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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locations is purely coincidental.
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Prologue
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Everything in the universe has a natural order.
Cats understand this. 
Humans are still figuring it out.
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Mrs. Rodriguez had been keeping bees for nearly twenty years.

Most mornings followed the same routine. Coffee first. Then the slow walk out to the hives behind the fence with a smoker in one hand and a small metal tool in the other.

Bees, she liked to say, were predictable creatures.

They worked hard.

They minded their business.

And they rarely cause trouble unless someone deserved it.

That quiet spring morning looked like every other morning.

The sky was clear.

The garden smelled like fresh soil and blooming clover.

The bees hummed steadily around the wooden boxes near the fence.

Mrs. Rodriguez lifted the lid of the nearest hive and smiled.

“Morning, girls,” she said.

The bees ignored her, which she considered a good sign.

Then the sky made a noise.

It was not loud.

More like a distant vibration that seemed to pass through the air itself.

Mrs. Rodriguez looked up.

Something bright appeared above the clouds.

She squinted.

At first, she thought it might be an airplane catching the sunlight.

But airplanes did not hover.

And airplanes didn’t glow like polished silver.

The object drifted lower.

It was round.

Smooth.

And very clearly not from around here.

Mrs. Rodriguez slowly lowered the hive lid.

“Well,” she said quietly.

“That’s odd.”

The bees reacted immediately.

The steady hum around the hive changed pitch.

Within seconds hundreds of bees poured out of the wooden boxes, swirling into the air like a living cloud.

Mrs. Rodriguez took two careful steps backward.

She had seen swarms before.

But never like this.

The bees were not panicking.

They were organizing.

The swarm gathered above her in a slow spiral, forming a dark circle beneath the shining object.

Then the humming began.

Not from the bees.

From the sky.

Mrs. Rodriguez folded her arms and watched the strange scene unfold.

After twenty years of keeping bees, she had learned something important.

Sometimes the best thing to do was simply stand still and observe.

Because if bees were involved...

Something interesting was usually about to happen.

The swarm gathered above the hives and spiraled upward, forming a thick cloud of insects directly beneath the hovering object.

The air filled with a deep humming tone.

The bees moved in patterns. Tight circles. Expanding rings. Lines that broke apart and reformed again.

Mrs. Rodriguez had seen swarms before.

But never like this.

It looked less like chaos and more like... communication.
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Inside the hovering craft, a group of glowing figures watched the display.

“Signal confirmed,” one of them said.

“The insects are responding.”

Another alien adjusted a glowing console.

“Remarkable. Their hive intelligence network functions exactly as we predicted.”

The swarm shifted again.

The aliens watched as the bees formed a massive rotating spiral.

“Translation matrix active,” the lead scientist said.

“What are they saying?”

The console beeped.

A stream of alien symbols appeared.

Then the machine translated the signal into their language.

The room fell silent.

“Life detected.”

“Primitive civilization.”

“High population density.”

“Extensive food production.”

The aliens leaned closer.

“Continue scanning.”
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Back on the ground, Mrs. Rodriguez stood frozen while the sky hummed above her.

The metallic craft slowly lowered.

The bees tightened their spiral beneath it.

Then the air tore open.

A glowing oval of light appeared in the sky.

A portal.

Mrs. Rodriguez gasped.

“Well, that ain’t natural.”

The portal flickered for several seconds while the alien scanners analyzed the planet.

Then the humming stopped.

The portal collapsed.

The craft lifted and drifted down the dirt road that ran past the farm toward her neighbor.

The bees slowly returned to the hive.

Within seconds the yard looked completely normal again.

Mrs. Rodriguez stood there with her hands resting on her hips.

She considered calling the sheriff.

Then she shook her head.

“No one’s going to believe that.”

She went back inside.

Behind her, something unusual remained in the air.

A faint shimmer floated toward the property line.

Invisible to anyone who was not looking for it.

The alien scanners had left a doorway open.

And later that morning, someone curious would find it.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Cat Finds the Door

It was his day off and Trent Harrington had exactly two plans for the morning.

Drinking coffee.

Avoid responsibility now that he had retired.

Both plans were going well until his cat got involved.

Trent sat at the kitchen table staring into a mug of coffee that had gone lukewarm fifteen minutes earlier. The morning news droned quietly from the television in the living room.

Across the floor, his male black and white cat Whiskers lay in a patch of sunlight.

Whiskers were doing what cats do best.

Absolutely nothing.

Trent scratched his beard.

“Must be nice,” he said.

Whiskers ignored him.

The cat’s eyes drifted slowly toward the back door.

Then his ears twitched.

Something outside moved.

Whiskers stood up.

The cat walked toward the glass door and stared into the backyard.

Trent followed his gaze.

“Probably a squirrel.”

Whiskers did not move.

Trent stood and walked over beside him.

The yard looked normal.

Garden.

Fence line.

Bird feeder.

Then Trent noticed it.

The air above the grass shimmered just inside the backyard.

At first, he thought it was sunlight reflecting off the window.

But the shimmer remained.

It twisted slowly into a glowing oval of swirling light.

Trent blinked.

“What the...”

The portal flickered.

Whiskers’ tail stood straight up.

“Oh no,” Trent said.

