

    
        
          Inalienable Rights

        

        
        
          Susan Hart

        

        
          Published by Susan Hart, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      INALIENABLE RIGHTS

    

    
      First edition. October 26, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Susan Hart.

    

    
    
      Written by Susan Hart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Inalienable Rights

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Sign up for Susan Hart's Mailing List

About the Publisher


Inalienable Rights

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


In the year 2079, Earth tottered on the edge of collapse, battered by decades of unchecked climate change. The rising seas had swallowed coastlines, turning once-great cities into barnacled ruins. Inland, droughts and floods traded off in a vicious cycle, rendering vast swaths of farmland barren and cities uninhabitable. 

Crops failed with alarming frequency. Drinking water, once free-flowing and pure, became a commodity more precious than gold. In many places, the air shimmered with a haze of particulate, and each breath stung like inhaling powdered glass. The world’s people, once united by dreams of progress, now squabbled over the bare essentials of survival.

Governments, bloated and brittle, couldn’t keep up. The United States, China, the EU—all fractured under the pressure. In the absence of leadership, petty warlords and self-proclaimed visionaries sprang up, each promising salvation but delivering only more chaos. 

The United Nations, now a skeleton crew operating from a floating platform off Iceland, issued impotent pleas for calm as riots raged and resources—oil, water, food—were hoarded by the rich or seized by militia. The old powers no longer governed; they presided over a world they could not control, each day barely scraping by.

Amid the turmoil, scientists sounded the alarm with increasingly dire predictions. The next mass extinction, they said, had already begun. Coral reefs crumbled to dust. Insects vanished. Vast forests, once thunderous with life, stood silent and gray, their trunks scorched and leafless. 

At first, the world tried to ignore these prophets of doom. But when the northern lights flickered as far south as the Mediterranean and a blizzard buried Mumbai in snow, denial became impossible. As the planet’s axis wobbled unpredictably and tectonic plates groaned, humanity collectively braced for the worst.

Then, as if from nowhere, the ships arrived.

It started on a cloudless evening above the Pacific, where a fisherman described "glass beads strung across the horizon." Before dawn, similar reports flooded in from all corners of the globe. People craned their necks to see the newcomers: Sleek vessels, shaped like nothing built by human hands, gleaming in the colors of oil puddles and polished shells. Some hovered over cities, casting shadows that rippled across skyscrapers and slums alike. Others nested in remote deserts, their hulls humming with a music that unsettled local wildlife but did not seem to harm it.

The visitors made no demands, fired no weapons, and ignored the flurry of fighter jets and missiles sent to greet them. They spoke—at first—in the universal language of light, projecting shifting patterns onto clouds and buildings. Within hours, linguists and AI researchers pieced together a translation matrix. 

The aliens introduced themselves as the Azurites, though the name was more a convenience than a true equivalent. They offered help. Not conquest, not colonization, but an earnest proposal to halt Earth's self-destruction and restore the biosphere. Their technology, they claimed, could reverse the damage and offer humanity a second chance.

The reaction was as explosive as it was divided.

Some fell to their knees in gratitude. In cities where the air was all but unbreathable, people gathered under the drifting ships, weeping openly as the Azurites seeded the skies with crystalline drones that scrubbed away the smog. In the parched fields of what was once the American Midwest, families watched in awe as rivers flowed again, restored by unseen machines working beneath the soil. 

Scientists, given access to Azurite data, confirmed the miracles: Extinct seed banks reactivated, coral reefs regenerated overnight, the ozone layer healing at a pace that made no sense according to any known model.

Yet for every ecstasy there was an equal and opposite terror. Others saw only a threat—a cosmic trick, a Trojan horse. Earth’s leaders, such as remained, convened emergency summits, arguing whether to welcome the Azurites or to treat their gifts as acts of war. 

Fringe groups exploded into violence. In some cities, mobs stormed research labs, smashing equipment and lynching anyone suspected of "collaborating" with the outsiders. Religious leaders split: Some denounced the aliens as demons, while others hailed them as angels sent to judge the sinful. The debate raged not just on old media, but across the world’s remaining networks, fragmenting society into ever more bitterly opposed factions.

Within weeks, the world was more polarized than ever. Neighborhoods barricaded themselves, fortifying against both the environmental collapse and the possibility of alien invasion. Some took to the skies in repurposed drones and ultralights, clawing at the Azurite vessels with homemade missiles. 

Others organized mass pilgrimages to the ships, bringing tributes and prayers. Everywhere, suspicion festered. Was the Azurite help conditional? Did it mask a deeper agenda? Was salvation worth the loss of autonomy and pride?

As the Azurites continued their silent work, quietly mending the wounds of the planet, the social fabric of humanity stretched to the breaking point. The old world was gone; something new, and deeply uncertain, was taking shape.
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Dr. Ellen Carter watched the sun rise over the fractured skyline of what used to be Washington, D.C., sipping weak coffee out of a chipped ceramic mug. She had been awake for thirty-six hours straight, running simulations, scraping together data, and fending off insistent, half-panicked requests from colleagues across the globe. 

Ellen was not famous, nor was she charismatic or photogenic; she was the sort of scientist who made herself invisible at conferences and published under the collective "et al." When the Azurites arrived, the world’s media clamored for the loudest, most quotable experts—leaving her to do the real work in the background.

But Ellen was brilliant, and she was desperate.

The university where she worked had become a fortified compound, ringed with chain-link fences and razor wire. Its labs, once open and bustling, now operated on a skeleton crew under armed guard. Scientists, engineers, and grad students slept in shifts, too terrified of the mobs outside to risk venturing home. Every few hours a new rumor would ripple through the building: The National Guard was deploying in the city; rioters had torched the Smithsonian; someone, somewhere, had managed to shoot down an Azurite drone and now the aliens were retaliating.

Ellen didn’t have time to worry about that. She had data to analyze and, maybe, an extinction to prevent.

From her cluttered office—walls plastered with notes, equations, and satellite photos—she monitored the Azurites’ actions with fascination and growing dread. The ships had started to land, or at least descend, in select global locations. Where they touched down, nothing happened at first; then, within days, the air would clear, the water would run cleaner, and blighted plants would show new buds.

It was miraculous, but also terrifying. The technology involved was so far beyond human comprehension that even Ellen, a world-class expert in biotech and environmental systems, couldn’t begin to reverse-engineer it.

Still, she tried. For weeks, Ellen combed through university records and old conference proceedings, hunting for the sharpest minds left in the city who hadn’t fled or been recruited by one of the more militant factions. 

She found them in unlikely places: a chemist hiding out in the basement archives, living on canned beans and an ancient hot plate; a linguist who spoke six human languages and claimed to “feel” patterns in alien messages like music; two engineers who’d never met before but instantly bonded over a shared dislike of authority; and a pair of ex-hackers who, together, could break into anything with an IP address, even if they argued constantly about which vintage cyberpunk movie best predicted the current mess.

She invited them in ones and twos, careful to avoid drawing attention. Every meeting felt like a minor heist: whispered invitations, code words, and elaborate routes through the labyrinth like back halls of the science complex to avoid prying eyes and potential saboteurs. Trust came slowly. More than once, a recruit arrived convinced she was setting them up
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