
[image: ]

Planet Of The Races

EPISODE ONE

Alien Amongst Aliens 

―― KINEY―― 

Copyright © 2026 by kiney.
All rights reserved. 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.

10419 Red Cardinal Drive

Cleveland, Texas 77328

kiney© Publishing Houston, Texas

www.kiney.co

Publisher’s Note:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

Ordering Information:

Quantity sales. Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the “Special Sales Department” at the address above.

Planet of the Races-Episode Two/ kiney©—1st edition

[image: ]

Opening Brief

When Joy Joseph encounters ⨰i⋲, the first alien known to have landed on Earth, she quickly discovers that the greatest danger is not the visitor from another world—but the people determined to control his story. Hunted by powerful forces and falsely cast as a threat, ⨰i⋲ wants only one thing: to recover his ship and return home.

But in a world ruled by fear, difference is easily weaponized.

As government surveillance tightens and a ruthless military figure moves to exploit ⨰i⋲ ’s extraordinary existence for power, Joy is drawn into a battle far larger than herself—one that will test her courage, her faith, and her understanding of what it truly means to be human. With truth buried beneath propaganda, betrayal, and violence, Joy must decide how much she is willing to risk to protect a being the world has been taught to fear.

Set against the charged backdrop of Louisiana, Planet of the Races: Alien Amongst Aliens is a gripping story of first contact, political deception, love, survival, and the high cost of telling the truth in a world built on lies.
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Dedication to Family

This novel is dedicated to my cousins, who have departed this world and taken with them a piece of my heart that nothing on this side of eternity can replace; to my brothers and sisters, whose legendary smiles will never again light up a room, leaving behind a silence that still feels wrong in every gathering; and to my uncles and aunts, whose steady counsel no longer guides our steps, so that every choice now feels a little heavier, every mile on this road a little more solitary because they are not here to walk it with us.  

To my grandparents, who held the meaning of family together with calloused hands and stubborn love, who taught us what it meant to belong to one another—now that they are gone, the house feels emptier, the stories quieter, and the family pride and togetherness they protected so fiercely flicker like a fading light.  

May these pages stand as a small offering to all of you—proof that your love, your sacrifices, and your names did not vanish when you did, but continue to live in the stories I tell and the person I am still struggling to become.

―kiney―
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Synopsis

Planet of the Races: Alien Amongst Aliens

When Joy Joseph, a sharp, politically conscious woman from Opelousas, Louisiana, crosses paths with ⨰i⋲, the first extraterrestrial being ever to arrive on Earth, her life is pulled into a dangerous conflict between truth and power. ⨰i⋲ is not an invader, a terrorist, or the hostile fugitive the government claims he is. He is a stranded traveler trying to recover his ship and return home. But to the powerful men who seize control of his story, ⨰i⋲ is something far more valuable: a weapon, a biological prize, and the key to unimaginable military dominance.

At the center of that conspiracy stands Colonel Braddock, a ruthless strategist operating through classified channels linked to America’s anomaly-response apparatus. Publicly, Braddock frames ⨰i⋲ as a grave national-security threat. Privately, he intends to capture, exploit, and if necessary, kill the first alien ever to set foot on Earth before the American people learn the truth. His obsession deepens when he gains access to ⨰i⋲’s extraordinary combat suit, a near-invulnerable piece of alien technology capable of reshaping warfare and global power forever.

Complicating matters further is Special Agent Frederick Douglas Johnson, a disciplined federal investigator assigned to examine the growing scandal. Initially tasked with helping contain the situation, Johnson gradually uncovers evidence that the official case against ⨰i⋲ has been manufactured. As he draws closer to Joy, professionally and emotionally, he is forced to confront the widening corruption inside the very institutions he serves. In Joy, he finds not only a witness, but a woman whose moral clarity challenges everything he believes about loyalty, law, and justice.

Blending political conspiracy, Black science fiction, Black Southern identity, military intrigue, first-contact suspense, and a love story forged in crisis, this novel explores who gets called human, who gets called dangerous, and what happens when the truth survives long enough to speak for itself.
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Indians of the U.S.A. - Digital Commonwealth

