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CONTENT WARNING

TO HAVE AN IDENTITY contains content that may be disturbing to some readers. Reader's discretion is advised. This story depicts harm caused by emotionally traumatic events, including:

Incestuous sexual assault

Incest

Racism

Racially insensitive comments

Humiliation

Hostility

Degradation

As with its predecessor, To Have a Purpose, this story focuses on the disturbing because we live in an increasingly disturbing world. I will again stress this point: To Have an Identity is not for everyone, and is especially not for those who are triggered by reading about implied assault and abuse.

To Have an Identity continues my exploration of the potential implications of the 2024 American Presidential Election. It explores the consequences of following current trends in American politics, including the dismissal of physical and emotional harm of others as disqualifying factors for political candidates.

To Have an Identity does not portray real individuals. The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.






As in its predecessor, this story explores what could happen when a system rejects harm done to others as a valid topic in politics. Even using the word ‘politics’ is unfortunate in this context, since this topic should not be a political matter. When harm done to others is a matter of party politics, it becomes a bargaining chip instead of what it truly is: a recurring nightmare for those who have experienced it.






Written by the author, June 4, 2026.
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Chapter 1
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I could no more escape than I could think of my identity. Perhaps, I thought, the two things are involved with each other. When I discover who I am, I'll be free. 
– From Invisible Man, by Ralph Ellison.


––––––––
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“NOT BAD. HE LOOKS LIKE a keeper,” Evelyn says in a refined voice, a Vict voice, before she addresses Kairo. “Do you know who I am?”

“Yes, you are Evelyn Vict, the First Daughter,” Kairo says. He bows deep before her, a fitting greeting for the First Daughter of the Vict Family, the only family. Her Father, Harold Vict, has governed America for five-hundred years.

Evelyn, a perfectly proportioned woman, the same height as he, with platinum blonde hair and large, deep blue eyes, examines his every detail. “Yes, very different. The hair especially, but all over.”

“I hope my appearance does not disappoint you,” Kairo says, apprehensive. He wears the same clothing he wears every day, a plain tan shirt and matching paints. He feels inadequate in comparison with this stunning woman, who wears a glittering silver dress. That feeling is expected. She is a Vict, and he is not.

“No, not at all. You will be my new curiosity, my oddity. I will enjoy having a piece of ancient history at my side,” Evelyn says, moving around him and peering at him with an analytical eye. “Do you know what your name means?”

“It is an Arabic name.”

“I have made a little joke. We will be the only ones to appreciate it. I will explain later. Walk with me.” She moves away, a male aidroid accompanying her. Kairo recognizes the aidroid for what it is, resembling a human but lacking the perfection of a Vict and the caution of a lab-grown individual such as himself.

They exit the laboratory, moving into a pristine white hallway. He wonders if he will ever see his parent aidroids again, James and Kate. He supposes not, though he knows to avoid speaking out of turn to ask what happened to them.

He must do nothing to upset Evelyn. His life depends on it. She could have him disintegrated for any reason. She would then design another of the lab-grown to replace him. Her only inconvenience from having him disintegrated would be the wait, the time required for the growth and education of his replacement.

Evelyn leads him through the hallways to a room filled with luxury furniture, instructing him to enter and take a seat. He chooses a white velvet chair, staring directly ahead, waiting as she stands before him. “Mort, you may leave now,” she says without turning her gaze away from Kairo.

“Yes, Evelyn.” The aidroid leaves them alone.

“Kairo, do you like me?” Her voice is calm.

“I do, yes.”

“Do you wish to please me?”

“I do.”

“Good. I am glad you said that.” Her gaze lingers on his eyes and nose. “Do you know what I mean by ‘race?’”

“I do. It is a human classification system, now obsolete because there is no such variety in the human population anymore.”

“Good. That is what the aidroids taught you, but here you are, a living man of another race. Do you understand the history of race in America?”

“I do.”

She stares at his hair and touches it. “I am curious, since I designed you with black genes, do you feel different?”

He considers. “I can only conclude that I feel different, but I cannot describe how.”

