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1 
 

Amity Station, Harmony Spaceport 

17 years ago 

 

REVOR DIDN’T MIND being excluded from the 

latest milestone in the station’s young history. 

Maximillian Vanover told his grandsons to watch 

the festivities from the observation platform. 

Someday, he assured them, Trevor and Connor 

would conduct ceremonies of great importance. 

Until then, the grownups must make history. 

Never mind that they’d blend in with those adults. 

Nineteen-year-old Trevor topped out at seven feet flat 

while Connor measured six-three on his twelfth birthday. 

The Brat would catch up and perhaps surpass Trevor 

within three years. Already, Connor displayed the broad 

physique of his Chancellor ancestors. If he ever took to 

the fit room, look out ... 

“What a piece of work,” Trevor said between puffs on 

his digipipe. He smoked his favorite leaf, a sweet variety 

imported from G’hladi. “The man is eating it up.” 

“Who? Grand?” 
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Trevor rolled his eyes.  

“Who d’ya think?”  

Connor, leaning over the balustrade ahead of his 

brother, sucked on his own digipipe and blew a pair of 

perfect smoke rings.  

“You’re jealous, Trev-or.” 

“Oh, yeah? How do you reach that genius 

conclusion?” 

Connor shook his hips to a beat only he imagined and 

flashed a grin.  

“I heard you and Grand argue last night.” 

Little shit. I’m sure it wasn’t by accident. 

“It’s none of your cudfrucking business.” 

Connor twiddled his digipipe between his fingers. 

“Grand sounded hot. You said words I never heard 

before.” 

Trevor agreed. He might’ve slurred a few well-chosen 

curses. But Max went on and on. The old man always 

knew what was best. Anything shy of the mark? 

Unacceptable. 

“Drop it, C.” 

Connor shrugged.  

“If you say so. But you’re not being fair to Grand. It’s 

a big day for the station, and there ain’t a station 

without Max Vanover.” 

Trevor suspected the reality was more complex than 

Max let on. Today, their grandfather stood alongside 

Amity’s Governor and the Collectorate’s President to 



 

  

welcome the first representatives of the Interstellar 

Congress. After years of conducting sessions on the 

cruiser Afton James, which flew between systems, the IC 

prepared to settle into its permanent home.  

Max wore a sash and the loudest suit among the 

triumvirate. Just like in days of old, the Chancellor sought 

to outshine “lesser” men. Trevor loved Max; where would 

they be without him? But the old bastard never missed an 

opportunity to command center stage. 

“Just one question, big bruv,” Connor said. 

“Careful.” 

“You told Grand, ‘I won’t be your hand puppet.’ That 

was cracked. The hell’s a hand puppet?” 

“It doesn’t matter. Drop it.” 

Naturally, he didn’t. 

Connor studied Trevor with a quizzical stare. He creased 

the corner of his lips to exhale a thin jet of smoke. Trevor 

recognized the body language and awaited the inevitable 

smartass remark. Connor surprised him. 

“Grand’s really getting to you, ain’t he?” 

Trevor heard genuine concern beneath the somber 

tone. 

“Just noticing, are you?” 

Connor sneered. 

“You never talk to me about this stuff anymore, Trev.” 

“Because it’s not your problem.” 

“We’re supposed to look out for each other.” 

“Correction. I look out for you.” 



 

  

Connor spun away and mumbled. He took a long puff 

from his digipipe. Trevor recognized the start of his 

brother’s predictable silent treatment. Connor won 

victories with this strategy by the time he was three. 

Why give it up now? 

Trevor surrendered, like always. 

“I’m sorry. Things have been difficult lately. I don’t 

want my burdens to fall on you. It’s not fair.” 

Connor swung around.  

“I don’t mind. It ain’t like I got anybody else to talk 

to. Besides, I’m worried about you, bruv.” 

“It’s OK. Really. Things will work out. I decided what 

I want to do for a career and ...” 

“Not that.” Connor glanced around. The nearest 

onlookers stood at least five meters away. He lowered 

his voice. “The drinking.” 

