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​CHAPTER 1 — THE FIRST SENTENCE
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My cat spoke to me on a Tuesday, which somehow made it worse.

If it had been a full moon, I could’ve blamed the universe.

If it had been Halloween, I could’ve blamed candy and my fragile relationship with sleep.

But no. This was a regular Tuesday—one of those days that doesn’t even deserve a memory. The kind of day you could drop on the floor and no one would bother to pick up.

I was standing in the kitchen in socks that didn’t match, staring into the refrigerator like it owed me money, and my cat was sitting on the counter like a landlord.

His name is Bandit.

Bandit has always looked like he knows something I don’t—like the entire world is a joke and he’s waiting for me to catch up. He’s not a “cute” cat. He’s a cat with opinions. A cat who watches you open a bag of chips and silently judges your entire bloodline.

That morning, I was eating cereal directly out of the box because bowls are just dishes with delusions of grandeur.

Bandit watched. Not blinking. Not moving. Just staring with those half-lidded eyes like a man who once had a job in upper management and hated every minute of it.

“Don’t do that,” I said.

Bandit kept staring.

“Seriously, stop judging me.”

Bandit yawned, stretched, and—without any warning, without ceremony, without even the courtesy of making me finish my first bite—

he said:

“You’re going to choke if you keep eating like that.”

I froze.

The cereal in my mouth turned into drywall.

I swallowed slowly, like I was trying not to anger gravity.

Then I looked around the kitchen.

No one else was there.

No radio. No TV. No neighbors. No hidden speakers. No little ventriloquist perched inside the toaster.

Just me... and my cat... and a Tuesday that had taken a hard left into whatever section of reality they keep behind a locked door.

Bandit stared at me again, as if he hadn’t just shattered the laws of nature like they were a cheap plate from a discount store.

I did the first logical thing any mature adult would do in this moment.

I whispered, “What.”

Bandit blinked slowly.

“You heard me,” he said.

I stared at him so hard my brain tried to reboot.

Cats aren’t supposed to talk. Cats aren’t supposed to do anything productive. Their main activities are:


	sleeping,
 

	screaming into corners,
 

	and sitting in the exact spot you need to walk through.
 



Talking is not on the list.

“What,” I said again, louder, because apparently I thought volume would help my sanity.

Bandit sighed.

It was a very human sigh.

The kind of sigh you hear from someone who’s been dealing with you for years and is now forced to explain, again, why the stove is hot.

“I was hoping we could start without the dramatic collapse,” he said. “But you’re doing that thing where your face goes blank. It’s upsetting.”

I backed up until my hip hit the sink.

“Are you... are you talking?”

Bandit looked down at his paws like he was checking his notes.

“In English, yes,” he said. “I can do Portuguese too, but it makes you feel like you’re in a soap opera.”

My mouth opened.

Nothing came out.

Bandit’s tail flicked once. Sharp. Irritated.

“Before you start screaming or recording me or running outside to tell strangers,” he said, “we should establish basic terms.”

“Terms?” I croaked.

Bandit nodded.

“First,” he said, “I am not a demon.”

My throat worked like a broken engine.

“Okay...”

“Second,” he continued, “I am not a ghost. I mean, technically—no, never mind. Don’t worry about that yet.”

“Yet?” I repeated, because apparently my role in this conversation was now Echo With Anxiety.

“Third,” Bandit said, “you’re going to do exactly what I say for the next thirty days.”

I stared.

Then I laughed, because sometimes your brain laughs when it’s trying to stop you from running into traffic.

Bandit didn’t laugh. Bandit doesn’t even smile. Bandit just watched me like I was a minor inconvenience that somehow acquired a mortgage.

“I’m serious,” he said.

“Why would I do that?” I asked.

Bandit leaned forward slightly.

And in that moment, I noticed something that made my skin prickle.

His eyes weren’t just “cat eyes.”

They were... focused. Organized. Like someone had rearranged an animal into a person, but left the fur on as a prank.

“You want to be famous,” Bandit said.

I stopped laughing.

“I never said that.”

Bandit tilted his head.

“You don’t have to,” he replied. “Your browser history does.”

I stared at him in betrayal.

“That’s private.”

“You use the same password for everything,” Bandit said. “It’s not private, it’s a suggestion.”

I didn’t even know how to defend myself from that.

Bandit sat up straighter, like he was about to start a business presentation.

“You want money,” he said. “You want recognition. You want the world to stop treating you like an invisible background character with a cart full of dreams.”

My stomach tightened.

“That’s... oddly specific.”

Bandit’s whiskers twitched.

“I’m from the future,” he said, casually, like he was saying he’d been to New Jersey.

I blinked.

“No,” I said, because my brain wanted a firm stance on something—anything.

“Yes,” he said.

“How—”

“Reincarnation,” he replied.

I stared at him.

“...As a cat.”

Bandit nodded.

“...On purpose.”

I stared harder.

“You’re telling me,” I said slowly, “that you’re a human being... from the future... who died... and came back... as my cat... on purpose.”

Bandit’s tail flicked again.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Bandit’s expression didn’t change, but somehow the air did.

“Because,” he said, “if I don’t make you rich and famous in the next six months, you accidentally ruin everything.”

Silence.

The refrigerator hummed.

A single cereal flake fell off the box and landed on the counter like punctuation.

I swallowed.

“...Everything?”

Bandit stared at me.

“Yes.”

I stared back.

“...What do you mean everything?”

Bandit sighed again. Deeper this time.

“The world,” he said. “Your life. Other lives. The timeline. The thing you humans always break because you can’t stop arguing with strangers online.”
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