She laughs, a sweet melody. “You do not know if you feel different from me, since you have only ever been a black man. We will need to explore the question with greater circumspection. You are, obviously, not a Vict,” louder laughter at such an absurd comparison before she continues. “You do not feel the same as we do. We will determine how different you feel. As a Vict, I am privy to information absent from your education, though I withhold it for your own protection.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Evelyn moves around him again, peering from different angles while wearing a slight frown, which troubles him. “You will call me Evelyn henceforth.” She sits across from him. “Kairo, what would you think if I told you that we are almost identical?”

“Identical?” Kairo is surprised. None could be more different than she and he. “I do not understand. You are superior to me in every way.”

“Such an amusing reaction! Yes, I am superior. We have so many obvious differences, yet some people would have said that we are barely distinct at all. They are all dead now, of course: traitors, madmen, and such ilk.”

She holds his gaze with her perfect blue eyes and continues, “They would have insisted that there are no meaningful differences between our races, that race itself is a pointless and misleading distinction, despite what is so plainly obvious when comparing us. They would have said that no one is superior or inferior. Do you understand me?”

Kairo stares ahead. “I do not understand.”

“Of course you do not,” she says, shaking her head. “Here I said I would withhold dangerous information for your own safety, but I have already blurted it out! Ignore my ramblings, especially when it hurts. I truly do not mean to torment you.”

“Thank you, Evelyn.”

She touches his shoulder and says, “It is nothing, dear Kairo.”

“Thank you, Evelyn. What do you wish me to do?”

“Tell me, am I attractive to you at all?”

“Yes, you are.”

“Hm,” she tilts her head. “Speak freely. What do you feel when you look at me?”

“You are beautiful. It makes me happy to look at you.”

“Happy... hmm...” She looks away, then back at him. “Is that all, then? Would you feel the same while beholding a puppy, or a kitten?”

“No, Evelyn. I have not personally seen a puppy or kitten, but I would not feel the same way about them.”

She leans forward. “Would you rather see a puppy, or me?”

“I would rather see you, Evelyn.”

“Would you?” she asks, tilting her head as if she disbelieves. Anxiety builds in Kairo’s chest. He pictures a blank wall and tries to ignore his fears, but the more he tries, the more they build. Disbelief could mean death. He had already known that as one of the lab-grown, he will likely not live beyond thirty. He hopes he will survive the day.

Kairo trembles despite himself. “Yes, I would.”

“Tell me why, dear Kairo.”

Her use of the word ‘dear’ before his name strikes something inside him, something he cannot name. “Because you are beautiful.”

“Of course I am, but do you feel strongly about this, or is it nothing more than an academic matter to you?”

He tries to summon the courage to speak with greater conviction. If he is to die, let him die loyal but misunderstood. “I feel strongly about it.”

“I must say, I am surprised by your restraint. I had expected you to behave differently. Let us not discuss why. Do not be concerned. I am not disappointed, merely intrigued.”

“I understand.”

She smiles, an ethereal, wintry smile that both fascinates and chills him. “You do not understand, nor should you. From this point forward, I forbid fear in my presence. As you know, you may not be aggressive toward me or another of the Family. However, you can be much more at ease than you currently are. I am neither petty nor cruel.”

“Evelyn, may I ask what you mean?” His voice breaks. “I do not understand how to... not be afraid of you.”

She laughs again, a charming sound that nevertheless fails to put him at ease. “I can only fault your aidroid educators for this. Perhaps I gave them an impossible task. They should have told me if so.”

“Thank you, Evelyn.” This is all he can think of to say, all that would not get him disintegrated.

She now looks at him with genuine mirth on her face, an expression he imagines a child would wear while playing with a favorite stuffed toy. With mischief in her large eyes and a finger to her grin, she at last shakes her head. “No, I will not startle you, though I had the temptation. Our first task will be to make you less skittish. We can accomplish little if you continue believing that I would have you disintegrated for the slightest of offenses. I must make amends. Kairo, are you hungry, thirsty?”

“I am thirsty.”