Oh, here we go. The last thing I need from the Brat. 

“You’ll understand when you’re older. It’s a personal 

thing. I ...” 

“You’re drunk most of the day. I know you carry 

around a flask. If it weren’t for the a-tox pills, you’d be 

lying about in a puddle of your own sick. I heard what 

Grand said. Yeah, so you want to be a lawman. How’s 

it gonna work if you need to aim a pistol with a steady 

hand?” 

Yep. That’s what Max said. It was a cruel if not 

practical question. 

“I’m working through it, Connor. Soon as I get into a 



 

  

routine with the new job, I’ll take a step back. Don’t worry. 

I got it covered.” 

Connor scoffed. 

“You been drinking for years. I saw you steal from the 

Quinlans’ stock.” 

Sounded about right. Connor used to shadow Trevor. 

Evading him proved to be a daily challenge.  

“You never said anything.” 

Connor smirked. “I was good with it. I enjoyed seeing 

you break the rules. And you laughed. That was nice. You 

never used to laugh.” 

Trevor responded with snark.  

“I apologize for bringing a pall into your life. Those were 

difficult years. If you don’t mind, C, let’s watch the 

ceremony. Good?” 

Connor enveloped himself in a cloud of smoke but 

complied. He also wasn’t wrong. Trevor knew the drinking 

had gotten out of hand. He never allowed a bottle of 

whiskey to escape his sight without a taste. It would’ve 

been easy to blame Max for waiting so long to push back. 

After all, Chancellors were meant to live large.  

“In our glory days,” Max recently told Trevor, “a man 

your age would’ve served two terms in the UG, killed a 

few indigos, and established a career in the family 

business by now.” 

Max placed few lifestyle restrictions on the boys. Trevor 

doubted Connor would learn from his older brother’s 

example. 



 

  

He nudged up to the Brat. 

“You’re right. I’m a shit role model. But I promise: I 

am going to turn it around. With a little luck, I’ll be in 

the deputy training program next month. I’ll never wear 

a bar unless I’m sober.” 

Connor nodded.  

“Hope so, bruv. Are you sure Grand will let you do it? 

He says you oughta be an engineer like him.” 

“Not his decision. And frankly, I don’t have his 

aptitude for engineering. There’s real opportunity in 

being a lawman. Now that Congress is here, Harmony 

Sec Admin will double its staff. By this time next year, 

Amity will have ten thousand more residents. We’re 

becoming a proper city. You can’t have a city without 

badges.” 

“Reckon so,” Connor shot back. “A whole legion of 

uniforms to make sure everybody follows the rules. A 

perfect job for you.” 

Trevor did not take offense.  

“Rules matter, Connor. Amity won’t make it without 

law and order.” He slapped Connor on the back. 

“Someday, we might both wear a badge. That’d be 

something. The Stallion brothers in red and silver, 

walking the Swiftrak side by side.” 

Connor scrunched his face into a grimace one might 

expect after enduring a tragic meal.  

“Love you to bits, bruv, but I ain’t the uniform type.” 

“Give it time.” 



 

  

    Connor returned with a wry grin. 

    “Yeah, sure. So, uh, you never answered my question: 

What in hell is a hand puppet?” 

 

 

The flash ended. Life yanked Trevor back into the 

present.  

Trevor grabbed hold of the same balustrade where he 

and Connor watched that ceremony seventeen years ago. 

He hoped no one nearby noticed odd behavior while his 

mind traveled. The echoes of his life had swelled courtesy 

of the Enzathi’s unique temporal properties.  

But this memory? Why travel to that specific point in 

time?  

The brothers spent years up here watching the ships 

come and go.  

A familiar face popped into view, offering an 

explanation. 

“It’s nostalgia,” a tall boy with a short blond ponytail 

interjected. “You wish time had stopped before Connor 

grew up. Humans seem to think life was better when they 

were kids. Totally counterintuitive, Trev. What’s your 

game?” 