Creator: Bahadir Kavlakli

Before the maps were broken and redrawn, before sails appeared on the horizon like omens, before empire learned to cross the sea and call theft discovery, this world already had names. It was Turtle Island. It was Abya Yala. It was Ixachilan. It was Runa Pachanam. These names were older than conquest and deeper than borders. They did not rise from the logic of ownership, but from relationship—born of people who knew the pulse of the land, who read the language of rivers, mountains, stars, and seasons as if the earth itself were alive and speaking. In every name was a memory. In every memory, a covenant. The land was not a possession. It was ancestor, shelter, instruction, and sacred trust. Then came the strangers. They arrived with iron, hunger, doctrine, and flags. 
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They came with new names for old places and new laws for old peoples. They measured forests in profit, rivers in trade routes, mountains in ore, and human lives in labor. Across continents and centuries, the pattern repeated with merciless precision: enter, claim, divide, extract. What could not be bought was seized. What could not be controlled was erased. What could not be erased was renamed. This was the oldest technology of empire. Not the musket. Not the ship. Not the machine. Power. The power to define whose knowledge mattered. The power to decide who was civilized and who was disposable. The power to strip a people from the soil beneath them and call the violence necessary. Again and again, the strong fed upon the vulnerable and mistook domination for progress. The history of the world became a graveyard of encounters between those who had more tools and those who had more to lose. But history is never finished with its own patterns. What if the next arrival does not come across an ocean, but through the stars? What if the strangers are not men in armor or merchants under royal decree, but beings forged by sciences beyond our imagination—travelers, machines, or intelligences so advanced that humanity appears to them the way isolated tribes once appeared to empires: fascinating, chaotic, exploitable, and unprepared? What if Earth, for the first time in its violent memory, finds itself on the other side of conquest? Then the question changes. Not who will colonize—but how. Will these visitors come as observers, approaching humanity with care, restraint, and the humility to encounter a living world without trying to own it? Will they see human cultures as archives of memory, struggle, beauty, and invention? Will they understand that wisdom can exist without advanced machinery, that survival itself can be a form of intelligence, that a people’s bond with land may hold truths no instrument can measure? Or will they be more familiar than we dare admit?  
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Will they read the planet the way conquerors always have: as inventory? Will they study our oceans for extraction, our atmosphere for engineering, our bodies for experimentation, our conflicts for leverage? Will they sort us by usefulness, by obedience, by adaptability? Will they see division and feed it? Race. Religion. Nation. Class. Language. Fear. The old fractures would still be here, waiting to be exploited by any force intelligent enough to weaponize them. And if such beings arrived, what would that reveal—not about them, but about us? Because every imagined invasion is also a reckoning. Every speculative future casts a harsher light on human history. In wondering how a superior intelligence might treat Earth, humanity is forced to confront the record it has already written in blood across its own world. We know what the powerful do when they believe themselves chosen. We know what happens when knowledge outruns conscience. 
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We know how easily discovery becomes domination, and how often progress leaves ash in its wake. That is the real terror. Not that something stronger may come. But that it may resemble us. This is why the story matters. Not because it asks whether non-human beings exist, but because it asks what ethics survive first contact. It asks whether intelligence without empathy inevitably becomes predatory. Whether technology without reverence becomes ruin. Whether power, once unchecked, always reaches for ownership before understanding. At its core, the future of any world—human or otherwise—depends less on what a civilization can build than on what it refuses to destroy. And somewhere beyond the known architectures of mapped space, beyond the reach of ordinary instruments and the certainty of established science, there exists a civilization that may already know the answer. 
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By Gemelli Careri

Voyage Round the World, Public Domain, https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=12056161

The Laranians. In the deep dark between star systems, where radiation storms erase the careless and gravity itself bends like scripture around ancient suns, their world endures. It is a planet spoken of in fragments, pursued in theory, and lost in every attempt at direct discovery. Advanced societies have searched for it. Explorers have chased atmospheric distortions, gravitational anomalies, and encrypted traces buried in cosmic static. Yet the planet remains concealed, as though hidden not only by physics, but by will. Among the civilizations of the galaxy, the Laranians are regarded with a mixture of reverence, suspicion, and awe. They are said to have achieved what most species never do: order without tyranny, advancement without self-destruction, discipline without spiritual decay. Where other societies turned their knowledge into engines of war and hierarchy, the Laranians transformed theirs into balance. They did not merely survive their internal contradictions. They transcended them. At least, that is what the stories claim. To many, Lara is no longer just a world. It is a measure. A standard against which failing civilizations are judged. A whisper passed between starfarers. A myth with coordinates no one can prove. And now, after ages of silence, that hidden civilization has looked once more toward Earth. Not toward the nations that renamed it. Not toward the empires that bled it. But toward the ancient world beneath the ruins, the old world that was once known by names spoken with reverence rather than ownership. Turtle Island. Abya Yala. Ixachilan. Runa Pachanam. The question is no longer whether humanity can reach the stars. The question is what will happen when the stars answer back. At the center of that reckoning stood Captain ⨰i⋲ of the Laranian Expeditionary Force—a strategist, evaluator, and instrument of a civilization that had already studied Earth once before, judged it, and turned away.
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He had not crossed the void to offer wonder. He had come to determine whether this divided planet had evolved beyond its oldest instincts—or merely found more sophisticated ways to practice them.
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C

