
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Cherry Kicks Red Meat

Mitch Miller


Presented by Synth & Syntax

Copyright © 2025 by Mitch Miller

All rights reserved.

This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced without the express written permission of the author. Usage of any portion of this book to train AI engines of any kind is strictly prohibited.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Cover image by Jason Leung. 

Cover design by Mitch Miller.

First Edition 2025



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Content Warning



This is a horror story.
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Within this horror story you will encounter the following:

Homophobia, transphobia, police brutality, child abuse (past, non-explicit), incest (past, non-explicit), religious abuse, suicidal ideation, emetophobia, intended harm towards animals, violence, gore, cannibalism, and explicit sexual content.
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Discretion is advised.
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POP HAD SAID A LOT OF THINGS—not all of them nice or true. He had said the End Times would come knockin' with a huge fireball, or a biblical plague, or a fleet of alien ships piloted by angels. Pop hadn't been a man of faith.

Tom had believed him with the intensity every kid his age believed in Santa Claus, despite the big red guy only ever leaving a pair of mended socks under the skinny pine tree they'd propped up against the motel room window.

Pop had said Tom would never amount to anything, what with shitty grades and an even shittier attitude. Good for nuthin' dyke wasn't even gonna give him any damn grandkids, he had said. That one turned out only half true. Had Pop lived long enough, Tom would have never let him see the grandkids anyway.

Had Pop lived long enough, Commander Thomas H. Caval of the Shuttle Orion would not have been in his current situation, and he was yet to decide whether or not that was a good thing.

It was when the baton hit the side of his skull that he ultimately decided it wasn't. The flash in his eyes whited out the boulevard, the glass of shattered storefronts stabbing his temple as his head rebounded off the concrete sidewalk.

All he had asked for was a glass of water. It didn't even have to be in a glass. He would have drunk it straight out of the dog bowl had the cop told him to. But Tom understood. Back in the day he had a ginger cat he would have done anything for, so it made sense for a human in this hell of a planet to do whatever it took to keep their animal alive.

Just a sip, though.

Tom hadn't felt his tongue in hours, the inside of his mouth the texture of sandpaper. Lips cracked, muscles cramping, head light.

The irony of dehydration at sea always tickled him, and while he wasn't at sea, he did just crawl out of it. He wondered if this is what Tiktaalik felt when it crawled out of the primordial waters to transform the only existing method of locomotion. Tom too had transformed himself—from weird little girl to whatever he was now.
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