Trevor would’ve preferred the Enzathi’s avatar not 

engage in philosophical exchanges every time its host 

entered a reflective mode. On the bright side, the avatar’s 

tongue sounded more naturalistic with each passing day. 

And its appearance? A spot-on replica of Connor at age 



 

  

10, one year after they boarded Amity.  

You misunderstand, Trevor said without speaking. He 

didn’t want to frighten nearby residents who also waited 

for the next scheduled cruiser to arrive. Humans don’t 

actually want time to stop during childhood. It’s about 

the lack of responsibility. We didn’t have to make the 

hard choices when we were kids. Life is heavier now. 

LC, which Trevor named the avatar, formed a steeple 

with his forefingers and leveled them against his chin.  

“Your explanation seems overly simplistic, Trev. Do 

all human children escape hard choices?” 

No, but they recover faster. The cumulative effect 

doesn’t set in for a while.  

LC bore few of little Connor’s body tics, but he smiled 

more often, his eyes shined with the light of boundless 

curiosity, and he learned how to infuse the occasional 

snark. At the very least, he surpassed Mau Ping’s avatar 

as a conversationalist.  

Three days after Trevor allowed the Enzathi to 

“consume him,” Ping disappeared. Trevor considered a 

variety of avatars. Only one made sense, though Trevor 

knew his actual brother would find this relationship 

confounding at best. 

Then again, few people would know what to make of 

a human-Enzathi hybrid. The lifeform he absorbed 

made two promises in the upfront proposal: 

Most of Trevor’s life, he would exist as 99.98 percent 

human. When he traveled, the Enzathi required more of 



 

  

his essence.  

“Like evolution,” Mau said sixty-three days earlier, “the 

union will result in adaptation, mutation, and 

transformation. The Enzathi’s need is to study and enrich. 

It says your humanity will remain integral to your 

existence. But it will require more when you see out and 

across.” 

So far, the promise held.  

Yet the weight increased exponentially.  

“Adapting will take time,” LC assured Trevor ten days 

into their relationship. “Manage our gifts the same way 

you managed your temper after it almost got you booted 

off Amity.” 

Their sixty-three days together taught LC about Trevor’s 

pressure points, which the avatar exploited at the right 

moments. He did so again on the observation deck. 

“Humans’ weird distinction between kids and adults is 

serious food for thought,” the avatar said. “In the Enzathi 

continuum, we enter and exit temporal cycles without 

need for a learning mode. We bear the full weight as soon 

as we’re stirred in.” 

Right. Stirred in. Got it.  

Trevor never understood references to the Enzathi’s life 

cycle, and it refused to explain the particulars. All part of 

the deal, LC claimed. They needed to live together for 

several years before trusting Trevor with its deepest 

truths. 

You claim these memories are nostalgia, LC. I disagree.  



 

  

The avatar smirked. 

“Ooh. Sure you wanna go down that road? Every time 

you disagree, I wound up winning. OK. I’ll take the bait, 

Trev. Why do you disagree?” 

I left memories all over this station. I could go 

anywhere, touch anything, and travel back. Connor and 

I were thick as thieves. The best times and the worst. 

Yet I don’t feel an urge to travel every time I touch a 

familiar surface. The tremors are selective. 

The avatar snapped his fingers. 

“Like your memory! Emotions are powerful triggers. 

They raise certain moments above the mundane. If you 

traveled every time you touched familiar ground, you 

wouldn’t get a damn thing done!” 

Sounds like you agree with me.  

LC lifted a finger as measuring wind speed. 

“I’m stating the obvious. Emotions fuel nostalgia.” 

The avatar never wanted to be wrong. Was it a 

reflection of Connor at that age or the Enzathi’s need 

for infallibility?  

Whatever, LC. We’ll call this one a draw. But I’m not 

wrong.  

“You’re also not paying attention.” The avatar pointed 

across the vast port toward Landing Zone 8, where 

cruise liner Agaton broke through the cascade barrier. 

“Her ship’s here.” 