aptain ⨰i⋲ had been taught since childhood that a civilization did not reveal itself by what it conquered, but by what it refused to become. That lesson belonged to Lara. Far beyond the reach of human instruments and buried in the dark geometry of a distant system, Lara had outlived the sickness that destroyed lesser worlds. It had conquered plague, mastered energy without poisoning its own soil, and built a society in which wealth was measured not by accumulation, but by one’s contribution to the whole. The Laranians had not emerged perfect. They had earned their balance the hard way—through ruin, reform, and the long discipline of choosing reason over appetite. Their oldest history was not gentle. Four hundred thousand years before ⨰i⋲ took command of the Xeon, the people of Lara had been warriors first, thinkers second. Their lives were shaped by combat, clan survival, and the iron certainty that violence was the only reliable language in a brutal world. That era nearly destroyed them. Out of that failure came the code that remade their species: J'ute Kenji, the warrior creed that taught strength without wisdom was merely a slower route to extinction. The creed did not reject battle. It refined it. A true warrior, according to J'ute Kenji, was not ruled by rage, fear, vanity, or impulse, but by disciplined thought, communal duty, and clarity under pressure. Intellect stood beside courage. Rationality stood beside force. A Laranian was expected to master the self before presuming to shape the world. Humanity had never passed that test. In the long judgment of Laranian society, Earth—known in the old archives as Solar—remained a fractured civilization, a world that had repeatedly weaponized difference and mistaken domination for progress. Its inhabitants divided themselves by appearance, tribe, myth, and greed. They built systems that rewarded deception, normalized cruelty, and transformed the suffering of the weak into advantage for the powerful. For those reasons, humanity had been assigned a civilizational rating of ⊖10 class🚫 a mark reserved for worlds whose moral failures had become structural. Captain ⨰i⋲ knew that judgment by heart. He had spent centuries studying worlds that could not govern their own hunger. Yet unlike many in the Expeditionary Force, he had never found satisfaction in condemnation alone. That reluctance was his mother’s doing.

Lo’lo had shaped him more than any general, strategist, or elder of his bloodline. His father had embodied lineage—the old warrior inheritance, the discipline of ancestral strength, the pride of battle-tested names. But his mother had given him perspective. In the long evenings of his youth, she spoke to him not only of Lara, but of life beyond Lara. She taught him that intelligence meant little if it could not imagine another point of view. She taught him that diversity was not a flaw to be subdued, but evidence of a universe too vast to be understood from a single mind. Those teachings had made him dangerous in a way no weapon ever could. They allowed him to see complexity where others preferred verdicts. They allowed him to ask whether a fallen people might still contain fragments worth saving. And they left him with a burden uncommon among commanders: the inability to look at a condemned world without wondering who had been denied the chance to become better. Now that burden sat with him in the command chamber of the Xeon. The Starcraft moved through the black without visible effort, a blade of Laranian design slipping across interstellar dark. Around him the command deck glowed with muted bands of light—navigation sigils, atmospheric projections, tactical overlays, harmonic engine readouts. Beyond the forward glass, the cosmos stretched in infinite silence, cold and mathematical, untouched by pity. ⨰i⋲ sat at the communications station, broad shoulders still beneath the close-fitted black suit of the Expeditionary Force. The material clung like liquid shadow, woven with adaptive layers designed for combat, stealth, and hostile environments. At six feet seven inches, he seemed too large for the chair and too composed for the loneliness surrounding him. On the screen before him, V’rita∏ flickered in and out of coherence. One second her face was there—calm, luminous, familiar—and the next it dissolved into static. Her voice broke apart before reaching him, transformed into fractured sound by interference somewhere between his ship and home. He adjusted the transmission field once, then again, but the distortion only worsened. “V’rita∏,” he said quietly. The image bent. A flash of her eyes. The shape of her mouth trying to answer. Then noise. He sat back, jaw tightening. Of all the ordeals he had prepared for, this was the one he hated most: helplessness measured in distance. The void between star systems did not frighten him. Hostile worlds did not frighten him. Mechanical failure, battlefield risk, political miscalculation—those he could confront. But the silence that swallowed the people he loved left him with no tactic except patience, and patience had never comforted anyone. He closed the channel and let the darkness beyond the glass reflect him back to himself. For a moment, against training, memory overtook discipline. He saw Lara. Not the official Lara of councils, doctrine, and command halls, but the one that belonged to home. Rolling green fields beyond the family dwelling. The three moons suspended in a blue-black sky. The scent of Si’Ta’s cooking drifting through warm air. Dumplings folded by hand. Stew simmering low. His children running through tall grass with laughter loose in their throats, searching the undergrowth for mushrooms to bring to the farewell table. He saw Cleopa clinging to him. He heard the tremor in her voice when she had asked him to return quickly. He saw Samana standing close, trying to be strong for the younger ones while her own grief shone through. He remembered the weight of their arms around him and the promise he had made—that the mission would be brief, that he would return before absence had time to harden into fear. That promise had grown heavier with every passing cycle. What was meant to be a short expedition had stretched longer than expected, delayed by gravitational anomalies and miscalculated routes. The farther the Xeon moved from Lara, the more his memories sharpened instead of fading. Home did not feel distant. It felt immediate and unreachable, like something pressed against glass on the other side of existence. A shift in the ship’s tone broke the spell. ⨰i⋲ looked up. Across the forward display, system markers brightened one by one. The Xeon had entered the stellar region designated in Laranian records as 546.44.1. Humans had once called it the Heliocentric System. The planets assembled themselves in layered projection across the command glass. Gas giants swelled in distant grandeur, ringed worlds turning in silence beneath pale light. Rocky planets traced tighter arcs around the system’s star. Moons moved in perfect obedience to gravitational law. It was beautiful in the way cold things were beautiful: ordered, immense, indifferent. Then Earth appeared. Solar. The failed world. From orbiting distance it looked almost innocent—blue water, white cloud, broad weather systems rolling over landmasses scarred by time and history. Nothing in its beauty confessed what had been done there. Nothing in its serenity admitted the generations of cruelty that had earned it condemnation. “Confirm approach vector,” ⨰i⋲ said. Before the systems could answer, the ship lurched. The first tremor was slight, almost dismissible. A ripple underfoot. A hesitation in the navigation grid. Then the chamber lights flickered red. Warning glyphs ignited across the displays. A low mechanical groan moved through the hull like an animal waking in pain. “All stations,” came a voice from the command lattice, sharper now, “report variance.”

