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For my family, who despite each of our differnces or disagreements, I know we will always be there for one another because

“Blood is Thicker than Water”
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SUNSHINE STATE EMP BLACKOUT: FAMILY REUNION
BLOOD IS THICKER SERIES: BOOK ONE

PREFACE

“In an instant, all of the lights go out. Phones, computers, everything electronic, useless. The unthinkable has happened.”

Just think about it, no lights, no microwave ovens, no cell phones, only a few working vehicles, no more access to life saving prescription drugs, the grocery shelves bare after mere hours into the event, looting, desperation and nowhere to turn. The government won’t be coming to help, they are in the same desperate position. Government officials will be looking to protect and fend for their own families, that includes members of the military and police forces. It will be dog eat dog and only the strongest will survive. Those unprepared don’t stand much of a chance in this new reality.

It’s no wonder that according to a recent report, a high-altitude electromagnetic pulse (EMP) could potentially wipe out 90% of the U.S. population within a year due to the crippling of critical infrastructure.

What if in an instant, modern life as we know it was reduced to basic survival? What lengths would you go to protect yourself and your loved ones?

That is what this book endeavors to delve into.

Thank you sincerely for giving me the chance to entertain you and hopefully give you some insight as to what the world might look like in the event of the worst happening and we were actually hit with an EMP. That event could not only come in the form of an intentional attack by terrorists or a foreign government but also by a “Coronal Mass Ejection”. Basically, a solar flare that is so big that it devastates things here on earth.

If you think it can’t happen, think again, because it already has. In September of 1859 a massive coronal mass ejection (CME) hit Earth’s magnetosphere. It is known as the Carrington Event. Named after the British astronomer Richard Carrington, who observed the solar flare that caused the CME.

It was the first documented geomagnetic storm, as it caused auroras to be seen around the world along with widespread telegraph communications failures.

Telegraph wires across North America and Europe failed.

It is considered the most powerful geomagnetic storm ever recorded, estimated to be over 10 times more powerful than any CME in modern history.

If an event of that magnitude occurred today, it would cause catastrophic damage to electronic infrastructure like the electric grid, satellites, GPS systems, and the internet.

Some experts estimate a Carrington-level event today could lead to trillions of dollars in damage globally and take years to recover from.

On average, only about two to three major CME events occur per solar cycle, which is approximately 11 years.

Other significant CMEs occurred in 1921 and 1989, both of which caused power outages and telecommunication issues.

In July 2012, a major CME barely missed the Earth. If it had struck, it could have matched the Carrington Event in strength.

Most experts estimate the likelihood of another Carrington-level event occurring in the next decade to be only around ten to twenty percent.

So, while truly massive and potentially society-crippling CMEs are rare, they are almost inevitable in the long run. The Sun’s natural cycles and randomness makes the timing unpredictable.

Not that I actually, sit and worry about such an unlikely event, I do believe being prepared and informed is the best policy.

I’m older now, 59 to be exact, and I live in Miami, Florida. Strangely the same age and location as the main character in this book. My son is recently back from his military duty in the Army, again strangely familiar to one of the characters in this book. My daughter, son-in-law and granddaughter live in Saint Augustine, Florida. I’m sensing a pattern here. My life compared to the chapters that follow.

Ok, I confess that while the book is not autobiographical, it is based on my thoughts as to a plan for my family in the event of some major catastrophe.

Don’t be confused, this is most definitely a work of fiction to be sure, but I have over the years thought about what I would do if everything suddenly went dark. Years ago, my family was all together, but as time goes by and life happens circumstances change. So, over the years my thoughts on the matter have had to change and adapt as well.

The characters contained within are not exactly true to my family members in every aspect, but the general attitudes and tendencies are pretty much spot on. Especially my daughter, as much as she would hate to read this, she is just like her old man, a sarcastic, cynical smart ass through and through. Her husband is for the most part a quiet guy that is very dedicated to his family and especially loving to his daughter. I think even though he is quite reserved on the outside, my belief is that he would storm the gates of Hell to keep his daughter safe. My mother, in this book is a very tough Ol’ broad and in many ways, she is in real life as well. She will do whatever needs to be done, but she will piss and moan about it all the while. My son is also a chip off the old block, he has his smartass side as well, but also a very gentle nature that I think serves him well and comforts all those around him. He also has that attitude of family first. Hence the title of this series, “Blood is Thicker.”

As far as the scenes where my ex-wife are concerned, well that was just pure therapy for me. She is indeed a very strong woman, I’ll give her that, but I did have some fun with her character. Please don’t be offended and please forgive me. I’m sure many of the guys reading this book, who have ex-wives will surely understand.