So it is. Serves me right for trying to outwit you. 

Trevor watched the liner, which ran a daily route 



 

  

between Boer, Zwahili Kingdom, Moroccan Prime, and 

Amity. Agaton hovered into position and lowered its 

mooring sleeves before settling on the deck. 

He took his time descending toward the Customs gate. 

Baggage check, gene stamping, and assignment of 

temporary LinkPass identifiers had not been accelerated 

despite increased personnel. Not even the Governor’s 

fiancée received special dispensation.  

Trevor waited outside Gate 8 like the other expectant 

residents. Thirty passengers disembarked; Customs 

spread them across four lanes. Like most civilian liners 

these days, the Agaton ran light on bookings. Before the 

so-called ‘War of the Willing’ began, this ship dropped off 

fifty to sixty a day. Of greatest worry: none of the planets 

on this route fought in that war.  

Even light-years away from danger, many people fear 

to travel. They think war is inevitable everywhere. 

“Isn’t it?” LC asked. “Your last security confab was 

discouraging.” 

Trevor sighed. Utterly. 

The Admiralty no longer bothered to send a rep. They 

forwarded their agenda to Hampton Wave Capt. Andre 

Felt, who allowed his proxy, Lt. Hoshi Oda, to present it at 

confabs. Trevor measured the success of his days based 

on whether he avoided contact with Hoshi. The Lieutenant 

claimed to be based in Episteme but conducted regular 

business in Central Administration.  

Shireena carried one bag through Customs. She set it 



 

  

down in front of Trevor without a word, and they fell 

into a firm embrace.  

Holding her gave Trevor permission to toss off the 

weight of his new life, to remember how lucky he was 

to find a love like this. And to remind him that yes, 

someone could know his secret and care for him even 

more. 

When they parted lips, Shireena stared into his eyes. 

“Quite a kiss for three days,” she said. “You missed 

me?” 

“The second you jumped away. You could’ve stayed 

longer, hon.” 

“Yes.” She sniggered. “But missing me would’ve been 

too hard on you. Plus, I didn’t want you to attend the 

wedding alone.” 

“Fair points.” He grabbed her bag, and they started 

for the rifter docks. “How’s your father?” 

“Recovered. As usual, his dramatics far exceeded the 

extent of his injury. Yesterday, I found him outside 

prepping for a feast.” 

“What about his heart?” 

“Made of titanium, apparently. He’ll live another thirty 

years but claim he’s dying every quarter.” 

They shared a good laugh, a far cry from Shireena’s 

anxiety when she received the emergency deepstream 

from her family ranch. 

“Good to hear. One less crisis averted. Did he ask 

about me?” 



 

  

Shireena grabbed his hand and squeezed. 

“He did. I think he’ll come around. No one’s thrilled I 

intend to marry a Chancellor, but they respect who you 

are.” 

“The title, you mean?” 

She nodded. “It’s hard to explain the choice when you 

intend to marry down. So having a Governor in the family 

sits well.” 

“I see. Think they’d be so keen on a Chancellor-Enzathi 

hybrid?” 

Shireena paused a beat. 

“That one might be a reach.”  

She’d taken his transformation better than he could 

have imagined. They met at the Harmony Green on the 

day he promised to propose. First, Trevor explained what 

he chose and why. He prepared for a rejection or at best, 

a ‘give me time to think.’ Yet Shireena understood. She 

became his fiancée without reservation. 

Trevor selected a rifter and stowed Shireena’s bag. She 

grabbed his arm before he activated the transport.  

“How are you, Trevor? Truly.” 

He missed hearing that question at the end of each day 

when they retreated to his suite.  

“I’m managing. I won’t lie, hon. It’s been hard. Mostly 

not waking up beside you. But ... I’m still learning. The 

Enzathi is still teaching.” 

“Have you traveled?” 

“Oh, yeah. Six times since yesterday morning.” 



 

  

“Learn anything important?” 

Trevor nodded.  

“Enough to get a sense of what we’re up against.” 