The crew answered in clipped bursts. Guidance disruption. Unexpected gravitational drag.

Buffer instability. External pull increasing. ⨰i⋲ rose at once. A nearby satellite had caught them in its field more violently than any projection had allowed for. The Xeon’s systems compensated, recalculated, then began failing in sequence. Engine harmonics slipped. Stabilizers lost rhythm. Navigation fractured into competing trajectories. What had been a clean insertion into system space became a struggle against forces older than intention. The deck changed character in seconds. Order gave way to emergency. Alarms layered over one another. Red light washed over every surface. Crew members moved with the precision of long training, but urgency had already entered the room like a second atmosphere. No one panicked. That was not the Laranian way. But each of them understood the same truth at once: control was narrowing.

“Distress signal?” ⨰i⋲ asked. “Transmitting.” “Escape protocol?” “Standing by.” He looked once more at the planet ahead. In the old archives, Solar had been preserved as a warning—a world where help had once been offered and turned inward toward hierarchy, domination, and ruin. The Laranians had tried to guide its people long ago. In return, humanity had mistaken assistance for permission, knowledge for entitlement, and difference for weakness. That memory lingered in every official judgment of Earth. Still, ⨰i⋲ had come. Not as a savior. Not as a conqueror. As a witness. Another violent shudder ran through the ship. A burst of sparks tore from the overhead paneling. Somewhere aft, metal screamed. The command lattice shifted from warning to command. Emergency separation authorized. Five escape pods primed. Single-occupant deployment. The words landed with cold finality. Five crew. Five trajectories. One decision from survival becoming chance. Around him, the officers of the Xeon moved toward their assigned pods with disciplined speed. No one argued. No one wasted breath on denial. That too was Lara: grief postponed until action had done all it could. ⨰i⋲ stood motionless for one last heartbeat. He thought of V’rita∏ lost in static. He thought of Si’Ta’s voice, always asking him to see beyond the obvious. He thought of Cleopa∏’s arms around his waist, and of the promise waiting for him somewhere beyond this falling moment. Then he stepped toward the pod chamber as Solar widened across the glass, beautiful and unreadable beneath its cover of cloud. The failed world was rising to meet him.
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B

y the time Sergeant Daniel Mercer reached Memorial Park, the sky had already closed over the wound. Smoke curled through the trees. Grass burned in a black ring around the impact site. At the center of the crater, half-buried in torn earth and shattered roots, sat a vessel no one in Houston had built, flown, or named. It looked less like a machine than a piece of midnight forced into shape. Mercer stood at the rim, breathing hard, radio in hand. He had been a sergeant for six days. Six days was not enough time to become the kind of man who could calmly report an alien spacecraft in a city park. “Dispatch,” he said, trying to keep his voice from slipping. “This is Sergeant Mercer at Memorial Park. I have a crash site with one unidentified craft and one injured occupant.” A burst of static answered. Then: “Occupant meaning pilot?”

