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Chapter 1: The Collapse
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The year was 2025, and the world as we knew it was gone. It started with whispers, subtle at first, like the low rumble of thunder in the distance. The debt, they said, had reached an unimaginable 150 trillion —an astronomical number that broke the minds of those responsible for fixing it. Politicians threw up their hands, corporations shut down, and in the courts, even the judges knew their gavels had lost their meaning. Order had crumbled, and the illusion of control evaporated. There were no more laws, no more trials, and soon, there was no justice.




The streets of major cities became wastelands of fear and hunger. What started with desperate riots over food and resources spiraled into something much darker. Without laws to protect, without enforcers to restrain, humanity gave in to its most primal instincts. And that’s when the cannibalism began.




No one saw it coming. The unraveling was swift and brutal. Judges, politicians, and once-powerful leaders, who had once sat in high towers and chambers, were now nothing more than carcasses. Their bodies, once symbols of authority, lined the streets. The people, driven by an unspeakable hunger, tore at their flesh with bare hands, gnawing on the remains of what used to be order.




The justice system, which had once held the fragile threads of civilization together, had died with a whisper. Its corpse lay scattered among the ruins of the world it once protected.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 2: The Debt That Broke the World
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


In the final days of the collapse, the government’s greatest fear was realized. The global debt crisis, long ignored by those in power, spiraled into catastrophe. The United States, the epicenter of world finance and the beacon of stability, had fallen first. The once unthinkable figure of 150 trillion dollars was everywhere—in headlines, on the lips of newscasters, on the faces of the panicked masses.




No one understood how to fix it. Economists were baffled, their carefully crafted systems buckling under the weight of too many zeros. The people who once managed the nation's money had no answers. Desperation turned to anger. Cities erupted into violence as the economy imploded, taking down entire institutions, banks, and infrastructures. Soon, the very concept of currency became a ghost—a memory of a time when things had value.




But nothing was worth anything anymore. The world’s greatest currency had become the only thing people truly valued—flesh.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 3: Feast of the Fallen
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The first reports were dismissed as isolated incidents—people caught in acts of madness. But soon, it was everywhere. When the supermarkets ran dry and the food trucks stopped coming, hunger spread like a disease. It gnawed at people’s bellies, whispered in their minds, and twisted their souls. In the darkest alleys and behind the barricades of once-bustling metropolises, the unthinkable happened.




Human flesh became a currency. Bodies were dragged from the ruins of courthouses, the offices of




dead corporations, and even the abandoned homes of the wealthy. They were skinned, butchered, and devoured. The judges who once passed sentences on others had become the sentenced, their carcasses now lining the streets, stripped of any identity except their usefulness as food.




The chaos was unstoppable. Without law, without order, society turned on itself. People hunted each other in the streets, and soon, families barricaded themselves in their homes, knowing the predators were just outside, waiting. What was left of the government tried to reassert control, but they too fell to the hunger. The soldiers became no different from the mobs they were sent to control.




The world had gone mad.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 4: The Stain of Delight
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


As the months passed, the survivors of the collapse settled into a new reality. The currency of the past had no place in this new world. Money meant nothing, as food—flesh—became the only thing of value. The cities became places of horror, where the scent of cooking meat no longer brought comfort, but terror.




There were those who took delight in this new world. The former outcasts, the criminals, and those who had been lurking on the fringes of society now ruled with impunity. Their appetite for flesh was more than survival—it became pleasure. They relished the hunt, the chase, and the feast.




Among them was the Stain, a self-proclaimed king of the new world. His followers called him that because wherever he walked, the ground was stained with the blood of his victims. He ruled over a gang of scavengers and murderers who thrived in the lawless ruins of the cities. His power was absolute, built on fear and brutality. In this new world, he was the law, and his word was final.




Under his reign, the idea of a return to normalcy died. Civilization had become a twisted mockery of itself, and the world now belonged to those who could kill and consume.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 5: The Road to Damnation
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The survivors, scattered in small bands across the wastelands, began to lose hope. Those who hadn’t succumbed to the hunger yet fought daily to keep their humanity intact. The debt that had destroyed the world still lingered in their minds like a haunting memory. But now, it wasn’t the trillions of dollars they feared—it was the endless hunger that gnawed at their very souls.




The roads were no longer paths of freedom; they had become trails of blood. The highways, once teeming with cars, were empty except for the bones of those who had tried to flee the cities. The rural areas, once places of solace, had become hunting grounds.




It was said that only the strongest survived in this world, but strength had taken on a new meaning. Strength wasn’t just the ability to fight off attackers—it was the will to resist becoming like them. But even the strongest were beginning to falter.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 6: The Final Verdict
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


In the end, there was no one left to pass judgment. The judges, the politicians, the leaders—they had all fallen. There were no more laws, no more courts, no more trials. The scales of justice had been shattered, and in their place stood the Stain and his followers, reveling in the chaos they had helped create.