“Actionable?” 

“I hope. Ilya says his contact inside Halifax appears 

ready to talk. Whatever Requiem is planning will happen 

soon. We’ll be ready for it. I hope.” 

She sighed with clear relief. 

“Good. Every time I think about it, my stomach turns. 

Sort of like right now. You wouldn’t believe how much 

beef I ate at Father’s feast. I’ll need three days to get 

over it.” 

Trevor activated the rifter. 

“Well, I hear there’s quite a buffet planned for after 

the wedding, so that beef will have some serious 

competition.” 

Ah, yes. The wedding. 

As if traveling through time and other people’s 

experiences wasn’t taxing enough, Trevor had to 

prepare for one of his life’s most awkward events: 

Attending his ex-wife’s wedding. 

Awkward but necessary – for many reasons. 

 



 

  

 

2 

REVOR TALKED HIMSELF INTO not looking 

back. The deed, as they say, was done. He 

allowed the Enzathi to bind with his consciousness. 

It warned him beforehand: Only Trevor’s death 

could break their union. He became the vessel; in 

exchange, it became the tool.  

The Enzathi praised the arrangement, which allowed it 

to learn about humanity inside a stable host. It didn’t care 

if Trevor made this deal for short-term gain over his 

enemies.  

Trevor often joked with LC: The Enzathi got off easy. It 

didn’t have to pretend. Trevor, on the other hand, had to 

walk the station acting one hundred percent human.  

So he shook hands, fragmented the Enzathi where 

useful, waited, and hoped the proper set of eyes led him 

to answers. What felt at first like a miraculous weapon lent 

itself to increasing frustration.  

And the weight pressed down like so many G-forces. 
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“I can only tell the lawmen to trust me but for so 

long.” He stood in front of a mirror and examined his 

collar. “They always ask how I acquired my intel. 

Imagine their faces if I was honest.” 

Shireena grunted while struggling with her dress 

shoes. 

“These are a little tight.” 

“You haven’t been back long enough. Your feet are 

still swollen.” 

“What? Oh. I thought that was a myth.” 

“Terrestrial gravity affects everyone differently. Or so 

I’ve been told. I haven’t left this place in twenty years.” 

Shireena did her best to walk off the discomfort.  

“I can tolerate these for a few hours.” She entered 

the water room and gave him a once-over. “Ruffled 

collars look good on you. They enhance your stature.” 

Trevor nodded. “I’m learning to live with them.” 

She brushed lint off his jacket.  

“And yes, there’d be a problem if you told the lawmen 

about your abilities. But you and Barukh have been 

through the wars together. He was outside the door 

when you ended the hostage crisis. He might already 

assume you’re tapping into something unusual.” 

He considered that angle. 

“Barukh’s a good guy. He hasn’t thrown me the side-

eye yet.” 

“Not to mention, Ilya Petrov is taking a big risk with 

this contact in Halifax. He’s sticking to your plan. He’s 



 

  

loyal, Trev. Push comes to shove, he’ll understand why 

you did this.” 

“In a perfect world, he’ll never need to know. Ironic, 

isn’t it?” 

She grabbed his hand and escorted him into the 

bedroom. 

“How so?” 

“Requiem wants to create a new order. Their version of 

a perfect world. Or forty perfect worlds. And they’re right 

here on my station working toward that goal doing who-

in-hell-knows what.” 

She squeezed his hand and transfixed on his eyes. 

Trevor sensed his tension fall away. 

“We’re close, Trev. The breakthrough is near. I feel it.” 

They should have crossed that threshold by now. He’d 

broken off fragments into Hoshi Oda, Capt. Andre Felt, 

and three top officers of Halifax R&D. He absorbed the 

tremors and traveled into brief splashes of their lives – 

past and present only – without discovering the make-or-

break secret. The details of Requiem’s grand scheme 

crystallized, but no one addressed the project they 

contracted with Halifax to complete. For reasons the 

avatar couldn’t explain, Trevor had yet to travel inside 

Hoshi.  