“Then we shall begin there.” She turns, gliding out of the room. He notices something unexpected about Evelyn. To claim that she is walking feels inadequate. Her gait is so smooth, so graceful, that ‘gliding’ best describes it.

Kairo hesitates, then follows her. “Evelyn, is it allowed for me to walk with you?”

“Without being disintegrated, you mean? I suppose so.” Her mouth quirks, and she continues, ”I never meant to terrify you.”

“I understand.”

She rolls her eyes and glides away. “Follow, Kairo. I forbid formalities from this moment forward. In private, you may speak with me as you please. If you want something that you do not have, you must tell me. Make a joke whenever you wish, without fear. If you have an observation to make, do not hold back.”

“Thank you, Evelyn. May I ask something?” He worries that he might not have permission to ask even this unprompted question.

“Of course.”

“What are we going to do?”

“You and I will learn together. You will be near me for a great deal of time. It would hardly do for you to die from terror, agreed?”

“Yes, Evelyn.”

“I will provide your needs for now. Your first responsibility is to tell me your needs. Name them, to demonstrate your skill at naming.”

They enter a kitchen, though it is unlike the kitchen he knew before. It is large enough to better resemble a home without dividing walls. She glides to a cabinet and opens it, removing a glass water bottle. “This is yours. You must not suffer. If you are thirsty, I must know.”

Kairo takes the bottle. “Thank you, Evelyn.”

She shakes her head. “The first thing I have learned is that you are no less terrified than any other would be in your situation. An unexpected result, fascinating, though I realize you have no reason to see why.”

“I understand.”

“I could almost believe that, but no, you do not. Tell me, Kairo, what would you have looked forward to doing today if I had not whisked you away from your prior life to stay with me? Speak freely.”

Kairo considers his answer, and dares to hope. If disintegration is imminent for his inevitable misstep, he will dream. “If I were free to do so, I would have visited the Garden.” Access to the only garden in America is forbidden for one of his status, though Evelyn could have power to do the impossible.

“Perhaps at night. You are my little secret, you see. Father knows, of course, but He has ordered me to keep you out of His sight.”

“Thank you, Evelyn.”

She frowns, and terror rises within him. “Kairo, I will not kill you if you forget to thank me. I must speak with the aidroids assigned as your parents.”

“I understand.”

She sighs.

He looks at the water bottle, trying to focus his thoughts. “I would like to ask a question.”

“Simply ask without preamble in the future, but continue. Ask away.”

“What did you design me for?”

She turns and glides to a large window. Kairo follows her. Outside the window is the expansive Harold Vict Golf Course, the largest recreational area in America. He can glimpse a building in the distance that is likely the training compound for lab-grown individuals in Space Force, the only military establishment in America that contains the lab-grown.

Evelyn continues looking out the window. “I became bored some years ago, and realized I needed a challenge. That is when I initiated the project that gave rise to you. I designed you and your predecessors to answer a specific question. I wanted to know how close to being real... humans your race had become before Father destroyed them as traitors. I knew you would be inferior to the Family, but how far short of such lofty heights did your kind fall?”

“What have you learned so far?”

She turns to him, her gaze intent. After a long silence, she turns back to the window again. “More than I had thought. You survived education, becoming a man I had not expected.”

“What had you expected?” he asks. He adds in haste, unsure if he should, “Thank you, Evelyn.”

“It is fine.” She waves a dismissive hand. “I thought I was designing a mockery of a man, entertaining perhaps, a funny misfit, or brutish instead. I expected an interesting but awkward performer if all went well. Instead, I find a terrified young man who is, if anything, too formal. Suppress your anxiety and your formality.”

Kairo remains silent, his treacherous anxiety tempting him to venture this way or that, into one form of treason or another. Has the Surveillance Bank, the artificial intelligence that records data on everyone’s behavior and enforces laws against treason, ordered the disintegration of anyone for being too formal before? His gamified training, called ‘Spot the Traitor,’ had not covered this. If too much formality is a fatal flaw, he must do better.

She continues, “The most interesting result thus far, though I did not expect it, was after I asked if you would rather see a puppy or me. Do you understand that I am the most beautiful woman in the universe?”

“I know you are.”