Mercer stared into the crater. “No,” he said. “Occupant meaning... not human.” Silence. The kind that makes a person feel foolish before it makes them feel afraid. Below, the first ambulance crew was already moving in. One EMT hesitated at the slope, his body wanting to stop where training could still pretend this was normal. The other kept going. Mike Edwards. Veteran medic. Former soldier. The kind of man who had spent enough time near death that surprise no longer had the power to humiliate him. Mike dropped into the crater and knelt beside the fallen figure. The suit caught his attention first. Black, seamless, fitted close to the body like engineered skin. Parts of it pulsed with dim blue light beneath soot and impact scoring. It had no zipper, no visible plate seams, no recognizable breathing apparatus. It looked expensive in the way human governments could never publicly admit. Mike reached toward the neck. “Careful,” his partner warned from behind him. Mike didn’t look back. “I am.” The visor retracted with a whisper. For a second, nobody moved. The being beneath was not human. But he was close enough to disturb the soul. Dark skin. Severe, intelligent features. Blood along one temple. Broad shoulders. A face at once unfamiliar and unsettlingly familiar, as if humanity had dreamed him before and then forgotten where. Mike narrowed his eyes. He knew that face. Or enough of it. Not exactly. But close enough to make the hairs on his arms rise. He thought of Captain Robert “Red” Joseph, the missing astronaut. The man who had vanished into the black a year earlier while the whole world watched. Not the same face. Not quite. But there was an echo there, a resemblance shaped in bone and gaze and gravity. The alien’s eyes opened. His pupils adjusted too fast. His breathing sharpened. He looked at Mike with the immediate alertness of a wounded fighter waking in enemy territory. Then he spoke. The sound froze everyone. It was language, clearly. But not one any of them knew. It came in low layered tones, resonant and fluid, like whale-song dragged through metal. Not random. Not animal. Structured. Intelligent. Ancient-seeming. Mike kept his voice low. “Easy,” he said. “You’re hurt.” The being turned his head and made a strained gesture toward a pack lying near a piece of wreckage. His hand trembled. He pointed once at the pack, then to himself. “You need that?” Mike asked. A small, deliberate nod. Mike rose, crossed to the bag, and picked it up. It was lighter than it looked, rigid in one moment and soft in the next, as if the material was reacting to him and making up its mind. He brought it back and set it beside the injured stranger. Relief passed over the alien’s face. That did more to calm Mike than anything else. Relief meant vulnerability. Vulnerability meant need. Need meant this wasn’t some god stepping down from the sky. This was a hurt man trying not to die in a ditch on a planet that had never heard his name. The being opened the pack with practiced urgency and removed a small silver device, fractured along one edge. He touched its surface once. Nothing. He touched it again. A pale light came alive. The next sounds from his mouth bent strangely in the air, stuttering between frequencies before settling into English. Not perfect English. But close enough to make every witness feel the ground move under them. “I am ⨰i⋲,” he said. The name arrived like a symbol forced through human machinery. Mike blinked. “You can understand me?” The alien tilted his head, listening to the translator as if hearing his own meaning rebuilt by a lesser intelligence. “Yes,” he said. “Now.” He winced, one hand tightening over his ribs. Mike instinctively moved closer. “You’ve got injuries. Don’t try to stand yet.” ⨰i⋲ studied him. Not with fear. With evaluation. As if Mike were as strange to him as he was to everyone else. “This world,” ⨰i⋲ said slowly, “is Solar.” Mike let out a short breath. “We call it Earth.” ⨰i⋲ nodded once, storing the word. “Earth.” Above the crater, more people were gathering. Officers were trying to hold the line, but the crowd kept growing—phones up, faces lit blue-white by screens, everyone desperate to capture a clean angle on the impossible. Sirens layered over one another in the distance. Somewhere beyond the trees, engines rolled closer. Still, for one brief moment in the crater, the world had narrowed to two men speaking across the edge of history. Mike pointed to himself. “Mike.” ⨰i⋲ looked at him carefully. “Mike.” “Good,” Mike said. “That’s me.” Something almost like curiosity passed through ⨰i⋲’s face. “Your language is direct,” he said. Mike gave a tired half-smile. “That’s one word for it.” Another nod. Then ⨰i⋲ looked past Mike toward the crowd. The flashes had started. Not gunfire. Not yet. Just phones. Cameras. Reporters who