Col. Mila Sukareva, the engineer who all but lived inside 

Halifax since she arrived sixty-two days ago, denied every 

request Trevor made for a meeting. Always an excuse. 

Almost as if she knew what would happen when she shook 



 

  

Trevor’s hand. 

Yeah, he considered that angle, too. 

Then there was Nexus. Not a peep in four months, 

the last being brief congratulations for becoming 

Governor. Yet he was out there. Scheming? Trolling? 

Connor and Hoshi spoke of him in hushed tones. They 

had direct lines of communication with the master 

string-puller, yet none of Trevor’s flashes brought him 

to those moments.  

Why? He voiced irritation at the selective nature of 

his travels, to which LC replied: 

“We’re in learning mode, Trev. You expect the 

Enzathi fragments to feed you with nothing but 

revelation.” 

“That’s why I signed on to this lifetime pact.” 

LC winked, much like a mischievous Connor of that 

age. 

“It’ll get there. Someday. The Enzathi has to sync 

your biorhythms to the fragments.” 

“To what end?” 

“The fragments must understand what you desire. 

They’ll scan for the most fitting moments and return a 

signal to us.” 

“The tremors, you mean?” 

LC called it a balancing act.  

“They have to sort through your emotional and 

intellectual needs. Humans can’t let go of emotional 

attachments. That’s why the fragments keep drawing 



 

  

you into Connor’s life.” 

Trevor couldn’t help himself. His brother left the station 

fifty days ago and led teams into battles where they 

obliterated all in their path. Trevor knew his brother’s 

mantras by heart. 

Connor recited them before, during, and after every 

bloodbath.  

The most common: 

“Purpose, order, execution. I am whole and true to 

myself. My purpose cannot be denied. I will show no 

mercy to my enemies. Leave no dream unfulfilled.” 

Those words – and the inviolate orders of his 

commanders – gave Connor free rein to slaughter anyone 

in his way – Black Star or not. Most of the time, he used 

a blast rifle. But Connor also became efficient with a blade.  

His team celebrated each victory. Cigars and booze all 

around. Commendations from above. Talk of conquest 

and expanded war. Then back to the strategy room to plot 

the next strike.  

Trevor traveled into Connor’s mind most days. He 

became numb to the horror.  

Perhaps today’s wedding offered an uplifting break. 

Sweet music welcomed them to the Harmony Green. 

Effie and Reginald secured a beautiful setting at the aft 

end of the station’s only multi-use park. The simulated 

forest of willows and large-leaved tropicals created the 

closest thing found anywhere off-world. Reginald’s family 

imported a kaleidoscope of flowering shrubs and a 



 

  

sculpted rose garden from Mauritania.  

The jarring display offset what most visitors called 

Amity’s lack of color imagination. Trevor felt a distinct 

shock to the senses. Most of these plants must have 

spent days in quarantine. Station fees likely quadrupled 

the cost of purchase and transit.  

“She’s marrying ten notches up the financial ladder,” 

Trevor whispered as they approached the seating area. 

“I’m sure her parents are ecstatic beyond measure.” 

Shireena nudged him in the side. 

“Be nice. It’s not about credits. Our tribes follow 

similar traditions to these Maura clans. The groom’s 

family goes to great effort to welcome the bride. Fathers 

save when their sons are born.” 

“Interesting. Who faces more pressure? The son to 

pick the right woman? Or the woman to prove herself 

worthy?” 

Shireena laughed. 

“Both. The divorce rate in the Kingdom is less than 

five percent. I believe Mauritania’s numbers are similar.” 

That bit of trivia changed Trevor’s perspective. 

“Does a divorce bring shame to the families?” 

He didn’t like the sound of Shireena’s long sigh. 

“If the two separate because one or both was 

unfaithful.” 

Trevor studied the large number of dark-skinned 

guests on either side of the aisle. 

“Apparently, they made an exception for Effie and 



 

  

me. I reckon they used the off-worlder escape clause.” 