“Do you know why?”

He thinks it over. “Your Father designed you to be the perfect woman?”

She shakes her head. “Oh no, not at all. I am not lab-grown as you are. I am the First Daughter of the Family, therefore superior and born from the womb of a woman. My mother was lacking in some intolerable respects. She no longer exists. I needed further engineering because only the best can belong to the Family. I am now as close to perfection as any woman has been.”

“Are others genetically designed?”

“All who are not of the Family are designed to have a purpose, to serve the Family. Aidroids reared you in a laboratory tailored to emulate a traditional, caring home. Your upbringing was more straightforward than that of other lab-grown.”

“Thank you,” Kairo says. He takes a drink of water to calm his nerves, realizing that being less formal will be more difficult than he had thought. “What are you planning?”

“I will teach you to act like a human, an actual human.”

He looks down at the brown backs of his hands, so unlike any others he has seen, then up to Evelyn. He reasons that his race, and whatever culture his people once had, is extinct for a reason. He does not know what to say, making do with, “But I am different.”

“Obviously. Indulge my curiosity. I would be so happy if you did. As already said, I do not wish to see you suffer. I only wish to see what you can do, given your limitations.”

He looks into her eyes, unsure. He ponders what could happen if he fails, or if he surpasses expectations. Which outcome would allow him to live another day? The answer is not clear. “I understand, Evelyn,” he lies. He is lying to a Vict, and he knows it. She likely knows this as well, but he cannot bring himself to say that knowing his purpose increases the anxiety she has ordered him to suppress.

“I hope you are beginning to understand. As part of your first challenge, you must try your best to be at ease in my presence. I do not plan to have you disintegrated. You must relax. Otherwise, the experiment will become a frustrating slog.”

“Evelyn, I do not know how. I am afraid of disappointing you and dying for it.”

“Kairo.” She places a hand on his arm. “The only way to fail is by failing to relax. We must solve this problem together. I have told you that I do not plan to waste my time having you killed over trifles. What more do you require?”

He shakes his head. “I do not know, Evelyn.”

She tilts her head. “Do you think I am a monster?”

“No,” he blurts out. He thinks further and continues, “but you have a great deal of power, and I am inferior to you. I could fail without knowing.”

“Kairo, you exist because you are not like me. I designed you the way you are. I would have ordered you disintegrated long ago if you had been a disappointment.”

He takes a deep breath, not trusting himself to speak.

She sighs. “Did the aidroids tell you that I am dangerous?”

Kairo looks at her, then at his feet. “They told me that you would have me disintegrated if I endangered or displeased you.”

“That much is true, though they should have also told you that I am neither fickle nor petty. You do not displease me.”

“I am afraid of breaking rules that I do not know about.”

She smiles in a way he cannot interpret. “As Father, the Great Harold Vict, once said, ‘The only thing We have to fear is fear itself.’ That is true for you. Dismiss your fear. Let it go. Find its roots and tell it to stop. I did not design you to be terrified for every remaining second of your life until your heart bursts. Let us see if you have the capacity to overcome this, or if this is an undocumented limitation of your kind.”

“Thank you.” He takes another deep breath.

She leans closer to him. He notices the sweet scent of her hair. Her next words are soft and soothing, causing his anxiety to subside to a level that is no longer blinding. “Do this for me. Take a breath while slowly counting to five. Hold it for the same count. Then, breathe out as slowly, counting to five again.”

He breathes in while counting to himself, ‘One, two, three, four, five,’ holding it and counting to five again, then counting once more as he breathes out.

“Continue,” she says.

He continues until she raises a hand to stop him.

“That is sufficient.” She regards him for several seconds. “Do you feel better now?”

“I think I do. I am sorry.”

“There is no need to apologize. The aidroids should have taught you this simple method. Remember your prior anxiety. Take note of how you feel before anxiety builds. Overcome it by becoming aware of it, earlier each time. Then, breathe in this fashion until the sensation subsides. This is your first lesson.”

“I understand.”

She laughs, causing him to start breathing slowly and counting again. She then says, “You understand, perhaps for the first time. Look through the window! It is evening now. Let us stroll in the Garden.”