The cat walked forward.

“Whiskers.”

The cat stepped outside.

“Whiskers.”

The cat approached the glowing portal.

“Don’t you dare.”

Whiskers walked straight into it.

And disappeared.

Trent stared at the empty space where his cat had been.

“Well,” he said slowly.

“That’s new.”

He looked around the yard.

No neighbors.

No cameras.

No explanation.

He grabbed the butterfly net leaning against the fence.

“If my cat joins an alien civilization today,” he muttered, “I’m at least getting him back before dinner.”
Then Trent stepped through the portal.

And accidentally started Earth’s first diplomatic incident.​
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Cat Makes First Contact

Trent had expected many things when he stepped through the glowing portal in his backyard.

Falling.

Dying.

Possibly exploding.

What he did not expect was to land face-first on something that felt like a trampoline made of warm rubber.

He bounced once.

Twice.

Then he rolled onto his back.

Above him stretched a sky the color of grape soda. Floating islands drifted slowly across it like lazy clouds. Strange glowing plants grew from the ground in twisting spirals. It appeared to be an alien world.

Trent blinked.

“Well,” he said.

“That’s definitely not East Texas.”

He slowly stood up and brushed dirt from his jeans.

“Whiskers?” he called.

His voice echoed strangely through the air.

Then he heard something crash.

Metal clanged somewhere nearby.

Trent turned toward the sound.

“Whiskers?”

Another crash followed.

Then a high-pitched alien voice shouted something that sounded like a dolphin arguing with a microwave.

Trent walked toward the noise.

Up ahead sat a structure made of smooth silver metal. It looked like a giant polished egg resting on the ground. A wide doorway stood open on one side.

A spacecraft.

Inside, lights flashed.

Something else crashed.

Trent shook his head.

“That’s my cat.”

He stepped through the doorway.

The room inside was enormous. Consoles lined the walls, glowing with unfamiliar symbols. Holographic displays floated in midair like ghostly television screens.

And in the middle of the room stood Whiskers.

The cat sat proudly on top of a control console.

Around him stood six aliens.

They were tall and thin with glowing blue skin and enormous eyes. Their arms were long and flexible, ending in delicate fingers.

All of them stared at the cat.

Whiskers stared back.

Then the cat slowly pushed a glowing cube off the console.

The cube hit the floor with a soft clink.

The aliens gasped.

One of them scribbled something onto a floating tablet.

“Incredible,” it said in a musical voice.

Another alien nodded.

“The dominant creature demonstrates territorial behavior.”

Trent cleared his throat.

“Hi.”

All six aliens turned toward him.

One of them tilted its head.

“Additional organism detected.”

Trent raised both hands.

“Easy there. I am just here for the cat.”

The aliens whispered among themselves.

“Assistant species confirmed.”

“What?” Trent said.

One alien stepped forward.

It wore a small metal device around its neck. The device flickered and emitted a brief burst of static.

Then the alien spoke again.

“Greetings,” it said in slightly robotic English.

Trent blinked.

“Oh good. Translation.”

“My name is Glorp,” the alien continued. “We welcome you.”

Trent looked around.

“Where exactly is ‘here’?”

Glorp gestured to the room.

“This is Research Vessel 7B.”

“Okay.”

Trent pointed at Whiskers.

“That’s my cat.”

Glorp studied the animal carefully.

“Your leader.”

“He is not my leader.”

Whiskers knocked another glowing object onto the floor.

The aliens applauded.

“Observe the confidence,” one said.

“The leader asserts dominance.”

Trent rubbed his temples.

“He asserts dominance over my furniture too.”

Whiskers jumped down from the console and walked across the room like he owned the place.

Several aliens followed him, taking notes.

Trent watched in disbelief.

“You guys think cats run our planet, Earth?”

Glorp nodded.

“The evidence is overwhelming.”

Whiskers walked across another control console.

Three warning lights turned red.

Glorp stepped back in alarm.

“The leader has taken command of the navigation systems.”

Trent leaned forward.

“No, he hasn’t.”

The aliens whispered excitedly.

“A deliberate tactical maneuver.”

Trent replied.

“He’s sitting on the buttons.”

Whiskers yawned.

The council bowed.

“The leader has completed the demonstration.”

Trent rushed forward and scooped the cat into his arms.

“Okay that’s enough exploring.”

Whiskers purred.

The aliens stared at Trent.

“You carry the leader,” Glorp said thoughtfully.

“Yes.”

“Then you must be his assistant.”

Trent pondered for a moment.

“I guess that’s one way to look at it.”

Glorp tapped the device around its neck.

“We must report this discovery.”

“Report what?”

“First contact with the rulers of Earth.”

Trent groaned.

“Oh, this is going to be a disaster.”

The room grew quiet as the council stared at Whiskers.

The cat, for his part, did not seem interested in diplomacy.

He was focused on the blinking lights of the control console.

Whiskers jumped to the floor and lifted a paw.

Tap.

One of the glowing buttons dimmed.

The aliens gasped.

“The leader has disabled a navigation control.”

Trent leaned forward quickly.

“No, no, no—don’t touch that!”

Tap.
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	Under Planetary Leadership it recorded:

	Primary Ruler: Cat

	Assistant Species: Humans
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