I am a true fan of this genre and I hope I do it justice. One thing that always bothers me about many of the books that I have read in this genre is that no matter what, it always seems the hero of the story and the supporting main characters facing certain doom or misfortune are always bailed out at the last minute by some stroke of fortune. I enjoy that, but sometimes find it a bit incredible. In my tale, some of the characters, including some of the main characters, find themselves in situations that they are unable to escape from without some consequences. While some situations may be disturbing, I’ve tried to make everything as realistic as possible. Sometimes, the lesser of two evils is the best course of action. So, this book may be a bit harsher in some situations than other books of the genre, but I tried to keep things as realistic as possible. There are no miracles to come in and save the hero at the last minute here. Sometimes reality can be ugly.

Finally, to the character of Maria. I am single and have been pretty much since my marriage fell apart many years ago. It is true, I have had a few relationships since then, but nothing that has lasted the test of time. So, I wrote in a romantic interest for my character. What can I say, I’m a romantic at heart, I truly am. I must say, Maria, if you are out there, please find me soon. I would hate to wait until the apocalypse to find true love.

With all that being said, I hope you enjoy what is to follow. Please remember I am not a professional writer, and my style is somewhat rough I’m sure, but I hope I’m able to entertain you for at least a few hours and hopefully get you thinking about your own family and your own situation if the worst should happen. Please be prepared, because you just never know what the future holds.

 

Thank you once again and I wish you all the best.

Bruno Brennan


INTRODUCTION

The threat of an electromagnetic pulse (EMP) attack has long concerned security experts and doomsday preppers alike. An EMP is a burst of electromagnetic radiation, caused by an explosion or fluctuation in the atmosphere, that can disrupt and fry electronic devices across a wide area. A powerful enough EMP could knock out entire power grids and render most modern technology useless in an instant.

While the causes of an EMP vary, one of the most feared scenarios is a high-altitude nuclear detonation. The EMP released by such an explosion could blanket entire regions, instantly overloading electrical systems ranging from smartphones to cars to hospital equipment. Aircraft might even fall from the sky. Without electricity, our society would be thrust back into the dark ages, leading to chaos and mass casualties.

However, not all technology would be affected. Most electronics developed before the widespread adoption of transistor circuitry in the 1960s, such as classic cars, old radios and simple generators, would likely survive an EMP blast intact. Protecting more sensitive devices by enclosing them in Faraday cages can also shield against EMP damage. Those who understand these loopholes, and take proper precautions, stand the best chance of weathering an EMP catastrophe.

This book follows the story of one Florida family determined to survive after a mysterious EMP disables the country’s power grid, plunging their lives into chaos. Led by fiercely protective patriarch Joe Kelly, they must rely on grit, supplies Joe has secretly stockpiled, and older modes of transportation to escape the urban anarchy. Their destination is Joe’s secluded cabin up north, but reaching it will require ingenuity, courage and sacrifice. This gripping tale explores how far one family will go to stay alive and united in the face of societal collapse and desperate brutality from their fellow man.


 

CHAPTER ONE

THE STORM BREWS

The early morning Florida sun beat down on the back patio where Joe Kelly sat cleaning his rifle collection. He worked methodically, taking each gun apart, oiling the mechanisms, and reassembling with an expertise honed over decades of ownership. Joe’s salt and pepper hair was neatly trimmed, and his blue jeans and cotton T-shirt were speckled with gun oil. At 59, he still had the solid frame of a man who worked with his hands.

As he finished reassembling a shotgun, Joe clicked on the small radio sitting on the patio table. The voices of talk radio hosts debating politics filled the air. Joe grunted in disgust as he listened to their discussions about new legislation aimed at increasing background checks for firearm purchases.

“More government overreach,” Joe grumbled to himself as he started breaking down a hunting rifle. “Just chipping away at our personal liberties bit by bit.”

Inside the house, Joe’s son Jojo sat on the living room couch, his eyes fixed on the television as cable news pundits argued loudly. At thirty-three, Jojo still had the close-cropped military haircut he had worn during his years of service in the Army. His brow was furrowed in concern beneath the faded tan beret he wore tilted back on his head.

On the screen, the news ticker flashed increasing global tensions between China, Russia and the United States. Jojo felt his chest tighten anxiously. After serving tours overseas, he was well-versed in the realities of war. The idea of conflict reaching America filled him with dread.

In the kitchen, Joe’s daughter Taylor and her husband Jake sat at the table keeping an eye on their 2-year-old daughter, Parker. The curly-haired toddler giggled happily as she ate peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. Jake made silly faces at Parker, eliciting high-pitched squeals of delight.