As they exit a circular door, Kairo is surprised by unprecedented odors, breezes, and awareness of the light and heat that assail him. Even sounds are different, as if they have greater depth. He has names for none of these sensations. They overwhelm him, and he must stop for a moment, dizzy. Evelyn arches an eyebrow while observing him.

He turns, only to be surprised by the massive and the golden. The wall behind him is seemingly solid gold, stretching above as high as he can see, and to both sides for tremendous distances. The air is different, less predictable.

Looking up again, after wondering if the Tower wall is limitless, he is staggered once more when he realizes something. There is no ceiling above him, the expected surface replaced by a limitless white that is no surface. This room is large, too large for comfort. There is no roof in this room, and the walls are strange. He stops, stunned.

She tugs at him, as if the magic that stunned him is commonplace to her. “Let us proceed.”

As they proceed, she smiles and makes an occasional comment as she points to a cherished plant or small animal. Kairo tries to understand how these... natural things manage to surprise him every time they move.

He brushes too near Evelyn in a moment of distraction, becoming terrified that he will bump into her or step on her foot, sure that such a stumble would be his last, unfortunate and clumsy, act in this world. The security drones overhead would notice her stumbling and destroy him before he knew what had happened.

After the near miss, he tries to rein in his excitement enough to concentrate. His worries continue until a magical event interrupts them: a massive pale green moth alights on Evelyn’s hand, its wingspan surpassing the width of its perch. It touches her with a narrow tongue while its ethereal wings open and close with slow grace, sights he had never imagined before.

He is shocked, his mouth remaining open in wonder. Evelyn giggles, the sound of chimes in the wind, as she presents the moth to Kairo. He grins wide. “Kairo, I present the luna moth, a faithful restoration of an extinct insect from a pre-Era of Greatness genome, with one improvement: it has a working proboscis, a functional tongue.”

After their walk, she brings him to a different room in her quarters, smaller than before. “Kairo, you must sleep on this bed. I realize it is superior to your prior bed. You should contemplate why it is yours.”

“Thank you, Evelyn.” He sits on the luxurious bed. Prior to living here, he had slept each night on a blanket resting on the floor. This new bed feels extravagant. He has many questions, all kept to himself. She has asked him to contemplate, which requires him to think and not speak.

She looks at him for a second, studying his behavior again, before saying, “Tomorrow, we shall cover a new topic. Tonight, you must sleep easy and realize you are safe here.”

“Thank you,” Kairo says again.

Evelyn delivers another smile of icy radiance at him as she begins to turn away. “Kairo, never thank me again. Goodnight.”
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Kairo becomes aware that he is in Evelyn’s living room again. He is not sure how this is so. He should be asleep.

Distracted by Evelyn’s voice, he turns and bumps into a glass of water. He reaches to catch it before it hits the ground, but her outstretched hand stops him. The glass shatters as he watches, helpless to stop it. He looks up at Evelyn. She is so tall now, a foot taller than he. Wishing to ask why she had stopped him, he finds her already looking away as if the broken glass is of no consequence. He turns to examine the shards on the floor, seeing not spilled water, but blood.

In the Garden, an enormous green moth, larger than his own body, lands on Evelyn’s hand, towering over them both. Despite its size, she elegantly presents it to him as if it is weightless. He screams as its narrow tongue, the part it should not have, uncoils, not to taste her hand harmlessly as it had done before, but to pierce. Her delicate hand bleeds, though she does not notice. The drones detect the dripping blood and aim at him, ignoring the moth. Evelyn’s ever-melodic laughter drowns out his screams.

“Kairo, you must not be afraid,” she says, drawing him up from the absent agony of disintegration. He turns to look at her as she speaks. He must face her to show he is listening, to treat her with proper respect, but he is too broad. As he turns, his shoulders collide with hers. She screams while falling. Drones descend. Kairo kneels as he pleads, “It was a mistake; I didn’t mean it!” The drones do not hesitate. They focus on him and fire.