Shireena didn’t react to his snark. “I’m surprised they 

allowed me to attend.” 

They didn’t invite him until Ana Marie insisted.  

“We’re all going to be like one big family now,” she told 

Trevor. “Mama was worried at first, but she’s come 

around.” 

Only after many contentious deepstreams with the 

Labroques and Endowis, he suspected. A wedding 

seventy-six light-years from home hit everyone’s credit 

stamp. Nothing related to Amity came cheap. Trevor 

hoped no one blamed him for his daughter’s obstinance. 

Effie sent out invitations to three hundred people. By 

Trevor’s count, most appeared to have made the trip. Not 

bad for fifty standard days’ notice. The rest were fellow 

diplomats based on Amity, along with a few dignitaries – 

including the President. 

Kieran Haas remained an astute politician. She likely 

saw this wedding as an opportunity to show support for a 

non-warring planet whose delegation did not vote for her 

in the last election.  

They stopped at a sharepoint kiosk, which featured a 

dataflick of the festivity’s agenda. Trevor opened his pom 

and tossed the holo into his possession.  

“This will be different,” he said. “Our ceremony was 

quick and quiet. One of Effie’s sisters jumped in to watch 

us marry before the Superior Judge. She didn’t stay long.” 

Shireena whispered as they neared the back rows.  



 

  

“Don’t overlook the positive, Trev. You two saved the 

Labroques a lot of credits. They might actually thank 

you.” 

Was she serious? He never heard such snark from 

Shireena.  

They took seats on the back row of the Labroque 

side. As he promised Ana, Trevor sat beside the aisle. If 

heads turned and tongues wagged at their arrival, 

Trevor neither noticed nor cared.  

Three elders from each Maura clan sat behind the 

Union Officiant’s lectern. The immediate families sat on 

the flanks looking inward to the spot where Effie and 

Reginald would take their vows. 

“Interesting formation,” he whispered. “What does it 

symbolize?” 

“A blessing and a reminder. The clans have given 

their blessing to the union, but the union enhances the 

future health of the clans.” 

He got it. 

“In other words, this day is bigger than the two of 

you. Don’t you dare forget.” 

She expanded the wedding dataflick. 

“The divorce rate is low.” 

They studied the agenda, which described the three 

acts of the ceremony.  Prelude comprised short readings 

in the ancient Maura tongue. Union featured vows and 

ring exchanges. Exultation featured songs and 

traditional dance.  



 

  

“I can’t believe they pulled this off in so little time.” 

The wedding announcement caught everyone off-

guard. Two days after Effie and Trevor’s divorce finalized, 

the dataflicks went out with the date and location. Was 

Effie so damned eager to move on? How long did she 

coach Ana to accept the new reality?  

Trevor felt like the worst kind of outsider. 

At least she’ll have the wedding I deprived her of.  

“Are you sad?” LC asked, standing at Trevor’s side. 

In a way. I thought we’d be together the rest of our 

lives. 

“Marriage is peculiar.” 

How so? 

“Well, the Enzathi understands the need for procreation. 

But it seems odd. Why attach your fate to one other? It’s 

highly selective and selfish, if I’m being honest.” 

It has to do with that untranslatable word.  

“Oh. Love.” 

I still can’t believe you have no concept. 

“Fealty to the continuum might be the closest relation. 

Love as you describe it isn’t the best fit for a collective.” 

You’re right on one point: It is selfish, but in the best 

way. 

“Also destructive. Your love for Connor is getting in the 

way of your bigger mission. He’s a different man now.” 

Do me a favor, LC. Give it a rest for a while. 

The avatar complied and vanished. Yet it wasn’t wrong. 

Every instinct said Connor was beyond his reach, and with 



 

  

each passing battle would fall further in lockstep with 

Requiem. The last time they talked – days before 

Connor redeployed – Trevor sensed an irreparable split.  

Connor had a thousand things he wanted to do with 

his life; being Trevor’s brother fell far down the list. 

