckled with fresh blood, glistened in the moonlight. Mary screamed and ran, but Thomas didn’t give chase immediately. He let her think she had a chance, watching her stumble and fall as she sprinted toward the woods.

When he finally caught her, the knife clattered to the ground as he grabbed her by the hair. Mary begged, pleaded for her life, but Thomas only smiled beneath his mask. The chainsaw roared, and the woods echoed with her final, bloodcurdling scream.

A Town on Edge

By the time Mary and Daniel’s bodies were discovered, the town was in a panic. The sheriff implemented a curfew, warning residents to stay indoors and lock their doors at night. But fear spread like a virus, and rumors ran rampant.

Some believed Thomas Miller was a ghost, his spirit bound to the Old Miller place, while others insisted he was flesh and blood, a man driven by madness and a thirst for revenge. Parents kept their children close, and no one dared venture into the woods.

But Thomas thrived in their fear. He moved like a shadow, always one step ahead of the authorities. The chainsaw became his signature, the sound of its motor a harbinger of death. Every victim was a new masterpiece, every kill a tribute to his unholy love.

A Legacy of Horror

As weeks turned to months, the legend of Thomas Miller grew darker. He became a specter in the eyes of the town, a boogeyman that parents used to scare their children into behaving. But for those who lived through the terror, he was all too real.

Thomas’s story wasn’t just one of madness—it was a testament to the depths of human depravity. His love for the chainsaw was more than an obsession; it was an identity, a purpose, a calling. And as long as the sound of his saw echoed through the woods, Greenville would never truly know peace.

The Hunter Becomes the Hunted

Written by Thomas Miller – All Rights Reserved

Greenville’s sheriff, Hank Stetson, wasn’t a man to back down from a fight. With each passing day and every new victim, the weight of the town’s fear bore down on his shoulders. Hank had seen plenty of
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​bloodshed in his years—hunters’ accidents, bar brawls gone too far—but nothing like this. Thomas Miller wasn’t just killing; he was orchestrating carnage, leaving behind macabre reminders of his twisted artistry.

Hank leaned over the evidence table in his office, staring at the map of Greenville. Red pins marked the locations of the murders, forming an eerie, jagged pattern that centered around the Old Miller place.

“He’s toying with us,” Hank muttered, lighting a cigarette with shaking hands. “Damn bastard’s drawing us in.”

Across the desk sat Deputy Joanne “Jo” Granger, a sharp-witted and determined woman who had

JOINED THE FORCE ONLY a year ago. “Sheriff,” she said, tapping her pen on the map, “what if we’re looking at this all wrong? He’s not just killing randomly—he’s choosing people. What if there’s a connection?”

Piecing the Puzzle Together

Jo’s words sparked a revelation. Over the next few days, the sheriff’s office dove into the town’s archives, poring over old case files, hospital records, and property deeds. The deeper they dug, the more a chilling pattern emerged: every victim had a tie to Thomas Miller’s past.

Ted and Kelly? Kelly’s grandmother had been on the jury that convicted Thomas years ago. Daniel Harris? His uncle had been a nurse at the institution where Thomas was held. Mary? She’d worked part-time at the hardware store where Thomas’s beloved chainsaw had been purchased.

“It’s revenge,” Jo said grimly, laying out the connections on the office’s bulletin board. “He’s going after anyone who had even the slightest hand in his downfall.”

Hank nodded, his jaw clenched. “Then we need to stop him before he finishes his damn list.”

The Trap

Determined to end the nightmare, Hank and Jo devised a plan. Using Jo as bait, they spread word around town that the sheriff’s office had set up a sting operation at the old hardware store. Jo, dressed in casual clothes and pretending to close up shop, would act as a decoy, while Hank and a team of deputies waited nearby.

The night was still and unnervingly quiet as Jo swept the floor, the dim glow of a single bulb casting long shadows across the aisles. Her heart pounded in her chest, every creak of the floorboards or gust of wind sending shivers down her spine. In her earpiece, Hank’s gruff voice reassured her. “We’re here, Jo. Stay sharp.”


Then, faint at first but growing louder, came the unmistakable sound of a chainsaw revving to life.




“He’s here,” Jo whispered, gripping the revolver at her hip.




The front door burst open, and Thomas stepped inside. His mask, stained with dried blood, glinted in



the light. He tilted his head, as if savoring the moment, before raising the chainsaw.
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​The Face-Off

“Freeze!” Jo shouted, leveling her gun at him.

Thomas paused, the chainsaw idling in his hands. For a moment, it seemed as though he might comply.

But then he lunged, the saw roaring as he swung it toward her. Jo fired, the first shot grazing his shoulder and the second missing entirely. She stumbled backward, knocking over a display of tools.

Hank and the deputies stormed in, their guns drawn. “Drop it, Miller!” Hank barked.

But Thomas didn’t stop. He moved with a terrifying speed, weaving through the aisles and using the shelves as cover. The deputies fired, the store erupting in a cacophony of gunfire and the deafening roar of the chainsaw.

Jo managed to duck behind the counter, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She peeked around the corner just in time to see Thomas overpower one of the deputies, the chainsaw tearing through his torso. Blood sprayed across the walls, and Hank shouted, “Take him down!”

The End of the Nightmare?

Cornered at last, Thomas made a final, desperate charge toward Hank. The sheriff fired three shots in quick succession, each one hitting its mark. Thomas staggered, dropping the chainsaw as blood seeped from his wounds. He collapsed to his knees, his mask slipping off to reveal a face twisted with pain and rage.
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