The debt that had broken the world had taken more than just the economy—it had taken the souls of the




people. And now, in the ruins of what was once the most powerful nation on earth, there was only hunger, violence, and the unrelenting need to survive.




The world had become a place where justice was just another carcass, waiting to be consumed.




Doomsday 2025 was here.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 7: The Rise of the Survivors
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


Amid the chaos, not everyone had given in to despair. Small pockets of resistance still thrived in the shadows, hidden from the cannibal hordes and the Stain’s reign of terror. These survivors were not the strongest or the fiercest, but they were the ones who had clung to hope despite the darkness. They had learned to live off the land, scavenging what little they could without resorting to the horrors that had consumed the cities.




Leading this group was Evelyn Carter, a former district attorney who had once believed in the justice system she had now seen destroyed. She had lost her family in the early days of the collapse, but her will to survive had not wavered. Evelyn believed that if there was any hope left for humanity, it would come from those who refused to abandon their moral compass.




Evelyn’s camp was hidden deep in the wilderness, far from the roving bands of cannibals that stalked the highways. The people she had gathered were a diverse group—former teachers, engineers, medics, and even a few ex-soldiers who had deserted their posts when it became clear that the government no longer existed. They were the last remnant of a world that had once been, and they carried with them the knowledge and skills to rebuild—if they could survive long enough.




They called themselves the Watchers, for they had seen the world fall apart but refused to let it destroy them. Their mission was simple: survive, preserve what was left of their humanity, and, when the time was right, strike back against the chaos.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 8: A New Kind of Justice
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


Evelyn sat at the edge of the campfire one evening, her mind racing with thoughts of the past. She had once stood in courtrooms, arguing cases that now seemed so trivial. The petty crimes, the lawsuits over money and property—they were nothing compared to the lawlessness that ruled the world now.




But she knew that true justice had never really died. It was buried deep within people like her, those who still believed in fairness, order, and accountability. And as long as people like her survived, there was a chance to rebuild something better.




She looked around at the faces of her fellow survivors. Each one had suffered, but they had not given in. They had learned to trust one another, to work together, and to protect their small community. They had become a new kind of society, one that didn’t need laws written in books or enforced by guns. Their laws were simple: protect each other, share resources, and never lose sight of their humanity.




But Evelyn knew that survival alone wasn’t enough. The Stain and his cannibalistic followers would eventually find them if they stayed hidden. She had heard the stories of his growing influence, his twisted sense of power over the crumbling cities. It was only a matter of time before he set his sights on




the wilderness where the Watchers had made their home.




Evelyn made a decision that night. They would not wait to be found. They would take the fight to the Stain.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 9: The Plan
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


Over the next few days, Evelyn and the Watchers began planning their attack. It wasn’t going to be easy—taking on the Stain’s forces was a suicide mission for a group as small as theirs. But they had something the Stain’s followers didn’t—strategy, organization, and a burning desire for justice.




Evelyn’s background in law had taught her the power of careful planning, and the ex-soldiers in the group had the combat experience needed to make the plan a reality. They decided to hit the Stain where it would hurt the most—not in his fortified camps, but in the supply chains that kept his gang of cannibals fed and armed.




The Stain’s power came from his control over the ruins of the cities, where he hoarded the remaining resources—food, fuel, and weapons. Without those, his followers would crumble, and the Stain’s reign of terror would end.




The Watchers set out in small teams, infiltrating the abandoned towns and scavenging whatever they could. They built homemade explosives from scraps and rigged traps along the roads the Stain’s men traveled. Their goal was to disrupt his supply lines, weaken his forces, and force him into a final confrontation.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 10: The Battle for Survival
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The Watchers' first strike came on a cold, gray morning. Evelyn watched through binoculars as a convoy of the Stain’s men drove down a deserted highway, their trucks filled with stolen supplies. As they neared the ambush point, the ground erupted in a series of explosions, flipping the lead truck onto its side. The others screeched to a halt, and chaos ensued.




From the hills above, the Watchers unleashed a hail of gunfire, taking out the disoriented soldiers below. The battle was short and brutal. By the time it was over, the convoy had been reduced to burning wreckage, and the few survivors had fled into the wilderness.




It was a small victory, but it sent a message. The Stain’s grip on power was not absolute, and the Watchers were not afraid to fight back.




Word of the attack spread quickly, and soon the Stain’s forces began to unravel. His followers, once loyal out of fear, began to desert him, realizing that the protection he offered was no longer guaranteed. Some even sought refuge with the Watchers, begging for mercy and a chance to escape the horrors they had been part of.




But Evelyn knew that the Stain wouldn’t go down without a fight. He was a symbol of everything wrong with the world—the hunger, the madness, the desire for power at any cost. And he wouldn’t rest until he had destroyed every last remnant of hope.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 11: The Final Confrontation
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The Watchers’ camp was quiet the night before the final battle. Evelyn stood at the edge of the clearing, staring out into the darkness. She could feel the weight of what was coming. They had weakened the Stain, but he was still dangerous. And tomorrow, they would face him head-on.




