
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Kato & The Code Of Catopia



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      KATO & THE CODE OF CATOPIA

    

    
      First edition. August 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Dewan Aiken.

    

    
    
      Written by Dewan Aiken.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dewan D. Aiken




[image: ]







Copyright © 2025 DeltaTango Press LLC All rights reserved.





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


DEDICATION




[image: ]




Dedicated to my Wife, my Children, my Mentors, and every Dreamer chasing the Dawn.

For the Strays still searching for Home,

for the quiet Heroes who change the world through stillness, and for those who carry the past but Walk Forward anyway.

This is for you.
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No story is written alone. This book exists because of the hearts and hands that carried me when I couldn’t carry myself.

To my friends and family who cheered from the sidelines, checked on my progress, and reminded me that this story mattered.

To the readers who believed in Kato and his world, thank you for giving these alleyways and rooftops a place to live outside my mind.

Stillness. Balance. Unity.

Always.
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Chapter 1: Itch & Echo
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The dojo was quiet as mist sliding through cracked brick and rusted pipe. It sat wedged in a forgotten stretch of Narrowtail Alley, behind a chain-link fence wrapped in ivy and old shoelaces, marked only by a weather-worn sign that once read "Lucky Fish & Dry Goods."

The fish were long gone. The luck? Questionable. But inside, Kato had created something else. Tatami mats salvaged from an abandoned tea parlor were laid out with care across the concrete floor. An old incense burner, scorched black on the bottom, puffed out calming tendrils of lavender and myrrh.

Above him, sunbeams pushed through a broken skylight like they, too, were trying to meditate. Kato sat cross-legged in the far corner, breathing slow, centered. Be still. Be nothing, he reminded himself. Because nothing... needs everything.

That’s what Old Paw always said. But peace, like a flea, never stayed still for long. A drop of incense oil hissed on the burner. So much for stillness.

“Get off me!” “You’re crawling with ‘em, Flea-Bitten!” The sharp yells cracked through the alley like a dropped pot. Kato’s ears twitched. He stood, brushed off his robe, and padded softly to the alley’s edge, where brick met sun.

Outside, in the weedy lot just beyond the dojo, the Scratch Pack had gathered in their usual mess of fur and noise. Fangus stood in the center, tail flicking with arrogance, flanked by Snarl, Rika, and the twin tabbies, Hiss & Hissah. And in the middle of their taunting circle: Flea.

Smaller than the rest, scruffier by miles, Flea scratched at his neck with one paw and fended off shoves with the other. His fur was uneven, his ears too big, and his eyes wary—like he always expected trouble. He wasn’t wrong.

“You think we’d let THAT join the Pack?” Fangus laughed, his voice like claws on concrete. “You’d have us all scratching instead of scrapping!”

Snarl doubled over. “Yeah! Imagine trying to throw paws while your backside’s dancing!”

The others burst into laughter, circling tighter. Flea’s ears drooped, but his gaze didn’t drop. It hovered somewhere between shame and survival, like he knew this game and had played it too many times.

Heat rippled off the asphalt. The scent of scorched trash and pride filled the air. Kato stepped out of the alley’s shadow.

“Is this what strength looks like now?” he asked. “Five against one?”

The laughter cut short. Fangus turned slowly, smirking. “Look what the wind dragged in. The dojo prince.”

“I heard noise,” Kato said evenly. “I came to see if it was danger or just barking.”

Snarl growled. Rika cracked her knuckles. Flea blinked up at Kato, surprised that anyone had spoken up.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
KATO -
THE CODE or

CATOPIA: ~

A4

"~ DEWAN AIKEN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