hadn’t arrived but would. Tiny white bursts popping from the rim of the crater, strobing against smoke and wreckage. To human eyes they were familiar, annoying, invasive. To ⨰i⋲ they were something else entirely. He flinched at the next burst. Mike noticed. “It’s okay. Cameras.” ⨰i⋲ kept watching them. “Stars,” he said quietly. Mike followed his gaze. “No. Phones. Pictures.” Another burst. Another reflexive tightening in ⨰i⋲’s jaw.He watched the lights with a confusion so pure it almost made Mike forget where they were. The alien seemed less frightened than puzzled, as though he were trying to understand why humans were throwing false stars at a wounded stranger. Then the first shot was fired. It came from beyond the police line—sharp, metallic, fast. A round struck the wreckage beside them and screamed away in sparks. Mike hit the ground on instinct. Mercer shouted from above. The crowd broke into chaos all at once. ⨰i⋲ did not duck. He turned toward the impact point with astonished focus, eyes wide, not understanding what he had just seen. Another shot cracked through the park. This one tore into the dirt near his foot, kicking hot earth across his leg. He recoiled then, more in offense than fear. “What is that?” he asked. Mike looked up, horrified. “Gunfire! Get down!” Another round tore through the smoke, hot and vicious, clipping a fragment from the hull. ⨰i⋲ stared at the glowing wound it left in the metal, then at the tiny shape moving somewhere beyond the flashing lights and screaming bodies. The translator struggled a fraction before finding his thought. “They throw heated metal,” he said, stunned. Mike grabbed his arm and yanked him lower. “Yeah. We call those bullets.” More shots. Now ⨰i⋲ understood enough to be angry. Not the anger of a brute. The anger of a strategist encountering a species that had condensed violence into something small, efficient, and casual. His gaze sharpened as each shot struck earth, bark, hull, dirt. He tracked the pattern, the speed, the primitive brilliance of it. “Heated metal,” he repeated, half to himself. “Propelled with force. Concealed at distance.” Mike risked a look toward the tree line. “You can study it later if we survive.” That brought ⨰i⋲’s eyes back to him. And unexpectedly, he smiled. Small. Brief. Almost disbelieving. “You remain calm,” ⨰i⋲ said. Mike barked a laugh as another shot cracked overhead. “I got brain cancer and a mortgage. This doesn’t even make the top five worst things I’ve seen.” For the first time since waking in the crater, ⨰i⋲ looked at Mike not as a local primitive, not as a responder, not as a variable in a damaged mission, but as a person. “You are ill,” he said. Mike blinked. “That’s... one way to put it.” ⨰i⋲’s expression changed. Softer now. More attentive. “In my world,” he said, “such conditions are not permitted to remain.” Mike almost answered, but another burst of gunfire tore through the moment. One round struck close enough for the heat to flash across ⨰i⋲’s cheek. He jerked back, hand flying to the mark, more offended than injured. That was when understanding fully settled into him. These were not stars. Not signals. Not ceremony. Weapons. Human beings were hurling tiny pieces of burning metal at him from a distance because distance made killing easier. One of mankind’s great inventions, he realized. One of its conquest tools. He looked up toward the rim of the crater with something darker in his eyes now—not fear, but revelation. Mike saw it happen. Saw the exact second wonder gave way to historical understanding. “Yeah,” Mike said quietly. “Welcome to Earth.” Above them, Sergeant Mercer was yelling for officers to find the shooter, for civilians to move back, for somebody—anybody—to take control of a scene that had already escaped control. More vehicles were closing in fast. The park had become a bowl of sirens, shouting, smoke, and camera flashes. But in the crater, even under fire, Mike and ⨰i⋲ held onto the conversation. “Why would they attack what they do not know?” ⨰i⋲ asked. Mike answered without romance. “Because not knowing scares people. And scared people like to feel armed.” ⨰i⋲ absorbed that. “Your species names fear,” he said, “then obeys it.” Mike gave him a grim look. “Sometimes. Sometimes we fight it. Depends on the person.” The next bullet struck the wreck again. This time ⨰i⋲ raised his hand instinctively. A shimmer moved through the air between them and the rim. The round hit the unseen field and flattened, dropping harmlessly into the mud. Mike stared. ⨰i⋲ stared too, as if he had not fully meant to do it. Then they looked at each other. “Well,” Mike said, breathless, “that’s useful.” For the first time that night, ⨰i⋲ gave a real smile. “Yes,” he said. “I begin to agree.”
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CLASSIFIED // EYES ONLY