Connor spoke in the exuberant tone of a propagandist 

with clinched fist and unyielding heart.  

“Know what humans are, bruv? Fallen stars. We’re 

what’s left after we burned ourselves out.”  

Trevor saw it in those piercing blue eyes: Connor 

found one solid truth by which to govern his life. He 

exterminated the Brat, once a reckless wild child with a 

spirit which bounded in countless directions, and 

replaced him with a man who valued order and strict 

compliance above all.  

The only way for the human race to save itself. Or 

else. 

Nevertheless, Trevor refused to let go.  

“C’s not gone,” he confided in Shireena after Connor 

redeployed. “He’s been misplaced. I have to believe 

there’s a way back.” 

“There might be, Trev. But for now he’s out of your 

reach. Focus on what you can control.” 

In the forty days since that conversation, Trevor tried 

to follow her advice. Most of the time he succeeded. 

Then the tremors arrived, urging him to join his brother 

across the stars. The Enzathi’s ‘gift.’ 

Choral music rose as the Officiant took his place 



 

  

behind the lectern. Trevor glanced over his left shoulder 

and saw the first procession. 

Ana Marie wore a traditional Maura robe, a swirl of 

orange, yellow, and white. Flowers clung to her hair. She 

held a blue box in her cupped hands. Another girl of similar 

age and height flanked Ana, also holding a box.  

They walked in lock-step toward the lectern. Yet Ana, 

her toothy grin always enough to buoy Trevor’s heart, 

glimpsed her father and nodded.  

“You’ve come so far,” he whispered. “What a young 

lady.” 

Ana would make a beautiful bride someday, but in what 

kind of world? The one Requiem envisioned? The one her 

beloved Uncle C killed for with such abandon? 

I will not let it happen. I promise, sweetie. 

The ring bearers took their place on either side of the 

lectern. Soon, the music swelled, and the crowd rose for 

the betrothed. 

Effans Labroque and Reginald Endowi arrived with an 

ornate flourish, resembling tribal royalty of old. She wore 

a gown bedecked in ancient Maura symbols and three gold 

necklaces. A flopping, wide-brimmed floral hat shaded her 

face. Reginald’s suit with tails seemed tame by 

comparison.  

The music ended when they reached the lectern.  

The Officiant, a short but robust man in a simple yellow 

robe, welcomed the couple and their guests. He 

introduced The Prelude. An elder from Reginald’s clan 



 

  

stepped up and read in ancient script, carried forward 

from Earth’s pre-history.  

In another context, Trevor might have remained 

transfixed. Yet he was little more than a bystander, cast 

off by his first wife and forced to watch her start a new 

life.  

More important, his left hand twitched. A tremor 

signaled its approach. The Enzathi prepared to enjoin 

him with someone’s mind, to see through their eyes. 

Past, present, or future? Trevor never knew until he 

arrived, and sometimes not until after. 

Trevor tucked his hand inside a pocket and debated 

whether to follow. If he closed his eyes and commanded 

the Enzathi to disregard the flash, he wouldn’t travel. 

He’d miss out on potentially critical intel, but the 

tremors came with no guarantee of value.  

If it’s not lengthy, perhaps ... 

The wedding would last thirty minutes, including the 

final song and dance. No one would notice a man in the 

back row lose interest.  

Is it from him? Trevor asked. 

“The Enzathi says the flash covers a huge distance,” 

LC replied. “Likely.” 

Of course it was him. Everyone else whom Trevor 

implanted with a fragment lived on station or aboard 

the Hampton Wave.  

“Do you think it’s more than the usual slaughter?” 

“Can’t say, Trev. You know the rules. It’s your 



 

  

decision to open and close the flashes.” 

He grabbed Shireena with his right hand and squeezed.  

If he got lost in the weeds, at least she’d be there to 

pull him back. Wouldn’t be the first time.  

Trevor vowed to apologize afterward.  

I accept the flash. Send me. 

Far away, on a planet he did not recognize, Trevor lived 

as Connor.  

He entered combat. 
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