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In a future too distant to measure, a hyper-evolved breed of humans calling themselves Anadens rule multiple galaxies and alien species with an iron fist. But a small group of dissidents are willing to pursue any and all measures, no matter how extreme, to return freedom to the universe. Now one rebel Anaden will make the ultimate sacrifice in order to break the reigning Directorate’s stranglehold on civilization—however many times it takes.



Set just prior to the events of Relativity: Aurora Resonant Book One, RE/GENESIS pulls back the veil on the universe of Amaranthe, where the fate of all living beings—human, alien and synthetic—will soon be decided.
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“The only way to deal with an
unfree world is to become so absolutely free that your very existence is an act
of rebellion.”


 


— Albert Camus
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When
you’re an anarch, dying is the easy part. Completing your mission objective
before nulling out? Not always so easy. 


“A
scan of your credentials does not return a valid result. Present Accepted
credentials or be pacified.”


The
weaponized arm pointed at my chest by the Vigil unit suggested the pacification
would not be of the gentle sort. It rarely was.


I
brought my hands up from behind my back and stretched them into the air,
fingers curled in but giving every indication they were opening in surrender.
As the nail of my left index finger reached the center of my palm, I flicked it
outward.


The
gossamer damper net unfurled as it sailed through the air to envelop the
Vigil unit. 


The
floating orb began jerking to and fro in the narrow hallway in an attempt to unsnarl
itself. I leapt forward and collected the edges of the net in one hand, then
wrangled it under some semblance of control until I was able to wrap my arms
around the wide, circular frame and brace it against the wall. 


It
squirmed savagely, but after two tries I found the input port and shoved a
spike into it.


“Not
this time, Vigil. You don’t get me yet.”


The
unit dropped from my grip to the floor and rolled into the opposite wall.


I’d
bought myself twenty minutes. 


I
stripped off my infiltration suit, shrank it and stuffed it in my kit. The fete-worthy
attire which remained looked ridiculous to my mind, but nevertheless
appropriate to the venue I’d be visiting. I unbound my hair and began scaling
the service duct.
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The
galactic core hung in the sky like an ornament placed just so to best
complement the pavilion. The prodigious light it provided, even here on the
verge, filtered through an invisible prism field to cast soft, color-varying
rays upon the conveniently reflective flooring.


See
how small you are,
it whispered.


See
how powerful we are,
it hummed.


In
this case the core acted as a stand-in for the Anaden Directorate, obviously.


The
guests enjoying the Phoenix Arx amenities acted oblivious to the implied
message, though in truth it was because most of them had internalized it
decades if not centuries ago and would never question it again.


Yet
as a backup if the message didn’t come through clearly enough—the Directorate didn’t
practice subtlety—every rotation of the Arx brought them a stunning view of the
Phoenix Gateway in the distance. The colossal triple rings gleamed in the
unfiltered glow of the galaxy, beautiful and menacing. This close to the
ancient structure, the Gateway appeared more massive than the core itself. It
was an optical illusion, but an effective one.


Today
the Phoenix Gateway numbered only one of hundreds of its kind; in comparison to
many of them it was aging, if not decrepit. But there was a reason for that: it
was the first. The first wormhole portal to span the interstellar void
and link to another galaxy. A dwarf galaxy, true, and one long since fallen out
of fashion. 


But
once upon a time the Phoenix Gateway had meant everything. This meant it
still mattered today, if only as a symbol of all the Directorate had achieved
over the millennia.


I
noted all this in passing, obscured behind a mask of jaded disdain as I
traipsed across the pavilion in a manner which said ‘standing in seemingly open
space with the galactic core as a backdrop is so very passé. I’m bored already.’
I made sure my eyes were vaguely unfocused, since as a member of the Idoni
Dynasty I would be presumed by all in attendance to be high on at least one
hypnol, more likely several. Always, lest the horror of existence come crashing
in.


My
assigned contact worked the delectables area of the pavilion that stretched the
length of the left side. I wove my way through a sea of patrons, trying to
balance the disinterested attitude against the reality that I was on a short
timetable. 


A
virtual overlay in my vision gave me a reference, but I only dared access the
overlay in short pulses. On an Arx an unauthorized comm network became
perilously susceptible to detection, and detection was guaranteed to bring a
merciless punishment.


The
Novoloume who the overlay proclaimed was my contact meandered among the crowd dispensing
dollops of hypnols onto the tongues and into the eyeballs of buzzing Anaden
revelers with a smooth grace which was as mesmerizing as it was expected. Her
shimmery pearl skin transformed the light from the core into rainbows, the hues
shifting as she did.


I
shook my head as minimally as possible in an effort to break out of the reverie
before I approached her.


She
held the dispenser aloft, ready to provide a dose of synthesized bliss. I started
to decline when she placed an elongated, delicate hand on my waist with a
sultry smile. Her breath wafted across my ear as she leaned in.


“I
know, my dear, but one must maintain appearances. Trust me.”


Trust
was not something that came easily in my world. But this was her world… I
offered the tip of my tongue while glaring a fierce warning at her.


The
tip of the dispenser touched it, but no further sensation followed. It was
empty.


First
test passed. I nodded politely. “I’m Eren asi-Idoni.”


“You
may call me Maeli.”


“But
it’s not your name.”


She
shrugged faintly as her gaze drifted over my shoulder. “It is as much a name as
I allow myself to have. It is the same for you, no?”


“No.
Eren asi-Idoni is my name.”


“Yet
the soul behind the name no longer exists, does it?”


I
cut my eyes into the crowd, searching for threats. This was all getting far too
mystical for my tastes. “Not in the Annals. I’m on a tight schedule here, so—”


“Dance
with me.” Her hands grasped mine in a display of surprising strength.


“I
don’t dance.”


“All
Idoni dance.”


“Damn,
that must be why I never fit in with them.”


She
pulled me closer. “There is a Praesidis Inquisitor approaching. Dance with
me.”


I
didn’t panic, but I did allow her to sweep me along the smooth pavilion floor as
I reviewed my limited options.


I
kept a neural layer on tap which allowed me to pass as a proper Idoni connected
to the integral on casual contact with other Idoni Dynasty members. But Praesidis
members always saw through the charade. Praesidis Inquisitors, doubly so. And
once they did, it was a swift trip to null for me.


The
fact I wasn’t already dead, however, meant the Inquisitor hadn’t come here for
me. If I played the part of a… well, a typical Idoni, I stood a chance of escaping
notice.


I
tried to relax in her embrace and flow with her movements. She was of course
correct about the dancing—the natural, innate rhythm was encoded in my
genetics. Annoyed, I allowed instinct to take over.


“You
have stunning eyes. They are as twin starbursts in the night sky.”


I
swallowed, feeling heady enough I started to wonder how empty the dispenser had
been. “Stop doing that.”


“Doing
what?” She swept me between two other dancers in a lengthy, dramatic spin.


“That
thing you’re doing.”


“It
is not a thing
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