Taylor smiled at her husband’s antics. At thirty, Taylor still resembled the headstrong teenager who used to butt heads with Joe. Her long brown hair tumbled down to her waist in waves and her hazel eyes glinted with intelligence. Beside Taylor sat Joe’s 80-year-old mother, Toni. The elderly woman watched Parker indulgently, her silver hair cut in a curly pixie style.

Joe stepped into the kitchen carrying his cleaning supplies. He raised an eyebrow at Jake playing peek-a-boo with Parker.

“Don’t get her too riled up before her nap,” Joe said in his gravelly baritone. Jake nodded amiably.

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Joe,” he replied. Despite Jake’s quiet demeanor, Joe knew the young man was devoted to Joe’s daughter and granddaughter.

At dinner that evening, the family sat around the table enjoying the pot roast Toni had prepared. As usual, Joe dominated the conversation.

“Did you all hear the Secretary of Defense on the news today?” Joe asked between bites. “Going on about rival nations expanding their EMP technology?”

Taylor sighed, detecting another political rant building. But Jojo looked thoughtful.

“Yeah, sounds like the threat is growing,” he replied. “One strategic strike could wipe out the whole power grid. Millions would die in the first year from starvation and disease.”

Joe pointed his fork at Jojo. “Exactly. But are our politicians focused on that? No, they’re busy ramming more gun control down law-abiding citizens’ throats.”

Taylor rolled her eyes as she cut up Parker’s food. “Oh, c’mon Dad, you always think the sky is falling. I’m sure the government has contingencies in place.”

Jake caught Joe’s eye sympathetically and gave a slight nod. He didn’t engage in these debates, but Joe knew his son-in-law understood his concerns.

After dinner, Joe retreated to his study. He switched on the single overhead bulb and the small space filled with light. Maps covered the walls showing Florida highways, backroads, waterways and topography. Joe selected a well-worn map and unrolled it on his desk.

Tracing his finger along the roads leading out of Miami, he tried to map the likeliest escape routes north towards the rural county where his cabin was located. He was so focused; he didn’t notice Jojo enter the room.

“If the cities descend into chaos, the main highways will get jammed quickly,” Jojo said.

Joe nodded without looking up. “I figure we’d take twenty-seven up through the state’s interior. Avoid the I-95 mess.”

“That could work, but there’s still a risk of traffic jams without alternate routes planned,” Jojo said. “May I?”

Joe passed his son the map. Jojo studied it, then began plotting less populated backroads running parallel to Highway twenty-seven.

“We can use these to bypass congestion if needed,” Jojo said, marking the map decisively.

“Good thinking,” Joe said gruffly. He felt better knowing his son’s military expertise could aid their escape from the city.

“And dad I have a pretty strong feeling we may be using these routes on foot if we get hit with an EMP, those fancy cars in the driveway are gonna be toast” Jojo said solemnly.

Joe replied “Son, I fear you are one hundred percent correct, and there ain’t much cover on US twenty-seven, it’s just one long stretch of road with nothing but swamp on both sides. That part of the trip could be very interesting.”



 

CHAPTER TWO

TIME TO GO

The morning sun streamed in through the windows of Joe’s Miami home, promising another hot and humid Florida day. Inside, Taylor and Jake were hurrying to finish packing up their SUV for the long drive back to their home in St. Augustine.

Little Parker giggled happily as Jake strapped her into her car seat, planting a kiss on top of her curly head when she was secured. “Ready to hit the road, goofball?” he asked, tickling her belly. Parker erupted in high-pitched squeals of delight.

Taylor smiled indulgently as she watched Jake and their daughter. Her long brown waves were pulled back in a practical ponytail and her sleeveless blouse and shorts were wrinkled from a week of casual vacation wear. She did a final sweep of the living room, checking for any stray toys or belongings.

In the kitchen, Joe was pouring himself a third cup of coffee. Seeing Taylor surveying the living room, he cleared his throat.

“Before y’all head out, I’ve got some things I want you to take back with you,” he said.

Taylor noted her father’s solemn tone but was distracted trying to keep Parker from pulling off her shoes in the car seat. “Sure Dad, just make it quick, we should already be on the road,” she said.

Joe disappeared down the hall and returned with a plain canvas bag. He handed it to Jake, who had come to stand beside Taylor.

“Now I know you think I’m just a paranoid old man,” Joe said. “But I’d feel better knowing you have these, just in case.”

Curious, Jake unzipped the bag while Joe continued. “It ain’t much. Some basic survival supplies. Flashlight, first aid kit. And a handgun with ammo, for protection.”

Jake pawed through the bag’s contents while Taylor crossed her arms. “Dad...” she said in a weary voice.

“Just hear me out,” Joe said, holding up a hand. “The world’s getting dangerous. If chaos comes, folks are gonna get desperate. Better you can defend yourselves.”