As dawn broke, the Watchers marched toward the ruins of the city where the Stain had made his stronghold. The streets were eerily quiet, but Evelyn knew they were being watched. The final confrontation was inevitable, and there was no turning back.




They moved through the broken buildings, their eyes scanning every shadow for signs of movement. Then, from the darkness, came the sound of footsteps—hundreds of them.




The Stain emerged, flanked by his remaining followers, their eyes wild with hunger.




His face twisted into a grotesque smile as he saw Evelyn and her group approaching.




“So,” he sneered, “the last remnants of a dying world come to face me.”




Evelyn stepped forward, her voice steady. “This ends now. No more hunger. No more chaos. No more of you.”




The Stain laughed, a cold, hollow sound that echoed through the empty streets. “You think you can stop me? You’re nothing. Just like the judges, the politicians, the law. All of it—nothing. I am the future.”




Evelyn raised her weapon. “Not if I have anything to say about it.”




The battle erupted in a flash of violence. The Watchers fought with everything they had, their determination fueled by the knowledge that this was their last stand. The Stain’s forces were relentless, but the Watchers had something the cannibals didn’t—hope.




In the end, it was Evelyn who faced the Stain alone. Bloodied and exhausted, she stood over him as he lay on the ground, his power broken, his reign of terror at an end.




“You think this changes anything?” he rasped, his voice filled with venom. “There will always be hunger.”


​


Evelyn looked down at him, her expression grim. “Maybe. But we’ll never stop fighting it.”




With a final, swift motion, she ended his life.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 12: A New Dawn
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The days following the battle were quiet, almost surreal. The Watchers had won, but the world was still broken. Rebuilding would take time, and the scars of what had happened would never fully heal. But for the first time in years, there was hope.




Evelyn stood at the edge of the camp, watching as the survivors began to clear the rubble and rebuild their lives. They were no longer just surviving—they were living. And that, she knew, was the greatest victory of all.




As the sun set on the horizon, Evelyn allowed herself a moment of peace. The world would never be the same, but it didn’t have to be. They would make something better—together.




Doomsday 2025 had come and gone, but in its place was the promise of a new beginning.



— ◆ —
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Chapter 13: The Long Road Ahead
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By Thomas Miller

From the Pen of Thomas Miller


The victory over the Stain marked the end of one chapter but the beginning of another—perhaps even more difficult—struggle. The collapse of society had left deep wounds, and the infrastructure of the old world was beyond repair. For the Watchers and the scattered groups of survivors who had not given in to the cannibalistic horrors, the real challenge now was how to rebuild without falling into the same traps that had destroyed the world.




Evelyn sat with her most trusted advisors—Marcus, a former soldier who had helped plan the assault on the Stain, and Sarah, a medic who had saved countless lives during the final battle. The camp was quiet, but there was a palpable sense of tension in the air. Rebuilding was not going to be easy.




“We need to start farming again,” Marcus said, pacing back and forth in front of the fire. “Hunting and scavenging won’t be enough to sustain us much longer. If we don’t figure out how to grow our own food, we’ll be back where we started.”




Sarah nodded, but her face was grim. “And it’s not just food. We’re running low on medical supplies. The wounds from the battle were bad enough, but infection could kill more of us than the Stain ever did if we’re not careful.”




Evelyn listened to them, her mind racing with a thousand thoughts. They had won a battle, but the war for survival was far from over. Supplies were dwindling, and while they had taken out one of the biggest threats, they still didn’t have a secure future. The world outside their camp was vast and dangerous, filled with other warlords and desperate groups who could turn on them at any moment.




“We can’t do this alone,” Evelyn finally said, her voice cutting through the tension. “We need to start reaching out to other survivor groups. There are still people out there—people like us, who haven’t given in to the hunger. If we can unite them, maybe we have a chance to rebuild something real.”




Marcus frowned. “You’re talking about forming a new society? With what—laws, government? Look where that got us before. The old systems failed. They led to this.”




“I’m not talking about rebuilding the old world,” Evelyn replied. “I’m talking about something different. Something better. We don’t need a government to tell us what’s


​


right or wrong, but we do need structure. Rules. Community. Without that, we’ll fall back into chaos.”




Sarah nodded slowly. “She’s right, Marcus. If we don’t work together with others, we’ll never survive. The world is too broken to go it alone.”




Marcus sighed, his face softening. “I get it. I just... I don’t want us to fall into the same traps. Power corrupts, and we’ve seen what happens when people get too much of it.”




Evelyn stood and placed a hand on his shoulder. “That’s why it has to be different this time. No one person will hold all the power. We’ll build something that’s fair, where everyone has a voice.”




It was a bold vision, but it was the only one that made sense. If they didn’t unite the scattered survivors, they would all die alone in the wasteland.



— ◆ —
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