“I designed you to fail, Kairo, for the method of your failure will prove so very amusing. We will reenact a bit of ancient history, unlike what anyone alive has seen. Anyone that is, except Father,” she says from the ground. “You did not disappoint.”

Somehow, Kairo is not dead, despite the actions of the drones. He bends to help Evelyn stand, but she waves him off. When she rises to her feet, she proves to now be noticeably shorter than he. She looks up at him and flashes her mischievous smile, the one she had worn when she had considered scaring him on purpose as she says, “Tsk, tsk. Oh no, this will not do at all. How improper.”

Kairo turns, frantic, trying to become shorter before it is too late, but flying drones are all around him, focusing again. He did not choose to break the law by becoming taller than a Vict! She designed him this way! SHE did it, not he! But no, a Vict can do no wrong. The mistake is his fault.

Her blue eyes fill his vision again, ascending him from the circle of Hell awaiting traitors of excessive height. “Breathe, Kairo. Count and breathe as I instructed,” he hears. Yes, that was his first lesson. If it must also be his last, he will at least die loyal, even if hopelessly flawed. He follows her instructions to the best of his ability, the ability she designed him to have, counting aloud to five.

The world elevates, bringing her eyes to the same level as his again. “You remembered. Good boy,” she says, too late for the retribution he had suffered, the retribution that both killed and did not kill him, for his torment is not yet at an end.

The breathing exercise helps him feel increasingly better. Soon, he is himself again, as much at ease as he had been in his old life, the life before today. Turning to her and smiling, he says, “Yes! I remembered your lesson. Thank you, Evelyn.”

She frowns at him. “What did you say?”

“I said, thank you for teaching me slow breathing. It helps so much!”

She sighs. “Too bad, and you were doing so well...” The drones descend again as she turns away, “... before you thanked me.”
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Kairo bolts upright, sweating. He had been dreaming something horrifying. What was it about? He cannot remember. He looks about, unsure where he is for the first time in his life. What is this soft bed? Where are his parents?

His eyes go wide, falling on unfamiliar walls. He remembers his first lesson and takes slow, deep breaths, counting to five. Evelyn. Yesterday returns to him. His old life is over. His new life is here.

After moments of slow breathing, he marvels at the amazing, spacious bed that is now his, considering how comfortable it is versus how anxious he had been. His thoughts wander to a question: does comfort and extravagance increase anxiety?

The sense of not belonging becomes overwhelming. Why is this bed his? What has he done to earn it? Is his existence as a member of an otherwise dead race enough to merit this? Why does he, designed to be inferior, sleep in a room designed for a Vict, designed for only the best?

He stares at his brown arms and legs. Evelyn does not resemble him. All aidroids have pale skin similar to hers as well. No one looks like him. He shakes his head. These are realities he has always lived with, ever since he had realized, as a small child, that his parents were different from him. Why revisit these realities now? They are distractions that can only increase his anxiety. He cannot afford anxiety in a world where the game ‘Spot the Traitor’ trains everyone to interpret many signs of emotional discomfort as signs of impending treason.

Evelyn had designed him this way. Why did she design him to look so different? More than his skin is unique. His hair is in tight curls, appearing to him as the opposite of her long, flowing, platinum hair. His parents, his aidroid mother and father, have straight brown hair. They are neat in appearance, but not as perfect as a Vict. Nobody else, not even an aidroid, is as beautiful or as handsome as a Vict.

Breathing. He had forgotten slow breathing. His anxiety is increasing again. He counts to five, holding faithful to Evelyn’s first lesson. Calm returns, as if his life is expanding, approaching normal, each time his lungs expand. He needs something, though he is not sure what. Soon, he realizes the problem. He needs to use the restroom.

He heads for a nearby door, hoping he is not breaking a law he had forgotten or never known, a law that would only become known to him an instant before he is disintegrated. He is relieved, upon opening the door, to find not his demise but a spacious bathroom inside, with a large tub, toilet, sink, towels, and other comforts so superior to those of his former life, so pure, that he hesitates to sully them as he must. However, sullying the pristine toilet is preferable to sullying the pristine floor.

After using the facilities, he returns to look
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