He pointed to a worn map of Florida covered in highlighting and notes. “There’s the route to our cabin marked, away from major highways. Avoid the refugees fleeing the cities.”

Taylor sighed, exasperated. “You think society is just going to collapse any day? Don’t you think you’re overreacting a little?”

Joe’s jaw tightened. “Maybe, maybe not. But if I’m right, you’ll be glad you have these things. And if I’m wrong, no harm keeping them on hand.”

“Fine, we’ll take the silly bag,” Taylor huffed. She headed out to the SUV without another glance.

Jake lingered, meeting Joe’s steely gaze. “I’ll keep it close,” he said quietly. “Better safe than sorry.”
Joe clasped Jake’s shoulder firmly. “You’re a good man. Take care of our girls.”

Jake gave Joe a solemn nod before heading out to load up the SUV. Taylor was already belted into the passenger seat, scrolling impatiently through her phone.

Joe and Jojo stood in the driveway, waving as the SUV pulled away. When it disappeared from sight, Joe’s smile faded. He surveyed the neighborhood streets, alive on this sunny Saturday morning with kids playing and neighbors tending their yards.

Everything seemed normal, but Joe couldn’t ignore the pit in his stomach. He said a silent prayer that the peace and freedom they enjoyed would not be shattered anytime soon. With grim determination, he turned and followed Jojo back inside the house.

With a heavy feeling in his gut, he turned and walked slowly back inside, letting the screen door bang shut behind him. He hoped his nagging sense of dread was just paranoia as Taylor claimed.

But something in his bones told him chaos was on the horizon. And when it came, his family would need to draw on every ounce of strength and courage to survive. All he could do was try and prepare them as best he could.

The rest was in God’s hands now. Sending up a silent prayer for their safety, Joe got back to work cleaning his rifle collection. He focused on the task at hand with diligent care and precision. Ready for whatever the future would hold



 

CHAPTER THREE

ESCAPE FROM THE CITY

Over the next week, life continued on uneventfully for the Kelly family in Miami. Joe and Jojo kept a watchful eye on the news, but no new threats emerged.

On a sunny Tuesday morning, Joe sat drinking coffee on the back patio. He wore a black cotton T-shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a battered old John Deere cap that had belonged to his father. The salt and pepper stubble on his jaw glittered in the morning sun.

Joe’s trained ear detected aircraft passing high overhead. He craned his neck, squinting against the glare. A small formation of military jets streaked across the sky, heading south.

Joe’s pulse quickened. In all his years living near Homestead Air Reserve Base, he had never seen warplanes scramble here unless a hurricane was approaching. He stared hard at the empty sky long after the jets had disappeared from sight.

Just then, Jojo hurried out the patio door. “Dad, you gotta come quick - something’s happening!”

Joe followed his son back inside to the living room television. They arrived to see panicked newscasters speaking rapidly against a backdrop of the White House being hastily evacuated. Officials were being rushed into bunkers and aircraft could be heard flying low over the capital.

Joe and Jojo exchanged grave looks. This was exactly the type of crisis they had been preparing for. Jojo wordlessly handed his father an emergency bug-out bag and rifle. Joe accepted them, his jaw set.

The television screens abruptly went black. Seconds later, the house lights flickered out, plunging them into darkness. In the distance, alarms wailed as emergency generators kicked in.

“It’s an EMP,” Joe said through gritted teeth. “A coordinated attack. Just like we feared.” His worst predictions were coming true.

Jojo gripped his father’s shoulder, his military training taking over. “Let’s get moving then. Grab Gram and essential supplies only. We need to get out of the city before chaos erupts.”

Joe nodded, steeling himself for the difficult journey ahead. He took one last look out the window at his neighborhood, peaceful only minutes ago. Now the panicked cries of neighbors could be heard as the disaster began to unfold.

Jaw clenched, Joe turned away and headed upstairs to get his mother. It was time to go.

Toni was in her bedroom getting dressed when Joe came to the door. At eighty, she moved slower these days but was still fiercely independent.

























CHAPTER FOUR

DARK DAYS AHEAD















CHAPTER FIVE

A GRIM CHOICE











CHAPTER SIX

INTO THE WILDERNESS






























CHAPTER SEVEN

SHELTER IN PLACE

























CHAPTER EIGHT

GRABBIN’ GRAM SOME WHEELS
































CHAPTER NINE

LEAVING ST. AUGUSTINE


























CHAPTER TEN

A CHANCE ENCOUNTER
































OPS/image2.jpg






OPS/image1.png






OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
BRIEN(I BRENNAN





OPS/image0.png
Sunshine State EMP Blackout

Family Reunion

BLOOD IS THICKER SERIES: BOOK ONE

St. Augustine o

Punta Gorda ®

Miami®