ALL-DOMAIN ANOMALY OFFICE OF RESOLUTION

INTERNAL COMMAND ASSESSMENT

SUBJECT: COLONEL JOHN JAMES BRADDOCK

Status: Active

Clearance Tier: BLACK VEIL / THRESHOLD1

Assessment Priority: High-Value Command Asset / Internal Ethical Risk
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C

olonel John James Braddock remains one of the most effective field-command authorities currently operating within A.A.O.R. His record demonstrates an exceptional ability to identify emerging threats, establish operational dominance in unstable environments, and convert fragmented intelligence into decisive action. In high-pressure theaters, particularly those involving ambiguity, incomplete information, or unconventional hostile variables, Braddock has repeatedly shown a capacity for rapid adaptation that exceeds standard command expectations.


•  This effectiveness has made him indispensable.

•  It has also made him dangerous.


Braddock’s primary value to the Office is not merely tactical proficiency, though that alone would distinguish him. His true utility lies in the convergence of several rare assets: advanced targeting intuition, strategic patience, political fluency, institutional reach, and a near-total psychological immunity to moral hesitation under pressure. He is capable of acting decisively in situations where other officers become slowed by legal uncertainty, public optics, or ethical conflict.

03:01 Zulu I-45 South Houston, Colonel J.J. Braddock

Traffic on I-45 South moved the way it always did in Houston—fast when it could, angry when it couldn’t, a long metallic argument stretching beneath a sky too wide to care. Commuters leaned on horns, semis drifted between lanes with practiced menace, and the city kept doing what cities do best: pretending routine was the same thing as control. Then the black SUVs appeared. There were six of them at first, then eight, sliding through traffic in disciplined formation with a smoothness that felt less like driving than insertion. Their windows were blacked out so completely they reflected the world without participating in it. No faces. No hesitation. No wasted motion. Each vehicle bore the same insignia in understated silver: A.A.O.R. Most drivers never gave them more than a glance. In Houston, government convoys were just another species of weather. But anyone who looked twice felt it immediately—something wrong in the rhythm. These were not politicians, not ordinary federal agents, and not military police responding late to a problem somebody else had already failed to contain. They moved with the cold certainty of people arriving exactly when they meant to. A.A.O.R. stood for the All-domain Anomaly Office of Resolution. It lived inside the Department of Defense the way a blade lives inside a sheath: technically contained, functionally dangerous. “All-domain” meant land, sea, air, space, cyber, and anything else the government had been forced to admit existed after reality started behaving badly. “Anomaly” meant events no one could publicly explain without embarrassing science, intelligence, or God. And “Resolution” meant they did not merely study the impossible. They ended it, buried it, or repurposed it. Officially, A.A.O.R. was an Other Government Agency, which in Washington language usually meant two things: too much money and not enough oversight. It operated in the seam between secrecy and necessity, where classified budgets turned fear into architecture and unanswered questions became permanent departments. At the center of that machine sat Colonel John J. Braddock. He was not a large man, which disappointed people meeting him for the first time. They expected bulk, theater, some obvious physical sign that power had arrived. Braddock offered none of that. He was compact, silver at the temples, disciplined in posture, and calm in the way men become calm after spending enough years near chaos to stop believing panic has any strategic value. His subordinates called him E.T., never to his face unless invited. The nickname had started as a joke and survived because it was too accurate to kill. Braddock had an unnerving gift for finding what did not want to be found. Weapons caches in Afghanistan. Ghost networks in the southern Philippines. Insurgents hiding behind clan structures, politicians hiding behind language, and threats still disguised as rumors when other men were dumb enough to wait for proof. He saw patterns early and treated coincidence as laziness. That talent had made him useful. His years in Afghanistan and the Philippines had sharpened more than his tactical instincts. They had taught him the oldest lesson in statecraft: that every battlefield is political before it becomes historical. A village, a province, a trade route, a rumor, a drone strike, a handshake in the wrong room—none of it ever meant only one thing. Braddock learned to read terrain and people with the same eye. Power moved through both. That was what separated him from more conventional officers. He understood that national security in the twenty-first century no longer belonged to neat categories. A threat could be a missile, a pathogen, an algorithm, a narrative, a cult, a leak, or an object falling out of the sky into a public park. The old maps were still useful, but they had stopped being honest. Which was why Threshold1 existed. The project was so classified that even inside A.A.O.R. most people only knew the name and the posture required when it was mentioned. Threshold1 was not simply an operation. It was a doctrine disguised as a program—the recognition that the country had entered an age in which the border between explainable and unexplainable could no longer be trusted to hold. When something crossed that border, Braddock’s office crossed with it. He sat in the second SUV, not the first. Men like Braddock rarely rode lead unless they needed to be seen. Tonight, he preferred observation. A live feed glowed on the screen mounted into the console beside him: aerial footage from a reconnaissance platform already over Memorial Park. Smoke. Flashing lights. Civilian crowd swelling at the perimeter. Local law enforcement struggling to create order from spectacle. A damaged craft in the crater. Heat signatures clustered around it. One of them not matching any baseline in the system. Braddock watched without speaking. The younger analyst across from him mistook silence for detachment. It wasn’t. Silence was where Braddock did most of his sorting. By the time other people started asking what a thing meant, he was already deciding what version of it the public would be allowed to keep. “Signal interference is in place,” the analyst said. “Cell service degradation within the primary radius. Local dispatch traffic partially redirected.” Braddock nodded once. “And the witnesses?” “Too many for clean containment. Social uploads are fragmenting, but not all of them.” “Then we don’t chase every copy,” Braddock said. “We replace the original.” The analyst hesitated, then nodded as if the sentence had been meant for him and not for history. Braddock returned his attention to the screen. He saw the crowd pressing inward with their phones raised, as if recording an event counted as surviving it. He saw the local sergeant at the perimeter trying to keep authority in his voice. He saw an EMT in the crater kneeling beside the contact point, staying too close for protocol and too calm for coincidence. Interesting. Most people meeting the impossible became children or animals. They either reached for wonder or fled toward fear. The medic seemed to be doing neither. Braddock zoomed in. The feed sharpened on the alien figure near the wreckage. Dark-skinned. Humanoid. Injured but upright. Too composed for a crash survivor, too exposed for a scout who had planned his landing. Braddock felt the first genuine spark of interest he had allowed himself all evening. Not because the thing was alive. Because it was already learning the room. “Threshold1 status?” he asked. “Ready on your authorization.” “And Skycap 323?” “On station. Tracking stable.” Braddock glanced up through the windshield. The convoy was nearing the park now. Houston moved around them in ignorant loops of brake light and impatience, every civilian driver still committed to the fantasy that the worst thing happening tonight was traffic. There was something almost tender in that ignorance. It made governance possible. He thought, not for the first time, about how every modern intervention arrived wearing moral language. Protection. Stability. National interest. Human rights. Strategic necessity. The words changed depending on the audience, but the machinery beneath them was always the same: identify the threat, secure the asset, shape the story, survive the inquiry. Some men found that hypocrisy exhausting. Braddock found it clarifying. Nations did not act from purity. They acted from appetite, fear, and opportunity, then hired language to clean the blood off afterward. The sooner you accepted that, the more useful you became. Which was why he had lasted. It was also why men above him trusted him with the extraordinary. He could move through the moral fog without getting sentimental. He could weigh military force against political optics, direct action against plausible denial, long-term consequence against immediate necessity. His genius—if one insisted on the word—was not that he understood the unknown. It was that he understood institutions well enough to know how they would metabolize the unknown once they got their hands on it. The convoy exited the interstate. Ahead, beyond a chain of flashing patrol lights and rerouted traffic, Memorial Park waited under a haze of smoke and media glow. Above it, invisible to almost everyone below, Skycap 323 circled in patient arcs, feeding the government its preferred angle on reality. Braddock adjusted the cuff of his jacket. “Once we arrive,” he said, “local law enforcement is frozen out. Medical personnel are separated and interviewed. Perimeter expands to three blocks. Nobody says extraterrestrial. Nobody says contact. This was an atmospheric incident involving hazardous debris until I tell you otherwise.” The men around him answered with a chorus of quiet affirmatives. He looked once more at the screen. The medic was still beside the being. The crowd was still filming. The thing in the crater was still alive. Braddock allowed himself the smallest smile. History, he had learned, did not belong to the people who witnessed it first. It belonged to the people who arrived in time to rename it.

Anatomy of an American Traitor

Some men betray their country in a single act. John James Braddock did it by habit. To his admirers, he was indispensable. Inside A.A.O.R., he was the officer people invoked when an operation had gone sideways, when politics had become a minefield, or when success required a man willing to do what cleaner consciences could not. His unit cleared obstacles that stopped everyone else. He saw patterns early, struck hard, and rarely missed the target that mattered. In a bureaucracy built on delay, Braddock delivered outcomes. That was the beginning of his power. The beginning of his corruption was that he understood exactly how much success allows a man to get away with. Many of his subordinates never truly understood him. They recognized the surface first: the military bearing, the measured voice, the disciplined posture, the impression of a man shaped by sacrifice and difficult service. He wore command naturally, the way some men wear expensive suits—so well that people often mistook presentation for principle. But beneath that controlled exterior lived a different set of loyalties. Braddock was not governed by honor in the old military sense, nor by patriotism in the noble one. He believed in leverage. He believed in access. He believed in opportunity arriving dressed as crisis. Above all, he believed that money revealed the truth of every system, because money stripped away pretense and showed what people were actually willing to do. That belief made him useful. It also made him dangerous. He seldom allowed ethics to interfere with profit. Officers who still clung to the idea that military service required moral restraint found this deeply unsettling. Braddock could speak the language of duty with perfect fluency, but when money entered the room, duty became negotiable. He did not particularly care about the rank, pedigree, or political affiliation of the people he dealt with. If a partnership advanced his interests, he took it. If a payment strengthened his hand, he accepted it. In that sense, Braddock was not simply corrupt. He was philosophically corrupt. He had built an internal logic in which financial gain could always be reframed as strategic necessity. Wealth, to him, was not vulgarity but proof—proof of influence, proof of intelligence, proof that he understood the real machinery beneath patriotic slogans. He placed money above national devotion, above professional respect, and above the esteem of men who had actually bled for the ideals he treated as useful theater. This made him a divisive figure everywhere he went. Some admired his pragmatism. They saw a hard man in a hard world, someone willing to make impossible decisions and live with the stain. They argued that results mattered more than sentiment, and that Braddock’s ability to manage chaos, neutralize threats, and exploit weakness was exactly what modern command required. Others saw something far uglier. To them, he represented a slow betrayal of the military’s moral center. He violated the rights of innocent people, especially those with less power than his own subordinates, civilians, and any human being unlucky enough to become useful to him. He made communities suspicious of one another. He turned professional networks into marketplaces of influence. He normalized the idea that service, sacrifice, and honor were negotiable values, all subordinate to whatever could be bought, sold, traded, or hidden behind classified language. That was why he unsettled even those who worked beside him. Braddock was not a cartoon villain, not a loud fool announcing his vices. He was composed, intelligent, and often right in the narrowest operational sense. That made his moral failures harder to dismiss and easier to spread. Men could tell themselves they were not endorsing corruption, only efficiency. Not serving greed, only serving necessity. Not betraying the institution, only modernizing it. But institutions do not decay all at once. They decay through men like Braddock, men who teach others to confuse success with virtue. His leadership undeniably produced immediate outcomes. He fostered discipline, anticipation, and strategic clarity. He could enforce accountability with ruthless precision and shape teams into highly functional instruments. Yet those same strengths were bent toward an internal value system that hollowed out the very ideals such leadership was supposed to protect. In Braddock’s command, foresight existed without wisdom, discipline without conscience, and achievement without honor. So whether one calls him a traitor depends on what one believes a nation is. If a nation is only territory, command authority, contracts, and power, then Braddock was one of its finest servants. But if a nation is also a moral promise—an imperfect one, often broken, but still binding—then John James Braddock betrayed it long before anyone thought to accuse him. He betrayed it every time he chose profit over principle. Every time he treated innocence as collateral. Every time he looked at power and saw not responsibility, but price.

Here’s a tighter, more cinematic rewrite of your “03:11 Zulu. Deploy. Team 6 – Houston” sequence. I kept your core elements: detection beyond the solar system, EA1 designation, Team 6 mobilization, Braddock’s communication lockdown, the public crash in Houston, his profit motive, the gunfire, ⨰i⋲’s fascination with bullets, the melting weapons, the first cut, and the teleportation escape. Those beats are all present in your attached text.
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The Day The Park Went Mad
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03:11 Zulu  Deploy. Team 6—Houston

B

y then the object had already passed beyond theory. It had first appeared as an anomaly deep outside the familiar cartography of the solar system, a singular structure moving with enough deliberate precision to offend every natural explanation available to the people watching it. Telescopes caught it first. Then defense arrays. Then the analysts, the astrophysicists, the orbital engineers, the men and women whose careers were built on the comforting assumption that the universe, however vast, still obeyed known categories. The object obeyed none of them. Its shape suggested design. Its trajectory suggested intention. And its destination was Earth. That changed everything. University observatories, intelligence offices, strategic commands, aerospace labs, and international space agencies all converged on the same question at once: what was it, what was it made of, and why was it coming here? No one had an answer. That absence of explanation spread faster than any confirmed fact. It moved through secure channels and private briefings, through academic networks and military command structures, feeding equal parts wonder and dread. Then one of the objects came down. Not in the desert. Not in some classified testing range where governments could pretend, they still owned surprise. It descended near Houston, within operational reach of a critical Air Force installation tied to Team 6. Close enough to trigger emergency readiness. Close enough to make the line between discovery and threat disappear. By the time the first field reports stabilized, the object had already been given a name. Extraterrestrial Anomaly One
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